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TKfTRoniirTinN 


There are three sentences in Thackeray's Roundafxrut 
Paper De Fimifus witii which a preface to /tico/* Faithfui 
ought properly to Ijcgin; ‘In one or two of these fits' 
(of the fever and ague which were pleasingly treated l>y hot 
brandy and water, or fiction) *I have read novels with 
the most frightful contentment of mind. Once on the 
Missis.sii)pi it was my beloved Jaadf Faithful ; once at Frank- 
fort-on-the-Maine the delightful Vinxl "w <if Monsieur 
Dumas ; once at Tunbridge Wells the thrilling ti'amau in 
Whilf, and these books gave me amusement from mcjrning 
till sunset. I remember those ague fits with a great deal of 
pleasure and gratitude.* Marryat's story is In the Iscst of 
company when it is named together with Vingl nns aprh, 
There arc some who do not find that joy in reading 1 Jumaa 
which is so heartily, and sometimes so noisily, avowed hy 
his professed, not to say professiorml, admirers. Hut they 
are a minority among the lovers of tales of advcnttire, It 
becomes them to reflect that they are probably wrong, and 
ought to l>e proportionately modest. They must in any 
case remember that' the true lovers of Dumas can praise 
nothing more highly than by linking it in their esteem with 
something of his. Now Thackemy certainly enjoyed 
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disguise, but a fine sense of humour is not what most 
conspicuously distinguishes the most learned, classical, and 
polemical of French critics. Thackeray was content with 
an ‘amuser.’ If he then, loving Vingt ans aprh for what 
it is, and not complaining of it for not being something 
quite different, could name Jacob Faithful by its side as 
‘beloved,’ he must be held to have given Marryat’s story 


a certificate of character. 

Marryat, we may believe, would have asked for no more 
than Thackeray’s praise gives him. The reader who asks 
for more than amusement at a time when he docs not want 
to be called upon to think, or even to feel deeply, may lie 
disappointed in Jacob Faithful He may, if he likes, begin 
by complaining that Marryat has missed an excellent 
opportunity of making his story ‘an historical document.’ 
The river life as he saw it, and as he partially drew it both 
in this story and in Poor Jack, has become almost a thing 
of the past. Steamers, bridges with wide arches, the 
embankment, and above all the police, have changed it 
profoundly. Some little historical research is ref|uircd to 
reconstruct the world in which Jacob Faithful and young 
Saunders passed through various adventures to fortune. It 
is true that the study required is not deep. Mr. Colquhoun’s 
Treatise on the Commerce and Police of the River Thames is 
not only readable, but may be acquired, by a little vigilance 
or fair good luck, for sums of a shilling or less on bookstalls, 
even when bound in calf and nicely tooled. Mr. Colquhoun 
will explain at length what Marryat only touches on j md if 
Jacob Faithful leads his reader into historical researches, 
who can say that his adventures have not served a purpaie 
• more serious than the mere supply of amusement ? 

The austere critic might, it is true, answer that even the 
contemptible end of supplying amusement might have b^n 


via 



INTRODUCTfON 


better served if Marryal had dwelt more on that iide of the 
river life to which Mr, Co!qiihoyn% treatise k ckvfilcd, 11ic 
picture drawn by that active magistrate of the Queens 
Square Court, Westminster, is a curious one, and shows 
that if we are not better than our fathers, we are at leail 
better off in that we frasess a j>o!ice which dcses, to a very 
appreciable extent, protect us from the depredations of 
ruffians. Shij)ownc*rs, merchants, wliarfingcrs, or share* 
holders in a dock company may have to suffer from strikes 
and depression In trade, They are not preyed wjKm by a 
large, known, recognised, but hardly conirollecl criminal 
population, divided into upi>er and lower classci of Heavy 
Horsemen and Light Horsemen, otherwise dcscrifmi as 
Day Plunderers and Night Plunderers, *(Jame* Lumiicn, 
and laghtcrmcn, fraudulent journeymen c:oo|>crs, and rat- 
catchers, mudlarkers, and scuffledumtem. Ships no loiiger 
find themselves cut adrift in the river by Idght I hirsemen, 
who {Kditely inform the alarmed and indignant skipiicr that 
he need not trouble himself any further alxmt his anclior 
and cables. Rum is not run off in immense r|uaniities by 
that handy pump the ‘jigger' into blacldem fitted with 
wocxlen nD?:7Jes, (lame lightermen do not nm away with 
printed cotton goexis by the kde. It may \m believed that 
‘game* as an adjective applied to ship, mate, lighterman, or 
lumper, is no longer a term in common use. It meam the 
vessel in which the River Pirate was sure of co^ofieration 
in the work of defrauding the ship|icr of the cargo, cir the 
person who, under pretence of pursuing an honest trade, 
would aid in the fraud* We no longer, I think, sfieak of 
Iumpers™at least, not familiarly. We say dock litourcri. 
The ‘scuffie*hunter* remtin% hut we call him the caiutl 
docker. The mudlarker is an idle boy, not an adult, who, 
while pretending to look for rope ends and forgonen pieces 
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of plank in the mud. was in reality the fetcher and carrier to 
thieves of higher standing. There must surely have been 
the materials for a tale of adventure of the picaresque order 
in the doings of this busy criminal world It was very large. 
Mr. Colquhoun estimates it class by class, and arrives at a 
high figure. As for the amount of the combined roWieries 
of all these classes of rogues, it passes belief. I..arge ware- 
houses of respectable appearance lived on it, and the loss to 
the customs at last reached a figure which compelled the 
Government to organise the River Police. Not the least 
curious feature of it all is, that it was largely a result of our 
old practice of paying by perquisites instead of wages. Men 
were hired at low wages, or none at all, and allowed to pay 
themselves by levying toll on the goods passing through 
their hands. Where they were allowed an inch, they, 
following the example of quite exalted persons, took an ell 
The criminal and non-criminal populations sank into one 
another by fine insensible gradations, which is a state of 
things presenting opportunities for most excellent combina- 
tions. 

Marryat merely touched on this attractive subject. It 
may be that he knew it only, as we do, from Mr. Cok}uhoyn'i 
book, which dates from 1800, thirty-four years \>q{ow / tmif 
Faithful was written. But this cannot have been the only 
reason. He can have known little by personal experience 
of the honest lighterman or waterman. If then he said but 
little of Heavy or Light Horsemen and Mudlarkers, it was 
probably because the subject did not attract him 3; and as he 
lived in the happier times when nobody was ^ked to compile 
documents in the disguise of stories, he had no motive to 
write about what he did not find amusing. 

What had attractions for Marryat was in iuelf an old 
theme— the progress from poverty to w<^th, md a final 
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happy marriage, of a humble hero. In hmU this theme has 
many merits for a tale which is of that soothing character 
which makes it tolerable in an ague fit on a Mississippi 
steamer, and acceptable at all times when we are not above 
lying on a sofa and permitting ourselves to be amused* 
It is very optimistic, and most unlike the real world 
Lighter boys do not often rise to fortune so easily as Jacob 
Faithful Neither do they {possess, as a rule, such a wonder* 
ful facility in becoming gentlemen* Indeed, if Marryat% 
opinions are to l>e gathered from his stories, he seems to 
have I'lelieved that nothing was easier than to fscc^ome a 
gentleman. The hero of Th and T/m £>rw, 

Pmr /dd% Faithful^ and others, all 
‘walk in and hang up their hats^ quite comfortably, in the 
most astonishingly short time after they have started from 
the most unpromising iK'gtnnings. 

It is |>crhaps a tittle stupid to sfjemi trcmlde in ronsickr^ 
ing whether the progress of these hertics is jirolmtdc. *rhc 
mere rise of low-born man to position is always |mssiliie. 
Marryat might havequotetl the case of his owncontemp<»r;try, 
Jeremiah Coghlan, m a prmjf that in the naval world, which 
he knew it was ciuilc within the bounds of prolmhility 
that a man of spirit, with good luck, might rise to distinction. 
That the way of doing it should !>e ^sicr and more diverting 
in a story than in real life was a matter of course. The 
question, however, is not whether such things could have 
happened in the r^l world, but whether they are credible 
when told of the happier world of romance. Jacob Faithful 
judged by the proper standard m more than barely credible 
— ^be is aninently plausible. Given his natural honesty, 
faculty for learning, aixiionite dispcsiition and agreeable 
person, given Mr. Drummond and Mr, Turnbull, and 
everything else followi. Nothing a^uid be mom a mailer of 
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course than that Mr. Drummond should give Jacob an 
education, and Mr. Turnbull leave him a fortune. These 
things always do happen in the pleasant world of stories 
written with no more lofty intention than to amuse. 

The characters, it must be allowed, are somewhat 
shadowy, nor, indeed, is there much substance in any of the 
others. An exception must, indeed, be made for a very 
minor personage. Captain Hector Maclean of ihQJmpwrtaM 
frigate, in which Jacob and his friend Tom serve His 
Majesty towards the end of the story. Captain Maclean 
has all the appearance of a portrait of some original. His 
gigantic stature, his harsh face which could lie illuminated 
by a smile, made all the sweeter by contrast, his favourite 
phrases ‘ I like ’ and ‘ I do not like,’ make up a irersonality. 
Marryat’s contemporaries might have found no difficulty in 
naming the officer who sat for the picture. But the apjxar- 
ance of Captain Maclean is merely episodical. In the rest 
of the story we have to deal not with persons but with 
‘humours.’ Old Tom with his endless songs, the Domine 
with his nose and his solemn pedantry, Stapleton with his 
‘human nature’ and his affected deafness, are ‘humours* 
undisguised. The characters which are not so marked as 
to be recognised again are but shadowy. Even Mary 
Stapleton, the jilt, remains very vague, though Marryat 
seems .to have taken some trouble with her. 

It mustj however, be again said that it is waste of time, and 
a rather pedantic form of waste, to seek in /aa>b FaUhJul for 
what is to be found in Fielding. It is a book of ad'^ntur^ 
and humours. The only test it ought Mrly to be asked to 
stand is the inquiry whether the adventures are interesting 
and the humours lively. To that tMt the book answers 
very well There is no lagg'mg in the iacldenlUi, and they 
are seldom forced. The deaths of Jacob’s parents are 
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brought about by means which are somewhat arbitrary, and 
more than a little disgusting, but after this repulsive beginning, 
the events are in themselves agreeable enough, and they arc 
lavishly supplied. The humours are very sufficient humours. 
Old Tom, the disabled manof*war\s man, and old Stapleton, 
the waterman, who shams deaf to attract customers and 
has been a prize-fighter, having been led to that trade }»y 
the number of his battles mth his rivals in the aficclion 
of his jilting sweetheart, are lively pupj>ets in whom it is 
possible to take almost a human interest. The lalmiir 
obviously spent on the Doinine is comparatively wasted, but 
the swarm of minor figures which appear and disappear are 
for the most part brisk. The influence of Theodore Hook 
is easily to be traced in the puns, of which there are too 
many, and in such scenes as the actors* picnic. Hook had 
made puns and practical jokes the fashion* Marryat 
supplied what the public was known to like in a style which 
will bear comparison with his original The fashion for 
these things is gone, and nobody wants to bring it liack, 
It was better in its time, and will wear }>eller, than the smart 
cackle, cynical humour at second-hand from America, 
‘cruelty* at second-hand from France, and gablde afwout so- 
called ‘problems/ which arc the fashions of lo*day. At 
any rate it forms only a subordinate {mrt of a lively and 
kindly story, which does not preach, which was written to 
amuse, and not that the author might pose in any one of the 
‘cynical/ ‘cruel/ ‘daring/ or other affected attitudei with 
which we are tiresomely fomiliar. 
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< Mary covered her face and burst into tears 
Mind what you’re arter, young fellow 
Received into the hot frying-pan ’ 

Kicking him out of the room * 

Seized hold of the lady by the arm ’ 

Who are you ? and who sent you ? 

‘ I could not do otherwise than go and assist them ©at 

You must hold on’” . . • • 

« ‘ ‘ Read that which is now before us 
‘ She held up her finger b mockery, crying, Boat, air $ 
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‘The seamen m the boat forced her off with their c«r» 

‘ “ Follow my leader 
‘ I overheard the conversation ’ 

‘ “ Here, Jacob, are two hard dumplings from ycsierday 
‘ She started from her chair ’ 

‘ “ Hear me, Jacob — ^hear me 
‘ I brought him some wme * . 

'‘ the Domine, liftbg up both arms, sdemaly prayed * . 

^Sitting down in the poultry-yard, fiuw^ng thid he was in hh 
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CHAPTER I 


My birth, pari^ntuge, and family I ^gmsm m 

be a detrimental or younger ton, which Is mmsdi^ by a iHIWiig 
accident-— I hardly m»im the first elemenis of §dmm (horn my 
fathsff, when the elements conspire against me. and I am htfl an 
ot^an. 


Gentle reader, I was bora upon the water— not tipoa the 
salt and angry oceiua, but upon the fresh and mpid-flcrwttig 
river* It wmi in a floating sort of calied a lighter, and 
upon the river Thannes, at low water, that I irst tmtlt the 
mud. This lighter was manned (an expression amounllnf to 
bullism, if not construed hndAy) by my fiuher, my mocheri 
and your humble servant. My ^thcr had the sole charge— 
he was monarch of the deck ; my mother of course was q[Utei}| 
and I was the heir apparent 

Before I say one word alx^ut mpetf, allow me dutifully to 
describe my parents. First, then, I will portray my quMit 
mother. Report says, that when fimt she mm& on bemrd of 
the lighter, a lighter figure and a lighter step nev^ premid a 
plank ; but as fer as I can tax my recoliection, she was always 
a fat, unwieldy woman. Locomotion wm not to her taste— 
gin was. She seldom quit^ the cabin— never quitted the 
Ughter ; a pair of shoes may ha^^ last^ her for five yemm, for 
the wear aiid t^r that she took out of them. Being of this 
(ten^tic habit, as all manried wom^ oi^ht to be, she mm 
always to found when want^l bu^ although always at 


a pemon am no longer stimd, l^e feet wm^ that my hoaour^ 
al^ough l^r viitue wm unimpeachable, was 
1:^ hquor i imd constant to my 
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debauched and to be found in bed with that insidious assailet 
of female uprightness— The lighter, which might have 
been compared to another garden of Eden, of which my mother 
was the Eve, and my father the Adam to coa^rt with, was 
entered by this serpent who tempted her ; and if she did not 
eat, she drank, which was even worse. At first. Indeed— and 
I may mention it to prove how the enemy dways gains admit- 
tmice under a specious form— she drank it only to keep the 
cojd out of her stomach, which the humid atmosphere from 
the surrounding water appeared to warrant. My &ther took 
his pipe for the same reason ; but, at the time that I was born, 
he smoked and she drank, from morning to night, because 
habit had rendered it almost necessary to their existence. The 
pipe was always to his lips, the glass incessantly to hers. I 
would have defied any cold ever to have penetrated into their 
stomachs but I have said enough of my mother for the 
present ; I will now pass on to my feather. 

My father was a pufiy, round-bellied, long-armed, little man, 
^tdmifably calculated for his station in, or rather out of, society. 

a lighter as well as anybody j but hecou.ld 
do po; brought up to it horn his infimcy* 

-i|Ie went op ^ my mother^ and came on board again— 
fhe on% ev^t in his life. His whole amusement 

\^as hfs pipe ; and, as there is a cert^ Indefinable link between 
smbking/ aird philosophy, my fitther, hy dint smoking, had 

philosopher. It is no tess stmnge thiwi true, 
Aat we. (^n^ p away our cares with tobacco, wtoi, without 
^::jdiey remain an oppressive burthen to existence. There is 
|]^;eom:gosihg draught like the draught through the tube oi a 
savage warriors of North America en|oye<! the 


we, did ; and to the |wpe is to be ascribed the 
" couiidls, and ^ ddimy ^ tWr 

'It woidd lm w0 introcfooed’ oia’ ovm 
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JACOB FAITHFUL 


My fathers pipe, literally and metaphorically, was never 
put out. He had a few apophthegms which brought every 
disaster to a happy conclusion ; and, as he seldom or nwer 
indulged in words, these sayings were deeply impressed upon 
my in&nt memory. One was, ‘ Ii*s m us§ trying; wkaih 
emit bi hilpidi When once these words his lijfjs, the 

subject was never renewed. Nothing appear^ to move him : 
the adjurations of those employed in the other lightetn, barges, 
vessels, imd boats of every description, who were contending 
with us for the extra foot of water, m we drifts up or down 
with the tide,^ affected him not, further than im extim column 
or two of smoke rising lirom the bowl df his j^pe. To my 
mother, he used but one expression, * Tmk$ U I tun It 

always had the contmry effect with my mother, as it put her 
more in a passion. It was like pouring dl upoa flame | 
nevertheless, the advice was good, had it ever been flowed 
Another favourite expression of my fathers, when anything 
went wrong, and which was of the same pattOTi m the ^ 
his philosophy, wm^ ^Better imek nmei Bmii These mphorfitn* 
were deeply impressed upon my memory. I cmitmually re» 
called them to mind, and thus I became a philosopher loiif 
before my wise teeth were in embryo, or I had even ihtd the 
flrst set with which kind Nature presents u% that in the pelth 
coat age w© may fearlessly indulge in lollipop. 

My fathers education had been n^lea^. He could neither 
write nor read i but althoug h he did not exactly, Hies Cadmui, 


glyphics, generally speaking sumcient for his piirp<^i, and 
which might considered as an artiflcial mmoty. • I amh 
write nor read, J^ob,* he would say ; *l with I could j hut 
lo^ boy, I mams this marie fer thm^mrtaa ^ a bushel. 
Mhid you recollo^ts it whoi I axes ymit m TB he hlowtd if I 
don% waliop ymi.* But it mm only a case ^ pillar difficulty 
wMdh wwld require a new hieroglyphic, m odract st^ a 
mig upm^ imi my fitther. I mm well a^p^nted with 
usual scratches and dots, and havtng a good memoryi a 
imt him right what he was pusxl^ with mm mimimpm s m 
#1 lepresoiting some imknown quimti^i lil^e 
hta^ebra. 

I i»ve said that i wm heir 
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honoured mother had had two more children^ but Aejm, 
who was a girl, had been provided for by a fit of the meaa 

and the second, my elder brother, by f 

of the lighter when he was three years old. At 
the accident, my mother had retired to her 
worse for liquor ; my fether was on_ 

against the windlass, soberly smoking his evening pipe. 

‘ VVTiat was that ?’ exclaimed my father, taking his P*^ 
his mouth, and listening ; ‘ I shouldn’t wonder rf i wasn t Joe. 
And my father put in his pipe again, and smoked away as 

My father was correct in his surmises. It was Jc«--who 
had 4de the splash which roused him from his meditations, 
for the next morning Joe was nowhere to be found. He was, 
however, found some days afterwards ; but, as the newspaper 
say and as may well be imagined, the ‘vital spark was 
extinct ’ ; and moreover, the eels and chubs had eaten his 
nose and a portion of his chubby face, so that, _as my father 
said, ‘he was of no use to nobody.’ The morning after the 
accident, my father was up early and had misi^ poor little 
joe. He went mto the cabin, smoked his pipe, and said 
nothing. As my brother did not appear as usual for his 
breakfast, my mdtlaer called out for him in a harsh votce , but 
Joe was out of hearing, and as mute as a fish- Joe opened 
not his month in reply, neither did my father.^ My mother 
;dien quitted the cabin, and walked round the lighter^ looked 
^into the dog-kennel to ascertain if he mtM asleep with the great 
.H^astiff^ Joe was nowhere to be found. 

^ ’ ‘Why,, what can have become of Joe?' cried my mother, 

■ m^em^ alarm in her countenance, appealing to my 

hastened back to the cabin- My father spoke 
• : his pipe out of his mouth, dropped the bowl of 

direction till it landed so&y on the deck, 

. .1^ mouth ^n, and pufed mournfully, 
mean to- *say tiiat he h owrboard ? ^ screamed 
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and quietly observed, * It’s no use crying j whaFs done can^t 
be helped,’ and proceeded to refill the lx?w|, 

« Can’t be helped 1 ’ cried my mother j ‘ but h might have 
been helped.’ 

* Take it coolly/ replied my father. 

< Take it coolly 1 * replied my mother ia a mge— * take it 
coolly ! Yes, you’re for taking everything coolly : I presume, 
if I fell overboard, you would be taking it coolly.* 

* You would be taking it coolly, at all events,* replied my 
imperturbable father. 

‘ O dear I O dear 1 * cried my poor mother ; * two poor 
children, and lost them both I* 

* Better luck next time/ rejoined my lather j * s<^ Sail, say 
no more about it’ 

My father continued for some time to smoke his ppe, and 
my mother to pipe her eye^ until at last my fiilher, who wm 
really a kind-hearted man, rose from the chart upon which he 
was seated, went to the cupboard, pmirtd out a of 

and handed it to my mother. It was kindly dmie of him, 
and my mother was to be won by kindness. It wm a pure 
oflfering in the spirit, and taken in the spirit in which it was 
offered After a few repetitions, which were rendered necessary 
from its potency being diluted with her tears, grirf and recoh 
lection were drowned together, and disappeared like two lo%^n 
who sink down entwined in each other’s arms. 

With this beautiful metaphor, I shall wind up the epi^do 
of my unfortunate brother Joe. 

It was about a year after the lost of my broher, llmt I wm 
ushered into the world without any other mmimmu m ipi^miws 
than my jfether and Dame Nature, whom I beUeve to ^ a very 
clever imdwife, if not interfier^ iritk My fii^ber, who had 
mm% Mnt ide^ of Christimiity, perform^ the ImfUsiisml ritti, 
by pcwing me on the Ibrdbaid wiOi the md of his pipe, and 
casing me Jau^b : as fmr my mother being chunshed, she had 
never been but once to church in her life. In fact, my fetber 
and mother never quitmd the lighter, mlmm when dm 
wm called the suptriiit«dimt m* pmprieior, at ^ 

delivmy mr ^pm«t trf a cutf o, or wm mice a m^ih Iwr a 
few minn^ on itee lo purd^m nectssartes. I mmrn rwril 
'31^^ of my inhmy : to I recdleet thM the Ilf hior ww> 
rmy brifliant widb toe and to paint, and th^ my 
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used to point it out to me as ' so pretty/ to keep me quiet. I 
shall therefore pass it over, and commence at the age of five 
years, at which early period I was of some little use to my 
father. Indeed, I was almost as forward as some boys at ten. 
This may appear strange; but the feet is, that my itiesas, 
although bounded, were concentrated. The lighter, its ^uip* 
ments, and its destination, were the microcosm of my infent 
imagination ; and my ideas and thoughts being directed to so 
few objects, these objects were deeply impressed, and their 
value fully understood. Up to the time diat I quitted the 
lighter, at eleven years old, the banks of the river ware the 
boundaries of my speculations. I certainly comprehended 
something of the nature of trees and houses; but I do not 
think that I was aware that the former From the time 

that I could recollect them on the banks of the river, they 
appeared to be exactly of the same sixe as they were when first 
I saw them, and I asked no questions. But by the time that 
I was ten years old, I knew the name of every reach of the 
river, and every point — the depth of water, and the shallows, 
the drift of the current, and the ebb and flow of the tide itself 
I was able to manage the lighter as it Boated down with the 
tide; for what I lacked in strength I made up with the dex- 
terity arising from constant practice. 


It was at the age of eleven years that a catastrophe took 
place which changed my prospects in life, and I must therefore 
^ay a little more about my fether and mother, bringing up 
their history to that period. The propensity of my mother to 
m^dent spirits had, as always is the case, greatly increased 
■ upon her, and her corpulence had increased in the same mtia 
; S|e was now a most unwieldy, bloated muntain such 

I have never since beheld, although, at the time, sIm 
;^i^;gppear to me to be disgusting^ aanittomed to^taess 
■^^c^p^ her increase, and not seeing any other fences, 

Foj the last two years she had sdldmn 
cq^ted'^'er , sJie did not (arawl of tli^ cal^n 

during weefc--4n(ieed her obesity 

and ■ h^bi^ My fiieh^ 

,;-went--6n-/s|tq|s.f^^ -an ■■•hour onoe a n^th, u> 

^:)pm:chase^i|.-to^l^ rbd and dec^^ ^ Micnlt j 
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great water drinker^ not altogether from choice, but from the 
salt nature of my food, and because my mother had still sense 
enough left to discern that *Gin wasn’t good for little boyi»* 
But a great change had taken place in my father. I was now 
left almost altogether in charge of the deck, my father seldom 
coming up except to assist me in shooting the bridgeii, or 
when it required more than my exertioni to steer clear of the 
crowds of vessels which we encounter^ wh^ between them. 
In fact, as I grew more capable, my lather became more 
incapable, and passed most of his time in the cabin, aisiiiing 
my mother in emptying the great stone bottle. The wmnan 
had prevailed upon the man, and now both were guilty iti 
partaking of the forbidden fiuit of the Juniper Tnw, Such 
was the state of aftktrs in our little kingdom, when the oita* 
strophe occurred which I am now about to relate 

One fine summer^s evening, we were fi^tinf up with 
tide, deeply laden with coals, to be delivered at the ptopriiior^i 
wharf, some distance above Putney Biidf e ; a itmif brei^ 
sprang up, and checked our progress, and we could not, as w® 
expected, gain the wharf that night We were about a milt 
and a half above the bridge when the tide turned against us, 
and we dropped our anchor. My father, who, expecting to 
arrive that evening, had veiy unwillingly remained sober, 
waiting until the lighter had swung to the itrmm, smd then 
saying to me, * Remember, Jacob, we mutt be al the wharf 
early to-morrow morning, so keep dive,* he went into the abin 
to indulge in his potations, leaving me in |)otsestion dt the 
decl^ and also of my supper, which I never ate below, the little 
cabin being so unpleasantly clom Indeed, I took al! my 
meals ai and, unless the nights were inteni^ly cold, 

slept m deck, in the capacious dc^f-kennel aWl, which had 
once hfeen tenanted by the large mattiffi but he had been 
dmi some ymx%^ was thrown oveiboaid, and, in all pmlwbllily, 
been converted into savoury sait^r«^ at per lb. Some 
time after his decease, I had tdeen possession of his 
and had perfom^ hm duty. I h&d finished my supper, which 
I washed down with a cmtsidtmble portion M Thamet wal^, 
fpr I alwAyt dunk more when above t^m brid|^ bavlj^ an 
lhat it ta^ m&m pm and fr»k I h^ i^dkid famtd 
and looked at tito tml^t to see If all wm right, and bavi% 

nothing more to d% I hy dbwi m the d^ and in 

I 



JACOB FAITHFUL 

the profound speculations of a boy of eleven years old. I was 
watching the stars above me, which twinkled faintly, and 
appeared to me ever and anon to be extinguished and then 
relighted. I was wondering what they could be made of, and 
how they came there, when of a sudden I was interrupted in 
my reveries by a loud shriek, and perceived a strong smell of 
something burning. The shrieks were renewed again and 
again, and I had hardly time to get upon my legs when my 
father burst up from the cabin, rushed over the side of the 
lighter, and disappeared under the water. I caught a glimpse 
of his features as he passed me, and observed fright and 
intoxication blended together. I ran to the side where he 
had disappeared, but could see nothing but a few eddying 
circles as the tide rushed quickly past. For a few seconds I 
remained staggered and stupefied at his sudden disappeamnce 
and evident death, but I was recalled to recollection by itie 
smoke which encompassed me, and the shrieks of my mother, 
which were now fainter and fainter, and I hastened to her 
assistance. 

A strong, empyreumatic, thick smoke ascended from the 
hatchway of the cabin, and, as it had now fallen calm, it 
mounted straight up the air in a dense column, I attempted 
to go in, but so soon as I encountered the smoke, I found that 
it was impossible; it would have suffocated me in half a 
minute. I did what most children would have done in such 
a situation of excitement and distress — I sat down and cried 
bitterly. In about ten minutes I removed my hands, with 
which I had covered up my face, and looked at the cabin hatch. 
The smoke had disappeared, and all was silent i went to 
the hatchway, and although the smell was still over|>owering, 

I found that I could bear it. I descended the little bidder of 
tfcee steps, and called ‘ Mother I ' but there was no answer, 
lamp fixed against the after bulk-hea<^ with a glass before 
it, was ^ill alight, and I could see plainly to every comer of 
the cabin. .Nothing was burning— -not even the cuitalns to 
my motheris bed appeared to be singed. I was astonished— 
br^thless with fear, with a trembling vmce, I again called out 
‘ Mother 1;^ I remained more than a minute panting for breath, 
^nd then ventured to draw back the curtains of the bed~my 
mother was not there I but there appeared to be a bladk mm 

the centre of the bed. I put my hand upoii k— 
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was a sort of unctuous, pitchy cinder, i screamed with horror 
— my little senses reeled— I staggered from the cabin and fell 
down on the deck in a state amounting almost to insanity : it 
was followed by a sort of stupor, which lasted for many htiurt. 

As the reader may be in some doubt as to the occasion of 
my mothers death, I must inform him that she |>€risheil in 
that very peculiar and dreadful manner, which does sometimes, 
although rarely, occur, to those who indulge in an immodcraie 
use of spirituous liquors. Cases of this kind do indeed present 
themselves but once in a century, but the occurrence of them 
is too well authenticated. She perished from what it termer! 
sponiam&us an indammation of the gatei genemted 

from the spirits absorbed into the system. It is to lie presuineil 
that the dames issuing from my moiheFi body, compirieiy 
frightened out of his senses my father, who had been drinking 
freely ; and thus did I lose both my imrents, one by fire and 
the other by water, at one and the iame time. 


CHAPTER II 

I fultli the last Injunetions of my futhrr, anti I urn cmtwkeet upon a tww 
element - First hiirgnln In my life wry profU.iWr, Ursi lining with old 
friends very jmlnfui-^-Fifst Inirodiwiiofi Into t*l¥illsi?d life wry uni^lii* 
factory to all partte. 


It was broad daylight when I awoke from my itate of liodily 
and mental imbecility. For some time I could n« recall to 
my mind all that had hap[>cned : the weight which pressed 
upon my feelings told me that it wm something dreadful Ai 
length, the cabin hatch, itill open, caught my eye i I mmllml 
all the honors of the preceding evening, and recollected that 
I was left don© in th© lighter. I gtn up and itocal upon my 
feet In mute despwr. I looked around me— the mist of the 
morning was hanging over the river, and the objecti on ibom 
were with diffloilty to be diitinguiih^. I was cbilltd from 
Ijdng all nig ht In the hmvy dew, and ptrhapi still mom 
pevious and mttimordinary Venittm to go down 

into the cabin I dan© not# I had an Indescri^bhi awt, a 
dt^nee of horror at what I had seen, that made it impoMiyb i 
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still I was unsatisfied, and would have given woridii, if I had 
had them, to explain the mystery. I turned my eyes from the 
cabin hatch to the water, thought of my father^ and then for 
more than half an hour watched the tide as it ran up— my mind 
in a state of vacancy. As the sun rose, the mist gradually 
cleared away; trees, houses, and green fields, other barges 
coming up with the tide, boats passing and repassing, the 
barking of dogs, the smoke issuing from the various chimneys, 
all broke upon me by degrees ; and I was recalled to the sense 
that I was in a busy world, and had my own task to perform. 
The last words of my father — and his injunctions had ever been 
a law to me — were, ^ Mind, Jacob, we must be up at the wharf 
early to-morrow morning.* I prepared to obey him. I*urchase 
the anchor I could not ; I therefore slipped the cable, lashing 
a broken sweep to the end of it, as a buoy rope, and once 
more the lighter was at the mercy of the stream, guided by a 
boy of eleven years old. In about two hours I was w^ithin a 
hundred yards of the wharf, and well in-shorc. I hailed for 
assistance, and two men who were on board of the lighters 
moored at the wharf, pushed off in a skiff to know what it was 
that I wanted. I told them that I was alone in the lighter, 
without anchor or cable, and requested them to secure her. 
They came on board, and in a few minutci the lighter was 
safe alongside of the others. As soon as the lashings were 
passed, they interrogated me as to what had happened, but 
although the fulfilling of my father's last injunctions had borne 
up my spirits, now that they were obeyed, a leaction took 
r place. I could not answer them ; I threw myself down cm the 
; %ck in a paroxysm of griei^ and cried as if my heart would 






® j were astonished n<^ only at my conduct, but 

, j \ alone in the lighter, went on shore to the clerk, 

dreumstanoea He retoned with thmn, and 
mtdrogated me^ but my pmoxysm was not yet 

by my sobs, wm unintellifrible. 
inen.we^ down iam the cabin, 
Sa^i^lyi. quitted lighters In about a quarter 

^ ^ to die of the 

tj’tne 'iri: iey:|pfe‘that I hfd l eror tny 

iie patfe^ wi«u?e I 
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little girl nine years old. By this time I had recovered mywlfi 
and on being interrogated, told my story clearly and iuccinctlyp 
while big tears coursed each other down my dirty face. 

‘ How strange and how horrifole ! * said the lady to her 
husband ; ‘ I cannot understand it even now.* 

* Nor can I ; but still it is true, from %vlmt Johnson the clerk 
has witnessed.* 

In the meantime my eyes were directed to every j^it of the 
room, which appeared to my ignorance as a Golconda of wealth 
and luxury. There were few thinp which I had seen before, 
but I had an innate idea that they were of value. The silver 
teapot, the hissing um, the spoons, the pictunss In their limnei, 
every article of furniture, caught my woaderliif eye, and for 
a short time I had forgotten my father and my mother j but 
I was recalled from my musing speculationi by the proprietor 
inquiring how far I had brought the lighter without astistance. 

* Have you any friends, my poor boy ? * inquired the kdy. 

<No.* 

‘ What 1 no relations on shore ? * 

* I never was on shore before in my life,* 

< Do you know that you are a deitituie orphan f * 

* What*s that ? * 

<That you have no father or mother,* said the little girl 

*Well,* replied I, In my fatheris words, having no answer 
more appropriate, * it*s no use crying ; what*i done can*! be 
helped.* 

*Bttt what do you intend to do now?* inquire the pro- 
prietor, looking hard at me after my previous answer, 

« Don*t know, Tm iure. Ti^e it coolly,* rtpli^ I, whhnptr* 
ing. 

* What a very odd child I * obi^rved the iidy, * Is he aware 
of* the Mtant of his miifonune ? * 

* luck next time, missus,* replW I, wiping my eytt 
with the back ^ my hand 

* What itrange answem firon a child who hm shown so imich 
feeling, * obsarvM the proprietor to his wife. ♦ Wlimt Is 
name?* 

* Jacob Failh&L* 

* Cim you finite CHT imd ?* 

^Mo,* filled I, apdn ming my felhtris words: I 

can*! : I wii^ I ondd* 
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‘Very well* my jpoor lK)y, ve’ll see to be donei* miki 

the proprietor, 

‘ I know what’s to l>e done,’ rejoined I ; * yon imist send a 
couple of hands to get the anchor and cahle> afore they cm the 
buoy adrlB.’ 

‘You are right, my lad, that must Iks done immediately,* 
said the proprietor ; * but now you had better go down with 
Sarah into the kitchen ; cook will lake care of you. Sarah, my 
love, take him down to cook/ 

The little girl l>eckoned me to follow her, I wai astonished 
at the length and variety of the amptimm for such I 

considered the stairs, and was at Iasi landed below, when little 
Samh, giving cook the injunction to take mm of me, tfain 
tripped lightly up to her inother. 

I found the signification of *take care of any otiOi* very 
different on shore from what it was on the river, where taking 
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of my father^s, which reached down as low as the morning 
frocks worn in those days. A shirt of coarse duck, and a fur 
cap, which was as rough and ragged as if it had been the hide 
of a cat pulled to pieces by dogs, completed my attire. Shoes 
and stockings I had none ; these supernumerary appendages 
had never confined the action of my feet. My mental ac* 
quisitions were not much more valuable ; — they consisted of 
a tolerable knowledge of the depth of water, names of points 
and reaches, in the river Thames, all of which wan not very 
available on dry land — of a few hieroglyphics of my father's, 
which, as the crier says, sometimes winding up his omtion, 
were of ‘ no use to nobody but the owner.' Add to the alx>ve, 
the three favourite maxims of my taciturn fether, which were 
indelibly imprinted upon my memory, and have the whole 
inventory of my stock int rade. These three maxims were, I 
may say, incorporated into my very system, so continually had 
they been quoted to me during my life ; and before I went to 
sleep that night, they were again conned over. * What's done 
can't be helped,' consoled me for the mishaps of my life j 
* Better luck next time,' made me look forward with hope ; and, 
‘Take it coolly,' was a subject of deep reflection, until I fell into 
a deep sleep ; for I had sufidoit penetration to observe, that 
my^dier had lost his life by not adhering to his own princtples j 
and this perception only rendered my lislitf in the infallibiilty 
of these .maxims to be even still more stedfast. 


^ I have stated what was my father's legacy, and the reader 
xyill suppose that from the maternal side the acquisition was 
Directly such was the case, but indirectly she proved a 
: veiy good mother to me, and that was by the very extraordinary 
in which she had quitted the world. Had i^e met with a 


■ xp^n .death, she would have htm worth ruling. Burke 

not have htm able to dispose her j but dying 
ashes were the sourcse of wealth. I'he bed, 
lying in the even the curtains of the 

^ brought on shore, amd locked up In an outhouse. 

, 'Coroner ;^e down in a postchidse imd four, charged to 

was; empannsBedi my e^dence was tidten, 
abotliecaxiba oiamMiA Amn. nour to 

wad 
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implies that * God only knows how she died,’ it was screed to 
nm. ton., and gave universal satisfaction. Hut the extraordinary 
circumstance was spread everywhere, with all doc amplifica- 
tions, and thousands flocked to the wharfinger’s yard to wit- 
ness the eflfects of spontaneous combustion. The proprietor 
immediately perceived that he could avail himself of the public 
curiosity to my advantage. A plate, with some silver and 
gold, was placed at the foot of my poor mother’s flock 
mattress, with, ‘ For the benefit of the orphan,’ in capital text, 
placarded above it s and many were the shillings, half-crowns, and 
even larger sums, which were dropped into it by the •pcctators, 
who shuddered as they turned away from this awful specimen 
erf the effects of habitual intoxication. For many days dUI the 
exhibition continue, during which time I was domiciled with 
the cook, who employed me in scouring her sauce^mtis, and any 
other employment in which my slender service# might be uadb( 
little thinking at the time that my poor mother was holding her 
levee for my advantage. On the eleventh day the exWWtten 
was closed, and I was summoned upstain by the propriettMr, 
whom I found in company with a little gentleman in blacic. 
This was a suigeon, who had offered a sum of money for my 
mother’s remains, bed and curtains, in a lot. The proprietor 
was willing to get rid of them in so advantageous a manner, 
but did not conceive that he was justified in taking this Mep, 

although for my benefit, without first contulling me, wi heir- 

Et*iaws 


rjEcob,* said h% *ihis offers which k » 

grmt dmi of money, for the ashes erf your poor Mate 

you any objection to let him have fch«ii f * 

* What do ym want *em for ? * inqyired L 

*I wish to k^p tbemi and take pmt mm ^ ihetn/ 
amiwered he# 


* Well/ repli^ I, 
mmm"' 

was ccmcltid^ Singtiter ihM 
in my 


cooildtialMmi • if yo»*l| 

I 




whidi the worthy pfopietor td 
teit of dodwa, hdi up for my 


•ale mnounted to £47 
Ughtm, a&me deducting 
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the case of Semelej who was first visited ixi at shower of ijoldj, 
and eventually perished in the fiery embraces of the god : 
whereas my poor mother perished first by the same elcmenti 
and the shower of gold descended to her only son. Hut this 
is easily explained. Semele was very lovely and did not drink 
gin — my mother was her complete antithesis. 

When I was summoned to my masters presence to arrange 
the contract with the surgeon, I had taken off the waistcoat 
which I wore as a garment over all, that 1 might Ik; more at 
my ease in chopping some wood for the cook, and the 
servant led me up at once, witlrout giving me time to put it on. 
After I had given my consent, I turned away to go downstaii^ 
again, when having, as I before observed, no seat to my 
trousers, the solution of continuity was observed by a little 
spaniel, who jumped from the sofa, and arriving at a certain 
distance, stood at bay, and barked most furiously at the 
exposure. He had been bred up among respectable people, 
and had never seen such an exposL Mr. i>r«mmond, the 
proprietor, observed the defect pointed out by the dog, and 
forthwith I was ordered to be suited with a new s«it™certainly 
not before they were required. In twenty-four hours I wai 
thrust into a new garment by a bandy-legged tailor, assisted by 
my friend the cook, and turn or twist whichever way I pleaied, 
decency was never violated. A new suit of clothes is generally 
an object of ambition, and flatters the vanity (rf" young and old ; 
but with me it was far otherwise. Encumbered with my 
novel apparel, I experienced at once feelings of restraint and 
sorrow. My shoes hurt me, my worsted stockings irritated the 
skin ; and as I had been accustomed to hereditarily succeed to 
my fathers cast-off skins, which were a worid too wide for my 
shanks, having but few ideas, it appeared to me as If I had swelled 
out to the size of the clothes which I had been unaccustomed 


tp wear,, not that they had been reduced to my dimensioni. 
I fancied: myself a man, but was very much embarmssed with my 
. maiihoo.^, Every step that I took I felt as if I was cbeck^ 
hack by stidngs. I could not swing my arms as I was wont to 
■ do, and tottered in my shoes like a rickety child. My dd 
apparel had been consigned to the dust-hole cook, and often 
during the day would I pass, casdn^ a lo^ng eye at it, 
; wishing diat I dare recover it, and eietihange it fer that which 
wore. I knew, the value of it, and, Bfae the magidan in 




Aladdm^s tale, would Imve ofTered new lamps for old ones, 
cheerfully submitting to ridicule, that I might have repossesied 
tny treasure* 

With the kitchen and its apparatus I was now quite at 
home; but at every other part of the house and furniture 
I was completely pusiled. Everything apfieared to me foreign, 
fttfantre. and un,iiatuml* and Prince Le Ikm or any other 


things I knew not the use, of many not even the names. I 
was literally a savage, but ttill a kind and docile one* The 
day after my new clothes had been put on, I was iummoneil 
into the parlour. Mr. Drummond and his wife surveyed me 
in my altered habiliments, and amused thtitiielvwi at my 
awkwardness, at the same lime that they admiied my welh 

V 



could boast of some of the siqiernumcrary ciimforti of clvilis^ 
life. There I tat, perched «>n n cliair, with my fetl iwinging 


of my clothei, and the novelty of my iituailotii and all tliai was 


a silver spoon was put Into my hand, which I twisted round and 
round, lookinf at my face reflect^ In mlnlalure m ita pdith. 

< Now, Jacob, you must eat the i^p with the ijpcMs/ said 
little Sai^ laughing ; * we skill all be dtene. Ife quick.* 
«Take It coolly,* replied I, dliftof my spoon Into the 
toning i^imration, and loMilnf It toto my mouth. It burtt 
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‘The poor boy has been shamefully neglected/ observed 
the good-natured Mrs. Drummond. ‘Come, Jacob, sit down 
and try it again ; it will not burn you now.’ 

‘ Better luck next time/ said I, shoving in a portion of it, 
with a great deal of tremulous hesitation, and spilling one half 
of it in its transit. It was now cool, but I did not get on very 
fast ; I held my spoon awry, and soiled my clothes. 

Mrs. Drummond interfered, and kindly showed me how to 
proceed ; when Mr. Drummond said, * Let the boy cat it after 
his own fashion, my dear — only be quick, Jacob, for we are 
waiting.’ 

‘Then I see no good losing so much of it, taking it in 
tale,’ observed I, ‘ when I can ship it ail in bulk in a minute/ 
I laid down my spoon, and stooping my head, applied my 
mouth to the edge of the plate, and sucked the remainder 
down my throat without spilling a drop. I kK>ked up for 
approbation, and was very much astounded to hear Mrs. 
Drummond quietly observe, ‘That is not the way to cat 
soup.’ 

I made so many blunders during the meal, that little 
Sarah was in a continued roar of laughter j and I felt so 
miserable, that I heartily wished myself again in my dog-kennel 
on board of the lighter, gnawing biscuit in all the happiness 
of content, and dignity of simplicity. For the time, I felt 
the pangs of humiliation. Ignorance is not always debasing. 
On board of the lighter, I was sufficient kir myself, my 
company, and my duties. I felt an elasticity of mind, a rcs|>eci 
for myself, and a consciousness of power, as the immense mass 
wp guided through the waters by my single arm. There, 
without being able to analyse my feelings, I was a spirit guiding 
a. Tittle world; and now, at this table, and In company with 
rational and well-informed beings, I felt humiliated and de- 
graded ; my heart was overflowing with shame, and at one 
utLtisu^ loud laugh of the little Samh, the h^ped-up measure 
of my anguish overflowed, and I burst into a passion of tears. 
As I lay with my head upon the table<lc^ regardtess of those 
decencies. I had so much feared, and awake miy to a deep 
sense of wounded prid^ each sob eott^g from the very core 
of my heart,, I felt a $oft breathing warm yp<m my that 
caused me to look up timkfly, and I behrid flowing and 
beautiful face of litdie Sarah, her eyes with lot^dng 
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so softly and beseechingly at me, that I fell at once i was of 
some value, and panted lo !>€ of more. 

‘ I won’t laugh at you any more,’ said she ; * m don’t cry, 
Jacob.’ 

* No more I will/ replied I, cheering up. She remained 
standing by me, and I fek gmtefiil. * The hrsi lime I get a 
piece of wc^/ whispered I, ‘ Til cut you out a Imrge.’ 

*Oh, papa I Jacob says he’ll cut me out m baige.’ 

‘That boy has a heart/ said l^lr. Dnimmond to hii wife. 

‘ But w^ili it swim, Jacob ?* inc|uired the little girl, 

‘ Yes ; and if it’s hfhskkd^ call tm a lublier.' 

* What’s lop-sided, and what’s a l«bl>er f * replied Sarah. 

* Why, don’t you know ? * cried f ; and I felt my conficlenre 
return, when I found that in this little initimee I knew more 
than she did* 


CHAPTER III 

I am sent to a chtHiy tchooh where the hcifi do not consider rimriiy as a 
piurt of /Mr i^uention — *l*hc frctillarHIci of the mailcf. «fid ihr 
mairical dfms of a blow, of the nose - A di«ii|Uisilk»« Hat Ntll^ 
A, from whkti I find all my iwffmaim tmming ihnwrn away 

Before I quitted the room, Sarah and I were in deep converse 
at the window, and Mr. and Mrs. Drummond employiNd like* 
wise at the table. The rciult of the conver^ttlon bttwMw 
Samh and me was the intimacy of chlldneo ^ that of Mr. and 
Mrs. Drummond, that the iocmer I wm dmp^md of, the more 
it would be for my own advantage. Having imn^ Intercut 
with the govemon of a charity school near Brentford, Mr. 
Drummond lost no time in procuring me admiiiion ? and 
before I had quit® spoiled my new cloihtt, having worn them 
nmrly three weeks, I was suM afrcih In a formal atiiri«-a 
long coat of pepper and salt, yellow leather biwcheii tied at 
the knem, a womtmi mp with a tuft on the top of it, iiockinp 
and shoes to match, and a large pewter plate upon my btsMwt, 
markdi with Na 63, which, as I was the last «nter^ hoy, 
indicate the sum ^al ^ the school It wm wiih r^rei that 
I left the abode dt the Drummotidi, who did not think it 
advisable lo wait for the expiation of the lmiig% mucli to the 
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annoyance of Miss Sarah and myself, I was conducted to the 
school by Mr. Drummond, and before we arrived met them all 
out walking. I was put into the ranks, received a little good 
advice from my worthy patron, who then walked away one 
way, while we walked another, looking like a regiment of 
yellow -thighed field^res straightened into human f^rpen- 
diculars. Behold, then, the last scion of the I'aithftils, 
peppered, salted, and plated, that all the w^orld might know that 
he was a charity-boy, and that there was charity in this world. 
But if heroes, kings, great and grave men, must yield to 
destiny, lighter-boys cannot be expected to escape ; and I was 
doomed to receive an education, board, lodging, raiment, etc., 
free, gratis, and for nothing. 

Every society lias its chief; and I was about to observe 
that every circle has its centre, which certainly would have 
been true enough, but the comparison is of no use to me, as 
our circle had two centres, or, to follow up the first idea, had 
two chiefs — ^the chief schoolmaster, and the chief domestic — 
the chief masculine and the chief feminine— the chief with the 
ferula and the chief with the brimstone and treacle— the master 


and the matron, each Of whom had their appendagci^— the one 
in the usher, the other in the assistant housemiiidL But of 
this quartette, the master was not only the most important, 
but the most worthy of description; and, as he will oflen 
appear in the pages of my narrative long after my education 
was complete^ I shall be very particular In my description of 
Domtne Dobiensis, as he delighted to be called, or Dreary 
Dobbs, as his dutiful scholars delighted to call him* As, in 


Aic; school, it was necessary that we i^ould be instructed in 
f. writ^ and ciphering, the governors had selected 

as. the most fitting person that had oftered for the 
because he had,' in the first placet written a work 
could understand up<m Greek panicles; 
^^^6^ji^.;il^ prpv^ himseKagreat mati^matlckn, having, 

the drde % ajg«feakal ftdse quantltii^ l^t 
^ operate Im: of kHdxtg the hmiour 

aSbO.^te^wed as immy errors in the 

Hume in army and 
^ the country at 
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Once carried away by a problem, or a Greek reminiicence, he 
passed away, as it were, from his present existence, and every* 
thing was unheeded* His body remained, and breathed on 
his desk, but his soul was absent* Thh peruliariiy was well 
known to the boys, who used to say, * Domine is in his drcami, 
and talks in his sleep** 

Domine Dobieniis leB reading and writing to the usher, 


contmry to the regulations of the ichool, putting the boys, if 
possible, into mathematics, Latin, and Greek* The usher was 
not over-competent to teach the two fint ; the boys not o%*er» 
willing to learn the latter. The master was too clever, the 
usher too ignomnt j hence the scholan profited little, llie 


but his trachea did* The chuckle rose m higher than the 
rinp of the wlndpi|3€, and then it was vigorously thrtiit tack 
again by the impulse of gravity into the region of hit hmrL 
and gladdened it with hidden mirth in its dark centre. The 
Domine loved a pun, whether it was let ofi* in Englith, C#r«k, 


and not being understood, were of course relished by himitlf 

h 
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his schoolroom, while he took a journey into the world of 
Greek or algebra. Then, when he marked .r, y, and in his 
calculations, the boys knew that he was safe, and their studies 
were neglected. 

Reader, did you ever witness the magic effects of a drum in 
a <=mail village, when the recruiting party, with many-coloured 
ribands, rouse it up with a spirit-stirring tattoo? Matrons 
leave their domestic cares, and run to the cottage door : peep- 
ing over their shoulders, the maidens admire and fear. The 
shuffling clowns raise up their heads gradually, until they stand 
erect and proud ; the slouch in the back is taken out, their 
heavy walk is changed to a inn yet elastic tread, every muscle 
appears more braced, every nerve, by degrees, new strung j 
the blood circulates rapidly ; pulses quicken, hearts throb, eyes 
brighten, and, as the martial sound pervades their rustic frames, 
the Cimons of the plough are converted, as if by m^ir, into 
incipient heroes for the ield ; — and all this is produced by 
beating the skin of the most gentle, most harmless animal of 
creation. 

Not having at hand the simile synthetical, we have resorted 
to the antithetical. The blowing of the Domiite’s nose pro- 
duced the very contrary effect. It was a signal that he liad 
returned from his intellectual journey, and was once tnore in 
his schoolroom — ^that the master had finished with his jr, 
and it was time for the scholars to mind their /s and At 
this note of warning, like the minute roll among the troojw, 
every one fell into his place ; half-munched apples were th nut 
into the first pocket — pop-guns disappeared— battles were left 
: to be decided elsewhere — books were opened, and eyes direaed 
to them — forms that were fidgeting and twisting in alt 
directions, now took one regimentd inclined position over the 
; desks— ^silence was restored, order resumed her reigiit and Mr. 
Knapps, the usher, who always availed himself of these in- 
terregnums,,. as well as the scholars, by deserting to the 
matron's rodin, warned by the well-known sound, hastened to 
the desk of toil j-— such were the astonishing effects of a blow 
from Domihe Dobiensis^ sonorous and peace-rtatloiing nose. 

. ^ Jacob Faithful^ draw near,^ tbe first words which 
struck upon my tympanum the neuct mornings when I had takw 
;my seat at ; fethor of the idiooTro^m. I rote and 
; ^;te^ded my fibrough t^o lines d bo>^ irlto out didr 
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legs to trip me iip» in my pmmgt through their ranks ; and, 
surmounting all difficulties, found myself wiihin three feel of 
the nmster’s high desk, or pulpit, from which he kmked down 
upon me like the Olympian Jupiter upon moriali* in ancient 

time, 

< Jacob Faithful, cansi ihciu read ? * 

*No, I can*!,* replied I ; * I wish I could.* 

*A well'diiposcd answer, Jacob; ihy wishes shall be grali* 
fied. Knowest thou thine alphabet ?* 

< I don*t know what that is.* 

‘Then thou knowest it not Mr. Knap^ iliall forthwith 
instruct thee. Thou shah forthwith go to Mr. Knapps, who 
inculcateth the rudiments, Pmr^ lighler-lKiy, thou hast 

a crafly look* And then I heard a noise in his thorax that 
resembled the ‘cluck, cluck,* when my poor mother poured the 
gin out of the great itone iKitile. 

* My little navkulainr,* continued he, * thou art a wml wa-tlied 
on shofOi one of Father Thames's rait*up wreck*. ** Fim-fhmm 

^ ....ok... * .1 .k itL Jk Ok « 4t Ai ik jflK 
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Kamschatdale team of dogs), he generally missed the one he 
aimed at, and hit some other, who, if he did not exactly 
deserve it at that moment, certainly did for previoui, or would 
for subsequent, delinquencies. In the latter case, the ruler 
was brought back to him because there was no injury indicted, 
although intended. However, it as It may, the ruler wm 
always returned to him ; and thus did Mr, Knapps pelt the 
boys as if they were cocks on Shrove Tuesday, to the great risk 
of their heads and limbs, i have little ftirther to say of Mr. 


Ma; 


tJ 

tMw 

ie wore a ; 

Dl 

taci 

IC i. 

nai 

loon 1 


on the left sleeve of which he wiped his pea, and upon the 
right, but too often, his ever-snivelling nose. 

*What is that, boy?’ said Mr, Knap]^ pointing to the 
letter A, 

I looked attentively, and recognising, m I thought, one of 
my father’s hieroglyphics, replied, * That’s half a bushel’; md 
I was certainly warranted in my supposition, 

» Half a bushel I You’re more than half a fooL That’s the 
letter AJ 

* No I it’s half a bushel ; father told me to.’ 

*Then your father was as big a fool m yourself* 

* Father knew what half a bushel was, md so do Ij that’s 


tell you it’s the letter A,* cri^ 


* It’s half a bushel,’ replied I, 
assertion ; and Mr* Knapps, who 


y. I persisted In my 
not pimlih me while 
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‘No, T don’t.’ 

‘ Then, little Jacob, that represents the letter A, and what- 
ever else Mr. Knapps may tell thee, thou wilt believe. Return, 
Jacob, and be docile.’ 


CHAPTER IV 

Sleight of hand at the expense of my feet— Filling a man'i pockets m 
great an offence as picking them, and punished accordlngiy-- A turn 
out, a turn up, and a turn in— Early impresslouf removed, and re- 
dundancy of feeling corrected by a spell of the rattan. 

I DID not quit Mr. Knapps until I had run through the alphaljet, 
and then returned to my place, that I might con it over at my 
leisure, puzzling myself with the strange complexity of forms, 
of which the alphabet was composed. I felt heated and 
annoyed by the constraint of my shoes, always an object of 
aversion from the time I had put them on. I drew my foot 
out of one, then out of the other, and thought no more of them 
for some time. In the meanwhile the boys next me had 
passed them on with their feet to the othets, and thus were 
they shuffled along until they were right up to the master*! 
desk. I missed them, and perceiving that there was mirth at 
my expense, I narrowly and quietly watched up and down, until 
I perceived one of the head boys of the school, who lat 
nearest to the Domine, catch up one of my shoes, and the 
IDomine being then in an absent % drop it into his coat- 
pocket. A 'short time afterwards he got up, went to Mr. 
Knapps, put a question to him, and while it was being an- 
swered, he dropped the other into the pocket of the usher, 
and tittering to the other boys returned to his seat I said 
nothing ; but when the hours of school were over, the Dmnine 
looked at his watch, blew his nose, which made the whole of 
the boys pop up their heads, like the clansmen of Roderick 
Dhu, when summoned by his horn, folded up his laig^ pocket- 
handkerchief slowly and reverently, as if it were a Imner, put 
it into his pocket, and uttered in a solemn toa^ * mi 

ludmdi^ As this Latin phrase was used every day 
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same hour, every boy in the arhool iinclersioml so much 
A rush from all the desks eniucd, and amidst shoutingi yehing, 
and leaping, every soul disappeared CKcepi myself, who re- 
mained fixed to my form, llie Domine rose from his pulpit 
and descended, the usher did the same, and IkiiH approached 
me on their way to their respective apartments. 

* Jacob Faithful, why Btlll porest thou over thy Ijook— « 
didst thou not undentand that the hours of recreatiofu 
had arrived ? Why risest thou not upon ihy feet like the 
others ? * 

‘^Cause Fve got no shoes.* 

* And where are thy shws, Jacob ?* 

‘One*s in your f^ocket/ replied 1, * and fothtFi in hii*n/ 

F2ach party placed their hands liehind, and fell the truth of 
the assertion. 

* Expound, Jacob,* said the Domine, * who hath done 
this ? * 

*The big boy with the red hair, and a fact picked all over 
with holes like the strainers in maiteFt kitchen,* replied I. 

* Mr. Knapps, it would l>e infm dig, on my part, and alto 
on yours, to su^er this disreipect to past unnoticed* King in 
the boys.* 

The boys were rung in, and I was desired to point out the 
offender, which I immediately did, and who at itoutly denied 
the offence ; but he had abitmeted my ihoc-itriiifi, and |ait 
them into his own shoes. I recognised them, and it was 
sufficient. 

•Bamaby Bmceglrdk,* said the Domint, Hhou art con* 
victed, not only of disreifiect towards me and Mr. Knapps, but 
further, of the grievous sin of lying. Stmoii Swappn, let him 
be hoisted.* 

He WM hoisted : his nether gaimtnti dticendedt .and then 
the birch descended with di the vifour el the Domine’s 
muswlar arm, Bamaby Bmc^lrdle showed every symptom 
id his dlsapproviil of the m^surei mken | but Simon Swapps 
held fast, and the Domine fl^ged ftsi After a 
fl^elkiton, Batmby wm let down, his yellow tights up, 
and the boys diimiwtd Bams^s lace ms Iks 

wtipod^ were leddtr. The Domine depitr^i^ l^vii^ m 
together, —he ad|}«it}iig hit In^pnwiibles, I putting hi my 

By the Barmby had buttoned up i^id mped 
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his eyes, I had succeeded in standing in my shoes. There we 
were tite-d-tite. 

‘ Now, then,’ said Bamaby, holding one fist to my face, 
while, with the other open hand he rubbed behind, ‘ come out 
in the playground, Mn Cinderella, and see if I won’t drub 

you within an inch of your life.’ 

‘ It’s no use crying,’ said I soothingly : for I had not wished 
him to be flogged. ‘ What’s done can’t be helped. Did it 
hurt you much ? ’ 

This intended consolation was taken for sarcasm. Bamaby 
stormed. 

‘ Take it coolly,’ observed L 

Bamaby waxed even more wroth. 

‘ Better luck next time,’ continued I, trying to soothe him. 

Bamaby was outrageous — he shook his hst and ran into the 
playground, daring me to follow him. His threats had no 
weight with me ; not wishing to remain indoors, I followed 
him in a minute or two, when I found him surrounded by the 
other boys, to whom he was in loud and vehement harangue. 

‘ Cinderella, where’s your glass slippers ? ’ cried the boys, m 
I made my appearance. 

‘ Come out, you water-rat,’ cried Bamaby ; ‘ you son of a 
cinder ! ’ 


‘ Come out and fight him, or else you’re a coward !’ exclaimed 
the whole host, from No. i to No. 62 inclusive. 

^ He has had beating enough already to my mind,’ replied 
I ; ‘ but he’d better not touch me — I can use my arms.* 

. A ring was formed, in the centre of which I found Bamaby 
and myself. He took off his clothes, and I did the same. 


He was much older and stronger than I, and knew something 
about fighting. One boy came forward as my second. 
Baihaby advanced and held out his hand, which I shook 
heairtify, thinking it was all over ; but immediately received a 
^ right and kft on the face, which sent me reelmg backwards. 
This- was a complete mystery, but it raised my bile, and I 
returned it with interest. I was very strong in my arms, as 
may be sup-posed ; and I threw than about IBce iMuls of a 
windmiE,; never hitting straight out, but with seunicircular 


blows, which descended on or about his ears, 
his blow's were al received straightforward,, 
; v were soon covered with blood. As I 


On the contmty, 
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and rage, I flung alx>ut my anna at random, and Bamaby 
gave me a knock-down blow. I waa picked up, and sat upon 
my second^s knee, who whispered lo me, as I spat the bltKid 
out of my mouth, * Take it coolly, and make sure when you hit* 

My own«-«my fathers maxim— coming from another, it 
struck with double force, and I never forgot it during the 
remainder of the flght Again we wet^ itandtng up face lo 
face j again I received it right and lefk, and returned it upon 
his right and left ear. Burnaby ruihed io~I was down 
again. 

* Better luck neat time,* said I to my n^ond, as cool as a 
cucumber. 

A third and a fourth round succeed^, alt apparently in 
Banmby*s favour, but really in mine. My (km was beat to a 
mummy, but he was what is termed gr^y, from the constant 
return of blows on the sides of the head Again we stood up 
panting, and exhausted, liamaby rushed at me and I avoided 
him : before he could return to the attack, I h^ ag tin pfanttd 
two severe blows upon hit eart, and he He shook his 

head, and, with his fists In the altitude of defence, atked mt 
whether I had had enough. 

‘ He Aar,* said my second j * stick to him now, Jacob, and 
youll beat him.* 

I did stick to him ; three or four more blows applied to the 
same part, finished him, and he fell senteleti on the g round 

* YouVe settled him,* cried my second. 

* What’s done can’t be helped,* repli^ L * Is he dmd ? * 

*What*s all this?* cried Mr. Knapps, prying hii way 

through the crowd, fallowed by the matim 

* Bamaby and Ciaderelk having It mtt, air,’ said out ^ the 
dder boys. 

The nmtnm, who had altmdy taken a liking for me, bteaute 
I was fooddooking, and becmise I had bmm i^ommend^ to 
her care by Mrs* Drummond, ran to me. 

* Well,* «yi she, * if the Domino don*i punish that big brute 

for tibis, 1*11 set whether Fm anybody or not * i and taking nw 
^ the hand, she M me away* In the meanitoe Mr. Kna^ 
surv^y^ Bmmaiif, who was still and d^iud Ito 

oth«r boys to brii^ him in, and lay him ^ hto bid Ho 

hard, 1mt #lll twiatoi^ Miiielt^i, and a surg^ wm 
9mt fi:r, who fou^ il lo bleiNi him copImiHy. Ho 
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then, at the request of the matron, came to me ; my features 
were undistinguishable, but elsewhere I was all right. As 1 
stripped he examined my arms. 



Copyrig^hi *895 ty Maemiifm ^ C4 

cK.'u Observed he, Hhat the higgm' boy 

should be so severely punished ; but this boy^s mm are ike 
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little skdg'^-^ammers, I recommend you/ s«^icl he to the other 
boys, ‘not to fight with him, for tome day or other hell kill 
one of you.* 

This piece of advice was not forgotten by the other iKiyt, 
and from that day I was the cock of the tchool The name of 
Cinderella, given me by llanmby, in ridicule of my mothcFt 
death, was immediately almndoned, and I suflTered no mom 
persecution. It was the custom of the Domine, whenever two 
boys fought, to flog them both j but, in this lOitance, it was 
not followed up, becaute I was not the aggresMir, and my 
adversary narrowly escaped with his life, I wai under the 
matron*8 care for a week, and Bamaby under the surgeon’i 
hands for about the same time. 

Neither was I lets iuccestful in my studiet. I learnt 
rapidly after I had conquered the hrsl mdimenti ; but I had 
another difficulty to conquer, which was my habit of conitruing 
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‘ Fur-cap,’ replied I, after some hesitation. 

‘ Jacob, I feel the wrath rising within me, yet would I fain 
spare thee ; if h-a4 spell fur-cap, pray advise me, what doth 

c-a-p spell then ? ’ 

^Capstem.^ 

‘ Indeed, Jacob, thy stem, as well as thy head, are in 
danger, and I suppose then spells windlass, does it 

not ? ’ , . , 

‘ Yes, sir,’ replied I, pleased to find that he agreed with me. 

‘ Upon the same principle, what does spell ? ’ 

^ Rat, sir,’ replied 1. 

^ Nay, Jacob, r~a4 must spell rattan, and as thou hast 
missed thine own mode of spelling, thou shalt not miss the 
cane.’ The Domine then applied it to my shoulders with 
considerable unction, much to the delight of Mr. Knapf^, who 
thought the punishment was much too small for the offence. 
But I soon extricated myself from these associations, as my 
ideas extended, and was considered by the Dominc as the 
cleverest boy in the school. Whether it were from natural 
intellect, or from my brain having lain fallow, as it were, for so 
many years, or probably from the two causes combined, I 
certainly learnt almost by instinct I read my lesson once 
over, and threw my book aside, for I knew it all. I had not 
been six months at the school, before I discovered that, in a 
thousand instances, the affection of a father appeared towards 
me under the rough crust of the Domine. I think it was on 
the third day of the seventh month, that I afforded him a day 
of triumph and wanning of his heart, when he took me for the 
first time into his little study, and put the Latin Accidence 
into my hands. I learnt my first lesson in a quarter of an 
hour ; and I remember well how that unsmiling, grave man, 

. looked into my smiling eyes, parting the chestnut curli^ which 
Ihe matron would not cut off, from my brows, and saying, 
Bern fictsMy Jacobe. Many times afterwards, when the lesson 
was overj fie would fix his eyes upon me, Ml back on his chair, 
and make me recount all I could rememb^ of my former life, 
which was really nothing but a record of perceptions and 
feelings. ' , . He atte^ to m$, and as I related some early 
and singular impression, some conjecture of what I saw, 
could not;; comprehend, on the shore whidh 1 bad narar 
touched, fil wbnid fub hfs hands with and 
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* I have found a new Book-* an album, wherwn I may write 
the deeds of heroes and the words of sages. CarisMim ^ / 
how happy shall we be when wt get into Virgil ! * I hardly 
need say that I loved him— I did m from my heart, and 
learnt with avidity to please him. I felt that i was of conse- 
quence— my confidence in myself was unbounclech I walked 
proudly, yet I was not vain. My ichoolfelbwi hater! me, but 
they feared me as much for my own pmwem m my interest 
with the master; but still many were the bitter gibes and 
innuendoes which I was obliged to hear as I mi down with 
them to our meali. At other timei I held communion with 
the Domine, the worthy old matron, and my books. We 
walked out every day, at first attend*^ by Mr. Knapps, the 
usher. The boys would not walk with me without they were 
ordered, and if ordered, most unwillingly. Yet I had given 
no cause of offence. The matron found it out, told the Domine, 
and ever affer that, the Domine attended the l^ys, and led me 
by the hand. 

This was of the greatest advantage to me, as he answered 
all my questions, which were not few, and each day I advanced 
in every variety of knowledge. Before I had been eighteen 
months at school, the Domine was unhappy without my 
company, and I was equally anxious for his prettace, He 
was a father to me, and I loveti him m a son should bve t 
father, and, m it will hereafter prove, he was my gnidt ihroi^h 
life. 

But although the victory over Banmby Bmcegirdle, and 
the idea of my proweti, procured me an enfor^d respict, itill 
the Domiaa^s goodwill towards me was the ^malon m netlltd 
hc^tility. Affiront me, or attack me openly, they dare not j 
but iuppoited as the boys were by Mr, Kmm* 
who wm ^ually jealous d* tny fevmir, and dually mean in 
spirit, they caballed lo min m% If potsiMt, In the good opinion 
of my mMttr. Baomby Bmcegirdb bad a talent for caH» 
calut% which was well known to all IsNut the Domine. Mlt 
tot attempt ^insi me was a ouiimturt d my mother*s dMlh, 
in which she was represealdl at a lamp stipi^ltNl firmn a gin** 
botd^ , and tame out d her moinli* This was told to 
0^ 'bd I dM not it® ih It was giiw by Bama^ to Mr. 
who highly c^mended it, wsd put it Into hli 
which, Bamaby an dbfep^itl^ d dte 
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Domine with a vast nose, which he showed to the usher as 
performance. The usher understood what Bamaby was at, and 
put it into his desk without comment. StvtraX other ludicrous 
caricatures were made of the Domine, and of the matron, all 
of which were consigned to Mr. Knapps by the boys, as being 
the production of my pencil; but this was not sufficient— it 
was necessary I should be more clearly identified, ft so 
happened, that one evening, when sitting with the Domine at 
my Latin, the matron and Mr. Knapps being in the adjoining 
room, the light, which had burnt close down, fell in the socket 
and went out. The Domine rose to get another ; the matron 
also got up to fetch away the candlestick with the same intent. 
They met in the dark, and ran their heads together pretty hard. 
As this event was only known to Mr. Knapps and myself, he 
communicated it to Barnaby, wondering whether I should not 
make it a subject of one of my caricatures. Bamaby took 
the hint ; in the course of a few hours, this caricature was 
added to the others. Mr. Knapps, to further his views, took 
an opportunity to mention with encomium my talent for draw- 
ing, adding that he had seen several of my performances. 
‘The boy hath talent,’ replied the Domine ; ‘ he is a rich mine, 
from which much precious metal is to be obtained.’ 

‘ I hear that thou hast the talent of drawing, Jacob,’ said 
he to me, a day or two afterwards. 

‘ I never had in my life, sir,’ replied I. 

‘Nay, Jacob; I like modesty, but modesty should never 
lead to a denial of the truth. Remember, Jacob, that thou 
do not repeat the fault.’ 

I made no answer, as I felt convinced that I was not in 
fault ; but that evening I req^uested the Domine to lend me 
■ as I wished to try and draw. For some days, various 

. scmps of my performance were produced, and received com- 
hi^dation.^.^ boy dmweth well,’ observed the Domine 
to Mr. ;^apps, as he examined my performance through his 


; ‘ Why shouM he^ denied his being able to dmw?’ 
observed ... 

‘ It . was a arising from modesty or 
—even a c^ed to excess, may l«ad us into enor/ 

The Aext^ait^pt .- of Barnaby was to obtain the 
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Knapps, who took it out of the Domino’s study, and put it into 
Bamaby’s possession, who drew on the flydraf, on which was 
my name, a caricature head of the Domine *, ancl under tny 
own name, which I had written on the leaf, added, in iny hand, 
so that it appeared, Jacob Faithful fedi. Having done 
this, the leaf was tom out of the book, and consigned to the 
usher with the rest* The plot was now ripe ; and the explosion 
soon ensued. Mr. Knap)^ told the Doinine that I drew^ 
caricatures of my schoolfellows. The Domine taxed me, and 
I denied it. * So you denied drawing,* obterv^ed the usher, 

A few days passed away, when Mr. Knapf^ informed the 
Demine that I had been caricaturing him and Mrs. Baiely, 
the matron, and that he had proofs of it. I had then gone to 
bed ; the Domine was much surprised, and thought it im* 
possible that I could be so ungmtefuf. Mr. Knapps said that 
he should make the charge openly, and prove it the next 
morning in the schoolroom \ and wound up the wrong by 
describing me, in sevend points, as a cunning, goodTormothlng, 
although clever boy. 


CHAPTER V 

Mf. Kimpp* thinks to catch me iMpping, but the Is disecweied# and 
Bami^ Brnci^mie is obilied to temen his braoi^ air the second 
time ois my ao^utu— Dmwing airimiurwi in drawing tdood--' 
The usher is ushered out of th# school, and f am very i^rly 
into the wmt world, but Insiiad d* bdng bmmd m so king a 
I imi bound ^ to a waimma.' 

lONOKANT of what Imd passed, I stef^ ^umdly ; and the next 
mornlt^ fotmd the matron vei^ grave witih aae, which 1 could 
comprehend Tlie Domine atao i^ofc no notice of my 
momliif sidule j but suppodng him to be wrapt In Euclid at 
the tlmei I tJwughi liiile ^ it TTie bimk^ii passed over, 
mi the M rang fa* sdb^. Wt were all assembled ; the 
D«in© walked It wlii a mty magist^fi^ mr, followed by Mr. 
Knapipm, who^ ins^sid parting <x»npimy wto he arrived at 
his own des^ continued bis course with the Domine to 
pn^t We all kmw that there was sometihing tn fai wind | 
but of all, perhaps ! was the kasl akitn^ The Doenine 
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unfolded his large handkerchief waved it, and blew his nose 
and the school into profound silence. ‘Jacob Faithful, draw 
near ’ said he, in a tone which proved that the affair was senous. 
I drew near, wondering. ‘Thou hast been accu.sed by Mr. 
Knapps of caricaturing, and holding up to the ridicule of the 
school, me— thy master. Upon any other boy, such disrespect 
should be visited severely j but from thee, Jacob, 1 must add, 
in the words of Caesar, “ €t tu I expected, I had a right 

to expect, otherwise. In se animi ingrati crimen vitia omnia 
condit. Thou understandest me, J acob— guilty, or not guilty ? ' 

‘ Not guilty, sir,’ replied I, firmly. 

‘He pleadeth not guilty, Mr. Knapps; proceed, then, to 
prove thy charge.’ 

Mr. Knapps then went to his desk, and brought out the 
drawings with which he had been supplied by Bamaby Brace- 
girdle and the other boys. ‘ These drawings, sir, which you 
will please to look over, have been all given up to me as the 
performance of Jacob Faithful At first, I could not believe 
it to be true ; but you will perceive, at once, that they are all 
hy the same hand.’ 

‘ That I acknowledge,’ said the Domine j ‘ and all reflect 
upon my nose. It is true that my nose is of large dimensions, 
hut it was the will of Heaven that I should be so endowed ; 
yet are the noses of these figures even larger than mine own 
could warrant, if the limner were correct, and not malicious. 
Still have they merit,’ continued the Domine, looking at some 
of them ; and I heard a gentle cluck^ ducky in his throat, a» 
he laughed at his own ;«w-representations. Ards adumbratoi 
:meruit ceu sedula laudeniy as Prudentius hath it. I have no 
time to finish the quotation.’ 

- ' Here is one drawing, sir,’ continued Mr. Knapps, ‘u^ich 
proves to me that Jacob Faithful is the party; in which you 
and Mrs, Bately are shown up to ridicule. Who would have 
been aware diat the candle went out in your study, except 
Jacob Faithful?’ 

'I perceive,’ replied the Domine, looking at it through his 
spectacle,, when put into his hand, *the arcana of the study 
have beeii violated.’ 

‘ But, sir,’ GQritinued Mr. Knapps, ‘here is a more convinc- 
ing proof. /Xtu: observe this cancature of yourself, with his 
.pwn name put to: it-— ‘-his own handwriting. I rec<^is<«i k 
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immediately j and happening to turn over his C^rmiim 
observed the first blank leaf tom mu Here it sir, and you 
will observe that it fits on to the remainder of the leaf in the 
book exactly.^ 

« I perceive that it doth ; and am gneved to find that such 
is the case. Jacob Faithful, thou art convicted of disreipeci 
and of falsehood. Where is Simon Swapps ? * 

<If you please, sir, may not I defend myielf?* replied I. 
♦Am I to be dogged unheard 

* Nay, that were an injustice/ replied the Domino ; * but 
what defence canst thou offer ? O pu^r imfdis ii $mkmtm ! ^ 

* May I look at those caricaturet, sir ? * said L 

The Domin© handed them to me in silence. I looked 
them all over, and immediately knew them to be drawn by 


Bamaby Bracegirdle. T! 
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not by me. I never drew a caricature in my life.* 

*So didst thou assert that thou couldst not draw, and 
afterwards provedst by thy |^>encil to the contrary, Jacob 
Faithful* 

♦ I knew not that I was able to dmw when I said to j but 
I wished to draw when you supposed I was abl©. I did not 
like that you should give me credit for what I could not do. 
It was to please you, sir, that I asked for the pencil* 

‘I wish it were as thou staieit, Jacob. I wish from my 
inmost soul that thou wert not guilty.* 

♦Will you ask Mr. Knapps from whom he had thtte dmw» 
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♦Did Bamaby Braceglrdl# give you none of 
Knapps ? * said I, fwceiving that Bamaby was not i 
♦ N<^* replied Mr. Knapp, 

' ♦ If you piMie, sir/ said 1 to the Domine, • with 
the lejff out of my the Jacob Faithful wm w 
by me, on the day that ymt ptve it to me | Inst Ik 
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the caricature of yourself, is not mine. How it came there 1 
don’t know.’ 

‘ Thou hast disproved nothing, Jacob, ^ replied the Domine. 

‘ But I have proved something, sir. On what day was it 
that I asked you for the pencil to draw with ? Was it not on 
a Saturday ? ’ 

‘ Last Saturday week, I think it was.’ 

‘ Well, then, sir, Mr. Knapps told you the day before, that 
I could draw ? ’ 

‘ He did ; and thou deniedst it.’ 

‘How, then, does Mr. Knapps account for not producing 
those caricatures of mine, which he says that he has collected 
for a whole month ? Why didn’t he give them to you Ixjfore ? ’ 

‘ Thou puttest it shrewdly,’ replied the Domine. ‘ Answer, 
Mr. Knapps, why didst thou, for a fortnight at the least, 
conceal thy knowledge of his offence ? ’ 

‘ I wished to have more proofs,’ replied the usher. 

‘ Thou hearest, Jacob Faithful’ 

‘ Pray, sir, did you ever hear me speak of my poor mother 
but with kindness ? ’ 


‘ Never, Jacob ; thou hast ever appeared dutiful’ 

‘Please, sir, to call up John Williams.’ 

^John Williams, No. 37, draw near.’ 

‘Williams,’ said I, ‘did you not tell me that Bamaby 
Bracegirdle, had drawn my mother darning at the mouth ? ’ 

‘ Yes, I did’ 

My indignation now found vent in a torrent of tears. * Now, 
sir,’ cried I, ‘if you believe that I drew the caricatures of you 
pid Mrs. Bately — did I draw this, which 5 $ by the same 
person?’ And I handed up to the Domine the caricature of 
iiiy:.^pther, which Mr. Knapps had inadvertently produced at 
■the bottom of the rest, Mr. Knapps turned white as a sheet. 

looked at the caricature, and was silent for some 
time. to the usher, 

i didst thou obtain this, Mr. Knapps 

Mr.^ ^Khapps replied, in his confusion, ^From Bmmaby 


‘ It WM |tis moment, thou didst state that tijou hadst 
received to Bamaby Bracegirdle. Tlwa hast amtra- 

iwt draw Ws motiber ; 

the pencil as that which 
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he did not, I really believe, draw one of them, lie pr^m! 
fraudes. God, I thank thee, that the innocent have been 
protected. Narrowly hast thou escaped these toils, O Jacob 
^Cum populo et Anct fmuduiento. And now for punishment. 
Bamaby Bracegirdle, thou gavest this caricature to Mr. 
Knapps ; from whence hadst thou it ? Lie not.’ 

Barnaby turned red and white, and then acknowledged 
that the drawing was his own. 

<You boys,’ cried the Domine, waving his rod which he 
had seized, * you gave these drawings to Mr. Knapps ; tell me 
from whom they came.’ 

The boys, frightened at the Domine’s looks, immediately 
replied in a breath, ‘From Bamaby Bracegirdle.’ 

‘ Then, Bamaby Bracegirdle, from whom didst thou receive 
them?’ inquired the Domine, Bamaby was dumbfounded. 

‘ Tell the truth ; didst not thou draw them thyself, since thou 
didst not receive them from other people ? ’ 

Bamaby fell upon his knees, and related the whole circum- 
stances, particularly the way in which the Cormiim 
had been obtained, through the medium of Mr. Knapps. The 
indignation of the Domine was now beyond all bounds. I 
never had seen him so moved before. He appeared to rise at 
least a foot more in stature : his eyes sparkled, his great nose 
turned red, his nostrils dilated, and his mouth was more than 
half open, to give vent to the ponderous breathing from his 
chest. His whole appearance was withering to the culprits. 

‘ For thee, thou base, degraded, empty-headed, and venomous 
little abortion of a man, I have no words to signify my con- 
tempt. By the governors of this charity I leave thy conduct 
to be judged ; but until they meet, thou shalt not pollute and 
contaminate the air of this school by thy presence. If thou 
hast one spark of good feeling in thy petty frame, beg pardon 
of this poor boy, whom thou wouldst have ruined by thy 
treachery. If not, hasten to depart, lest in my wrath I apply 
to the teacher the punishment intended for the scholar, but of 
which thou art more deserving than even Bamaby Bracegirdle,’ 

Mr. Kiiapps said nothing, hastened out of the school, and 
that evening quhted his domicile. When the governors met 
he was expelled with ignominy. ‘ Simon Swapps, hoist up 
’ Bamaby Bracegirdle,’ Most strenuously and most indefkttgably 
was the birch applied tp Bamaby, a second tee, through me. 
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Bamaby howled and kicked, howled and kicked, and kicked 
again. At last the Domine wm tired. *Cmsmaf 0mm 
nmus sirepiiu (for nmnus read schoolroom),^ exclaimed the 
Domine, laying down the rod, and pulling out his handkerchief 
to wipe his face. * Caldtrat^^ ardisami git^mm mdt 
that last quotation is happy* [clucki cluck]. He then blew 
his nose, addressed the boys in a long ontlion- paid me a 
handsome compliment upon my able defence — proved to alt 
those who chose to listen to him, that Innocence would always 
confound guilt— intimated to Bamaby that he must leave the 
school, and then, finding himself worn out with eahauttion, 
gave the boys a holiday, that they might reflect upon what 
had passed, and which they duly profited by, in playing at 
marbles and pegdn-the-ring, He then diimisied the ichciok 
took me by the hand, and led me into his itudy, where he 
gave vent to hb strong and aflectionate feelings towaidi me 
until the matron came to tell us that dinner was ready. 

After this, everything went on well. The Dewnineb kind- 
ness and attention were unremitting, and no one ever thought 
of caballing against me. My progress becmtie most mpid i I 
had conquered Virgil, taken Tacitus by storm, and was readiog 
the Od^s 0/ I had passed triumphanily through 

decimals, and was busily employed in meniumtion of tolidi, 
when one evening I was seized with a giddinesi in my hmd. 

I complained i© the matron ; she felt my hands, pronounced 
me feverish, and ordered me to bed. I ^»ed a rtitl«*i 
night ; the next morning I attempted to rise, but a liMvy 
burning ball rolled as it were in my head, and I fell back on 
my pillow. The matron came, was alarmed at my state, and 
sent for the surgeon, who pronounced that I had caught the 
typhus fever, then rag ing through the vidnlty. This was the 
fi'mt time in my life that I had toown a da/s »ick«ess-'-it was 
a lesson I had yet to leaim. The sutgeon bW me, and giving 
directions to the matron, promised to ml! a^in. In a few 
hours I wm quit© d©Iirioi^*--my senses mn wild. One 
momaat I thmight I was with little Sarah Drummond, wmtkhif 
in gre^ field% holding her by the hand. I tum^ found, and 
she was no longer titere, but I was in the llghler, aM my 
htod grasps the dndeif of my mother 1 «iy 
bet>re me, again Jumped overboard and dlmppmt^i 
iie daifc biwk column asomded fmn the rnMn, Md I wwi 
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prostrate on the dech. Then I was once more alone on the 
placid and noble Thames, the moon shining bright, and the 
sweep in my hand, tiding up the reach, and admiring the 
foliage which hung ip dark shadows over the banks. I saw 
the slopes of green, so pure and so fresh by that sweet light, 
and in the distance counted the numerous spires of the great 
monster city, and beheld the various bridges spanning over 
fhe .water. The faint ripple of the tide was harmony, the 
reflection of the moon, beauty ; I felt happiness in my heart ; 
I was no longer*^ the charity-boy, but the pilot of the barge. 
Then, as I would survey the scene, there was something that 
invariably presented itself between my eyes and the object of 
my scrutiny ; whichever way I looked, it stood in my way, and 
I could not remove it. It was like a cloud, yet transparent, 
and with a certain undefined shape. I tried for some time, 
but in vain, to decipher it, but could not. At last it appeared 
to cohese into a form — it was the Domine^s great nose, 
magnified into that of the Scripture, ‘as the tower which 
looketh towards Damascus.^ My temples throbbed with agony 
— I burned all over. I had no exact notions of death in bed. 


except that of my poor mother, and I thought that I was to 
die like her ; the horrible fear seized me that all this burning 
was but prefatory to bursting out into flame and consuming 
into ashes. The dread hung about my young heart and turned 
that to ice, while the rest of my body was on fire. This was 
my last recollection, and then ah was blank. For many days 
I lay unconscious of either pain or existence ; when I awoke 
from my stupor, my wandering senses gradually returning, I 
opened my eyes, and dimly perceived somediing before me 
; that cut across my vision in a diagonal line. As the mist 
i(^red away, and I recovered myself^ I made out that it was 

Domine Dobiensis, who was kneeling at the 
his nose adumbrating the coverlid of my bed, his 
J^Spfe^es^^dinped with tear^ and his long grey locks Iklling 

shadowing his eyes. I was not lightened, 

; ? to stir Or speak. His prayer*book was m 

on Ms He had been 

. insensible, h^ broke out 

in the' foiiolw^ soliloq^ — 

^ beautlM even in d^th 1 

vMy pQc^ hath mastered die and 
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triumphed over the Accidence— but to die I a 

puerile ctmceit, yet I love It, as i do thee» How my heart 
bleeds for thee I Hie icy breath of death hath %vhitened thee^ 
as the hoar-frost whitens the autumnal rose. Why wert thou 
transplanted from thine own element ? Young prince of the 
stream™lord of the lighter— ** nx ei -heir 

apparent to the tiller— frothed to the sweep ^ wedded to the 
<ieck— how art thou laid low I Where is the blooming cheeky 
ruddy with the browning air ? where the bright and swimming 
eye ? Aiti I wheie ? “ Ikm Sm maxMs wim 

as sweet Tibullus hath It j * and the Dt^mine sobb^ 
anew. *Had this stroke Mien upmt the %edt the 
ridiculed^ the little regarded^ the ripe one for At iickk, it 
would have been well — ^(yet fain would I have inslmcted thee 
still more before I quitt^ the scene— itin have Ih^ the 
mantle of loLming). Thou knowesti Lord, that I walk wwrily, 
as in a desert, that I am heavily burdeni^, and that my In* 
firmitles are many. Must 1 then mourn over the®, thmi 
promising <me— must I say with the epigrammatifl— 

Hoc Jsoet In tamulo, mptus piterUlliui lumls, 

Jacob Faithful domlni curs, dolwque sul ? 


True, most true. Hast thou quitted the tiemtnl thou m 
joyously contioUedst, and hast come upon the tmrmfirmm tor 
thy grave ? 

Bk Ite Inde slbl telitti placata, Itribqtss, 

Ardidi Mor non pc^ mm manu* 

Earih, ky light upon the lighter-boy— tib® lotui, the i^erdily, 
that hath oiat on shore to die. Hadsi tlmu iivi^ Jacob, 
I would have kufht thee the Hunumittei w® mmM have 
-mdmrni i^barotly topther. I woidd have panned out my 
Immkg' ^ iiee, my Aimlom, my I* 

He rcHi% smod over i mm. down hit 

long nose frmn both his ey<^ and frmn the poini c£ It poured 
out like a HttI® rate gutter upon th® cm^rii4 I undmloed 
not all his words, but I undtmood the sj^rit <rf wm 

love. I feebly itretehed forth my mas, and aitkuk^ 
* Demme I ' llte old man cksped his hands, locked upwardSi 
aki s^, * O CkKi, I thank thee— he will live. Hush, hut^ 
my sweet one, thou mum: not prate and he retired m dpioe, 
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and I heard him mutter triumphantly, as he walked away, 
‘ He called me “ Domine I ' 

From that hour I rapidly recovered, and in three weeks 
was again at my studies. I was now within six months of 
being fourteen years old, and Mr. Drummond, who had 
occasionally called to ascertain my progress, came to confer 
with the Domine upon my future prospects. * All that I can 
do for him, Mr. Dobbs, ^ said my former master, ‘ is to bind 
him apprentice to serve his time on the River Thames, and 
that cannot be done until he is fourteen. Will the rules of 
the school permit his remaining ? ' 

‘The regulations do not exactly, but I will/ replied the 
Domine. ‘I have asked nothing for my long services, and 
the governors will not refuse me such a slight favour? should 
they, I will charge myself with him, that he may not lose his 
precious time. What sayest thou, Jacob, dost thou feel in- 
clined to return to thy father Thames ? ^ 

I replied in the affirmative, for the recollections of my 
former life were those of independence and activity. 

‘Thou hast decided well, Jacob— the tailor at his needle, 
the shoemaker at his last, the serving boy to an exacting 
mistress, and all those apprenticed to the various trades, have 
no time for improvement, but afloat there are moments of quiet 
and of peace — the still night for reflection, the watch for 
meditation ; and even the adverse wind or tide leaves moments 
of leisure, which may be employed to advantage. Then wilt 
thou call to mind the stores of learning which I have laid up 
in thy gamer, and wilt add to them by perseverance and 
industry. ^ Thou hast yet six months to profit by, and, with 

the blessing of God, those six months shall not be thrown 
away.^ 

/Mr. Drummond having received my consent to be bound 
apprentice, wished me farewell, and dep^ed During the six 
months, the Domine pressed me hard, almost too hard, but I 
worked for love^ and to please him I was most diligent At 
last the time had flown away, the six months had more than 
expired, and Mr. Drummond made his appearance, with a 
servant, carrying a bundle under his arm. I slipped off my 
pepper-and-salt, my yellows and my badge, dtmed myself in 
a neat blue jacket and trousers, and, with many exhort^ions 
from the Domine, and kind wishes from die matron, I tede 
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farewell to them, and to the charity school, and in an hour wm 
once more under the rmif of the kind Mrs. Dnimmond, 

But how diderenl were iny sentations from those which 
oppressed me when I had before entered ! I was no longer a 
little savage, uneducated and confuted in my idea*. On the 
contrary, I was full of imagination, conhdent in myself, and in 
my own powers, cultivated in mind, and proud of my success. 
The finer feelings of my nature had been odted into play. I 
felt gratitude, humility, and love, at the same time that I was 
aware of my own capabilities. In person I had much im- 
proved, as well m much increased In itature. I walked 
confident and elastic, joying in the world, hoping, antlctj^ting, 
and kindly disposed towards my fellow-creaiyres. I knew, I 
felt my improvement, my total change of character, and it was 
with sparkling eyes that I looked up at the window, where I 
saw Mrs. Drummond and little Sarah watching my return and 
reappearance, after an absence of three years. 

Mrs. Drummond had been pn;pared by her husband to find 
a great change ; but still, she looked for a second or two with 
wonder as I entered the room, with my hat in my hand, and 
paid my obeisance. She extended her hand to me, which I 
took respectfully. 

*I should not have known you, Jacob; you have grown 
quite a man,^ said she, smiling. Sarah held back, looking at 
me with pleased astonishment ; but I went up to her, and she 
timidly accepted my hand. I had left her m my superior— » I 
returned, and she soon perceived that I had a legitimate right 
to the command. It was some time before she would con- 
verse, and much longer before she would become intimate ; 
but when she did so, it was no longer the litde giri encouraging 
the untutored boy by kindness, or laughing at his absurdities, 
but looking up to him with respect and rf^tion, and taking 
hi® opinion as a guide for her own. I had gained the p^wir 
of kn(mkdg$* 

By the regulations of the Watermen’s Company, !t is 
necessary that every one who wishes to ply on the river on bis 
own account, ShouM serve as an apprentice, from the age ^ 
fourteen to twentyH»e; at all he must serve mi 

apprenticeship for $mm and be fourteen years old before 
he signs the artides. TMi apprentic^hip may Im imrved In 
any description of i^ch sail* or v^rks m ^ 
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river, whether it be barge, lighter, fishing-smack, or a boat of 
larger dimensions ; and it is not nntil that apprenticeship is 
served, that he can work on his own account, either in a 
wherry, or any other craft. Mr. Drummond oftcred to article 
me on board of one of his own lighters, free of all expense, 
leaving nie at liberty to change into any other vessel that I 
might think proper. I gratefully accepted the proposal, went 
with him to Watermen’s Hall, signed the papers, and thus was, 
at the age of fourteen, ^ Bound a watirman*^ 


CHAPTER VI 


I am recommended to learn to swim, and I take the friendly advice— 
Heavy suspicion on board of the lighter, and a myitery. out of which 
. Mrs. RadcJiffe would have made a romance, 

‘Jacob, this is Marables, who has char;gc of the Polly bawe,’ 
said Mr. Drummond, who had sent for me into his office, a 
few days after my arrival at his house. ‘ Marables,’ continued 
my protector, addressing the man, < I have told you that this 
lad IS bound ’prentice to the Polly. I expect you will look after 
him, and treat him kindly. No blows or ill-treatment. If he 
does not conduct himself weU (but well I’m sure be wiUJ, let 
me know when you come back from your trip.’ 

During this speech, I was scrutinismg the outward man of 
my future controller. He was stout and well built, inclining 

werrnot w good, although his eyes 

w»-e not large. His mouth was very smidL and there was a 

«8pd-natured smile on his Koa as .7 

:l^ a.catill,mas.S’ ^ ‘ 

'fellSSd J ‘bat I am amdoua 

as ^ ^ ^ 
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*Come and see the craft, boy,’ said Marabks ; End I 
followed him to the barge, which was one of those fitted with 
a mast which lowered down and bawled up again, as required. 
She plied up and down the river as far as the Nore, sometiines 
extending her voyage still farther ; but that was only in the 
summer months. She had a large cabin abaft, and a cuddy 
forward The cabin was locked, and I could not examine it 

‘ This will be your berth/ said Marables, pointing to the 
cuddy-hatch forward ; * you’ll have it all to >^urseif. 'fhe 
other man and I sleep abaft/ 

‘ Have you another man, then ? * 

‘Yes, I have, Jacob/ replied haj and then muttering to 
himself, ‘ I wish I had not— I wish the burgt was only between 
u$, Jacob, or that you had not been sent on bowd/ continued 
he gravely. * It would have been better— much better/ And 
he walked aft, whistling in a low tone, looking down sadly on 
the deck. 

‘ Is your cabin large ?’ inquired I, as he ctme forward. 

‘ Yes, large enough j but I cannot show it to you now— he 
has the key.' 

‘ What, the other man under you ? ’ 

*Yes/ replied Mambles, hastily. ‘IVe been thinking, 
Jacob, that you may as well remain on shore till we start 
You can be of no use hare.’ 

To this I had no objection ; but I often went on board 
during the fortnight that the barge remained, and soon became 
very partial to Marables, There was a kindness about him 
that won me, and I was distressed to perceive that he wa« 
<^en v€ty melancholy. What surprised me most was, to find 
that during the first week the cabin was constmitly locked, md 
that Mambles had not the key ; it appmred so stm^e that 
ha, as master of the baig-e, should be locked mt ti his own 
cabin by his Inferior, 

One day I went early on board, ^d found not only the 
cabin doom open, but the other mm belonginf to her walkiiif 
up and down the deck ^th Mamblesv He was a well-looklngi 
tall, active young man, apparently not thirty, with a gtnei^ 
‘/boMnesi of .strofigly con^msli^ with a 

glance of the eye. He had a sort of blue imodbirodt mm 
and the trousers which appeared below were cf a tor 
than those usually worn by poo|to of Mi 
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‘ This is the lad who is bound to the barge,* s;iid M arables. 
‘Jacob, this is Fleming.* j 

‘ So, younker,* said Fleming, After casting an inquiring eye 
upon me, ‘you are to sail with/us, are you? It*s my opinion 
that your room would be better than your company. How- 
ever, if you keep your eyes open, Pd advise you to keep your 
mouth shut. When I don’t l^ke people’s company, I sometimes 
give them a hoist into the fetream— so keep a sharp look-out, 
my joker.’ 

Not very well pleased with this address, I answered, ‘ I 
thought Marables had charge of the craft, and that I was to 
look to him for orders.* 

‘ Did you, indeed ! ’ replied Fleming, with a sneer. * I say, 
my lad, can you swim ? ’ 

‘ No, I can*t,’ replied I — ‘ I wish I could.* 

‘ Well, then, take my advice — learn to swim a.s fast as you 
can ; for I*ve a strong notion that one day or other, I shall 
take you by the scruf of the neck, and send you to look after 
your father.* 

‘ Fleming ! Fleming ! pray be quiet ! * said Marables, who 
had several times/ pulled him by the .sleeve. ‘ lie’s only 
joking, Jacob,* coivtinued Marables to me, as, indignant at the 
mention of my famePs death, I was walking away to the shore, 
over the other lifters. 

‘Well,* repliqP I, turning round, ‘if I am to be tossed over- 
board, it’s just as well to let Mr. Drummond know, that if Pm 
missing he mav guess what’s become of me.* 

‘Pooh ! noZsense 1* said Fleming, immediately altering his 
rqanner and cjjociing to me where I stood, in the barge next to 
them. ‘ Giv^s your hand, my boy ; I was only trying what 

stuff you weH^ made of. Come, shidce hands ; I wasn’t in 
e^nest.* 

I took the proffered hand, and went on shore. ‘Never- 
theless,* thought I, ‘I’ll learn to swim ; for I rather think he 
was jn earnest.* And I took my first lesson that day; and, 
^ mnt of practice, soon acquired that very necessary art 
Had it not been for the threat of Fleming, I probably 
should not have thought of it ; but it occurred to me that I 
might tumble, even if I were not thrown overboardL and that a 
knowledge , of would do no harm. 

\ The day bei»#the barge was to proceed down the river to 
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Sheerness, with a cargo of bricks, I called upon my worthy old 
master, Domine Dobiensis. | 

^Salvs cried the%ld man, who was sitting in his 

study. ‘Verily, Jacob, tho\ an come in gocKi time. I 
am at leisure, and will give ^ thee a lesson. Sit down, my 
child/ ^ 

The Domine opened the JEf^d of Virgil, and commenced 
forthwith. I was fortunate enough to please him with my off- 
hand translation ; and, as he closed the Ixmk, I told him that 
I had called to bid him farewell, as wc started at daylight the 
ne5ct morning. 

‘Jacob/ said he, ‘thou hast profited well by the lessons 
which I have bestowed upon thee: now take heed of that 
advice which I am now al>out to offer to thee. There are many 
who will tell thee that thy knowledge is of no use, for what avail 
can the Latin tongue be to a boy on board of a lighter ? 
Others may think that I have done wrong thus to Instruct thee, 
as thy knowledge may render thee ixmdim irmdi* 

tiusgui discontented with thy situation in life. Such 

is too often the case, I grant ; but it is l^cause education is 
not as general as it ought to be, Weit all educated, the 
superiority acquired or presumed upon by Vacation would be 
lost, and the nation would not only be witek but happier. It 
would judge more rightly, would not condenA the measures of 
its rulers which at present it cannot undeAtand, and would 
not be led away by the clamour and niisrepr«ntation of the 
disaffected. But I must not digress, m time il short. Jacob, 
I feel that thou wilt not be spoilt by the knwledge initllled 
into thee s but mark me, pai^e It not, for it^il be vanity, 
and make thee enemies. Cultivate thyself aifcuch as thou 
canst, but in due season™thy duties to thy empoyer must b® 
first attended to— »but treasure up what thou hat^ and lay up 
more when thou canst Consider it as hidden wealth, which 
may her<wfe^ be advantageously employed. Thou art now 
■but' an a|^?*^tice In a 'barge j l^l what mayst thou not be, 
Jacob, if thou art dUlgent— If thou fmr God, ^J'd be honeit ? 
I will now call to my mind some emmples to stimulate 
in thy career,^ 

Here the Domine brought forward about forty or ifty 
instances from history, in which people from nothing bad lis^ 
to ihe highest rank and ctmskieraii^ I but, alt^uf b I 

B 49 


JACOB FAITiyUL 


to them very attentively, the reac^ will probably not regret 
the omission of the Domine’s ca^Iogue. Having concluded, 
the Domine gave me a Latin T^tament, The Whole Duty of 
Man, and his blessing. The matron added to them a large 
slice of seed-cake j and by the /me that I had returned to Mr. 
Drummond’s, both the Dominfe’s precepts and the matron’s 
considerate addition had beery Wll digested. 

It was at six o’clock the ptxi morning that we cast off our 
fastenings and pulled into me stream. The <iay was lovely, 
the sun had risen above the^trees, which feathered their boughs 
down on the sloping lavjns in front of the many beautiful 
retreats of the nobility and gentry, which border the river ; and 
the lamp of day poured a flood of light upon the smooth and 
rapidly-ebbing river. The heavy dew which had fallen during 
the night studded the sides of the barge, and glittered like 
necklaces of diamonds/; the mist and the fog had ascended, 
except here and therrf, where it partially concealed the land- 
scape ; boats laden \/th the produce of the market-gardens in 
the vicinity were ha/ening down with the tide to supply the 
metropolis ; the wajInTien were in their wherries, cleaning and 
mopping them ou ^ ready for their fares ; the smoke of the 
chimneys ascendey in a straight line to heaven ; and the 
distant chirping of the birds in the trees added to the hilarity 
and lightness of «art with which I now commenced my career 
as an apprentice.^ 

I was forwa^ looking down the river, when Marahles 
called me to take the helm, while they went to breakfast. He 
commenced giving me instructions ; but I cut them short by 
proving to him that I knew the river as well as he did. 
Pleased at the information, he joined Fleming, who was pre- 
jparing the breakfast in the cabin, and I was left on the deck 
ty myself There, as we glided by every object which for 
years I had not seen, but which was immediately recognised, 
and welcomed as an old friend, with what rapidity did former 
scenes c^nected with them flash into my memory I There 
was the inn at the water-side, where my father used to replenish 
the stone bottle ; it was just where the barge now was, 
that I had hooked and pulled up the kigest chub I had ever 
caught, Now I arrived at the spot where we had run foul 
another ci^..; and my father, with hit pipe in his tnouth« and 
‘ Take M oodily/ which so exasperS^ti^ other 
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stood as alive before Here— yes, it was here— exactly 

here where we anchored o|i that fatal night, when I was left 

an orphan— it was here tha% my father disappeared ; and, as 
I looked down at the watel I almost thought I could |>er- 
ceive it again close over him, ^ it eddied by ; and it was here 
that the black smoke— Th^ whole scene came fresh to my 
memory, my eyes filled with tcifrs, and, for a little while, I 
could not see to steer. But I Woon recovered myself ? the 
freshness of the air, the bright sky overhead, the busy scene 
before me, and the necessity of mending to my duty, chased 
away my painful remembrances ; and when I had passed the 
spot, I was again cheerful and content. 

In half an hour I had shot Putney Bridge, and was sweeps 
ing clear of the shallows on the reach below, when Mambles 
and Fleming came up ‘ How H exclaimed Mambles j ‘have 
we passed the bridge ? Why did you n^t call ui ? * 

‘ I have shot it without help man| and many a time,' 
replied I, * when I was but ten years olA Why should I call 
you from your breakfast ? But the tide* are high now, and 
the stream rapid ; you had better get a s\%ep out on the bow, 
or we may tall on the bank.' % 

< Well I ' replied Fleming, with astonisl^nent j * t had no 
idea that he would have been any help to tii; but io much the 
better/ He then spoke in a low tone to Mibfes. 

Marables shook his head. * Don't try i«Fleming j it will 
never do/ 

* So you said once about yourself,' replied Fleming, with a 
laugh. 

* I did — I did I ' replied Mambles, clenching both hti ham!*, 
which at the time were crossed on his breast^ with a look of 
painful emotion j * but I say again, don't try it j nay, 1 my 
more, you not/ 

< Shall not,' replied Fleming, haughtily. 

* Yes,' replied Marmbki, coolly } *I say shall not, and III 
stand by my words* Now, Jacob, give me the helm, and gel 
your breakfast' 


I gave up the helm to Mambki, and was about to enter 
the cabin, when Fleming caught me by the arm, and 
me round. ^ I ^y, my joker, we may juit m well b^jo as wt 
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cabin by day or night, PlI break every bone in your body. 
Your berth is forward ; and as for your meals, you may either 
take them down there, or you may cat them cm deck.’ 

From what I had already witnessed, I knew that, for some 
reason or another, Fleming had the control over Marables ; 
nevertheless I replied, Mf Mr. Marables says it is to In so, 
well and good j but he has charge of this bargeP Marables 
made no reply ; he coloured up, seemed very much annoyed, 
and then looked up at the sky. 

‘You’ll find/ continued Fleming, addressing me in a low 
voice, ‘that I command here— so be wise. Perhaps the clay 
may come when you may walk in and out of the cabin as yc^u 
please, but that depends upon yourself. By and by, when 
we know more of each other- — 

‘ Never, Fleming, never 1 ’ interrupted Mambki, in a hrm 
and loud tone. * It sAaU not bcP 

Fleming muttered what I could not hear, and, folttg into 
the cabin, brought me out my breakfait, which I desfMtchi^ 
with good appetite ; and noon afterwards I offered to lake the 
helm ; which offer was accepted by Marablc% who retired lo 
the cabin with Fleming, where I heard them converse for a 
long while in a low tone. 

The tide was about three^quarten ebb, when the Imrgt 
arrived abreast of Millbank. Marables came on deck, and 
taking the helm, desired me to go forward and see the anchor 
clear for letting go. 

‘ Anchor clear I * said I, * why, w© have a good hour mom 
before we meet the flood.' 

^ I know that, Jacob, as well m you do } we shall not 
go hrthtr to-night. Be smart, and tee alt dear.* 

<I went forward, and when the anchor and cable were 
ready, we let it go, and swung to the mrmm. I thought, at 
the time, that this wm not making the b^i of our way, as in 
duty bound to our master 5 but as I was n^ awam of what 
Marables* orders might be, I held my tongue. Whither 
Fleming thought that it was nec^miy to blind me, or whether 
it was true they were only obeying thdr orders, he said 
to Marables in my hearing, * Will you go on shofe and give 
the letters to Mr. Drummond's cmt^pondimt, or ^all I go 
for you ?* 

‘You had better g<^* mplM Mmbtei, mi 
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shortly after they went to dinner in the cabin, Fleming bring- 
ing me mine out on deck. 

The flood tide now made, and we rode to the stream. 
Having nothing to do, and Marables as well as Fleming 
appearing to avoid me, I brought the Domine’s Latin Testament, 
and amused myself with reading it About a quarter of an 
hour before dusk, Fleming made his appearance to go on shore. 
He was genteelly, I may say fashionably, dressed in a suit of 
black, with a white neckcloth. At first I did not recognise 
him, so surprised was I at his alteration ; and my thoughts, as 
soon as my suspense was over, naturally turned upon the 
singularity of a man who worked in a batge under another, 
now assuming the dress and appearance of a gentleman. 
Marables hauled up the little skiff which lay astern. Fleming 
jumped in and shoved off. I watched him till I perceived 
him land at the stairs, and then turned round to Marables ; 

‘ I can’t understand all this,’ observed L 

‘ I don’t suppose you can,’ replied Marables : * but still 
I could explain it, if you will promise me faithfully not to say 
aiword about it.’ 

‘I will make that promise, if you satisfy me that all is 
right,’ answered I. 

‘As to all being right, Jacob, that’s as may be; but if I 
prove to you that there is no harm done to our master, I 
suppose you will keep the secret. However, I must not ^ow 
you to think worse of it than it really is j no, PIl trust to your 
good nature. You wouldn’t harm me, Jacob ? ’ Marables 
then told me that Fleming had once been well to do in the 
world, and during the long illness and subsequent death of 
Marables’ wife, had lent him money ; that Fleming had been 
very imprudent, and had run up a great many debts, and that 
the bailiffs were after him. On this emergency he had applied 
to Marables to help him, and that, in consequence, he had 
received him on board of the barge, where they never would 
think of looking for him; that Fleming had friends, and 
contrived, to go on shore at night to see them, and get what 
assistance he could from them in money: in the me^time, 
his relations were trying what they could do to axranire with 
his creditors, ‘Now/ said Mambles, af^er this natation, 

‘ how could I help assisting one who has been so kind to me ? 
And what harni does it do Mr. Drummond ? If flmnng can’t 
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do his work, or won*t, when we unload, he fmys another man 
himself; so Mr. Drummond is not hurt by it/ 

‘That may be all true/ replied I ; ‘but I cannot imagine 
why I am not to enter the cabin, and why he orders alxiut 
here as master/ 

‘Why, you see, Jacob, I owe him money, and lie allows 
me so much per week for the cabin, by which means I shall 
pay it off. Do you understand now ? ’ 

‘Yes, I understand what you have said/ replied L 
‘Well, then, Jacob, I hope you’ll say nothing about it. h 
would only harm me, and do no good/ 

‘That depends upon Fleming’s behaviour towards me/ 
replied 1. ‘ I will not be bullied and made uncomfortable by 

him, depend upon it ; he has no business on board the barge, 
that’s clear, and I am bound ’prentice to her, I don’t with to 
hurt you ; and as I suppose Fleming won’t be long on board, 
I shall say nothing, unless he treats me ill/ 

Marables then left me, and I rejected U|K»n what he had 
said. It appeared all very prolmble j hut still I was not 
satisfied. I resolved to wealth narrowly, and if anything 
occurred which excited more suspicioni, to inform Mr. 
Drummond upon our return. Shortly afterwards Marablet 
came out again, and told me I might go to bed, and he would 
keep the deck till Fleming’s return. I asiented, and went 
down to the cuddy ; but I did not much like this fjermission. 
It appeared to me as if he wanted to get rid of me, and I 
ky awake, turning over in my mind all that 1 had heard and 
seen. Alx)ut two o’clock in the morning I heard the sound of 
oars, and the skiff strike the side of the I did not go 

up, but I put my head up the scuttle to see what was going 
on. It was broad moonlight, and almost as clear as day, 
Fleming threw up the jointer of the skiff to Mambles, and, ai 
he held it, lifted out of the b^t a blue bag, apparently well 
filled. The contents jingled m it was landed on the deck. 
He then put out a yellow silk handkerchief Ml of sornething 
else, and havinf pined the deck, Marables walk^ aft with 
the iminter in hk hand until the sHff had dropped astern, 
where he made It fast, and returned to Fleming, who sio^, 
dO'Se to the blue I heard Flemir^ ask Mambl^ Itt'w* 
hv voice, if I were in bed, and aa enswer fiven in the nAtnna. 
dva. I dropped my bend imffi«iktely that 1 m^ht sM be 
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discovered, and turned into my bed-place. I was restless for 
a long while ; thought upon thought, surmise upon surmise, 
conjecture upon conjecture, and doubt upon doubt, occupied 
my brain, until at last I went fast asleep — -so fast, that I did 
not wake until summoned by Fleming. I rose, and when I 
came on deck, found that the anchor had been weighed more 
than two hours, and that we were past all the bridges. ‘ Why, 
Jacob, my man, you’ve had a famous nap,’ said Fleming, with 
apparent good-humour ; ‘ now go aft, and get your !>reakfa8t, 
it has been waiting for you this half-hour.’ By the manner of 
Fleming, I took it for granted that Marables had acquainted 
him with our conversation, and indeed, from that time, during 
our whole trip, Fleming treated me with kindness and 
familiarity. The veto had not, however, been taken off the 
cabin, which I never attempted to enter. 


CHAPTER VII 

The mystery becomes more and more interesting, and I determine to 
find it out— Prying after things locked up, I am lock«! up mywstf— 
Fleming proves to me that his advice was good when ho recammanded 
me to learn to swim. 


On our arrival off the Medway, I had just gone down to bed, 
and was undressing, when I heard Fleming come on deck 
and haul up the boat. I looked up the hatchway ; it was very 
dark, but I could perceive Marables hand him the bag and 
handkerchief, with which he pulled on shore. He did not 


; ; until the next morning at daylight, when I met him m he 
wp the side. ‘ Well, Jacob,’ said he, ‘ you’ve caught me. 
on shore to see my sweetheart ; but you boys ought 
to know: riiothing about these things. Make the b^t fast, 
/ ; there’s a good lad.’ 

When we were one night discharging our cargo, which was 
for goy^ment, I heard voices alongside. From habit, the least 
noise npwawke jne: a boat striking the side was certain so 

about twelve o’clock. I looked up the 
^ come on board and enter the 



Th&ytmsilntd there about tm minutes, 
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and then, escorted to the side by Fleming, left the barge. 
When the barge was cleared, we haulcil off to return, and in 
three days were again alongside of Mr. l)rummond*s whatf. 
The kindness both of Marables and of Fleming had been very 
great. They lived in a style very sui^erior to what they could 
be expected to do, and I fared well in consequence 

On our arrival at the wharf, Mambles came up to me, and 
said, ‘ Now, Jacob, as I have honestly told you the teemt, I 
hope you won^t ruin me by saying a word to Mr. Drummond.* 
I had before made up my mind to say nothing to my maiter 
until my suspicions were confirmed, and I therefor© gave my 
promise ; but I had also resolved to impart my suspicioni, m 
well as what I had seen, to the old Domine. On the third 
day after our arrival 1 walked out to the school, and acquainted 
him with all timt had passed, and asked him for hit advice, 

‘Jacob,* said he, Hhou hast done well, but thou mightest 
have done better ; hadst thou not given thy promise, which It 
sacred, I would have taken thee to Mr. Drummond, that thou 
mightest impart the whole, instanter. I like it not Evil 
deeds are done in darkness. Nmkm pieces ftmdBui 
objic$ nubmt. Still, as thou sayest, nought is yet proved. 
Watch, therefore, Jacob— « watch carefully over thy master^i 
interests, and the interests of society at large. It is thy duty, I 
may say, Vigilan nmiisqm di^sqm* It may be as M ambits 
hath said— and all may be accounted for ; still, I say, be cam* 
ful, and be honest* 

I followed the suggestions of the Doiniti© : wt were socm 
laden with another caigo of bricks, to be deliverdl at lbs mmi» 
place, and proceeded on our voyage. MamblM Fliming, 
finding that I had not naid a word to Mr. Drtmmn^d, timted 
me with every kiadriMs. Fleming mm t^eired me money, 
which I refused, saying that I had no mm for It I was on the 
best terms with the^ at the same time dmt I took notice of 
all that pss^ widbout c^ering a remark to excite their 
suspicions. But not to too p^lbc, it wilt tufilce to say, 
that we made mmy tri|^ during .sewm! moniht, and thk 
during that i made the followfng obse-rmtioni tibid 
flemlng went on thme at niiht certain plaoet, takliif 
him bags and bundles i that he g entmlly with 

which were taken Into the caWa ; tbit peo|^ OHme 

off at ’night, and remain^ smne ttoe In the wi& tos t 
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and that all this took place when it was supposed that I was 
asleep. The cabin was invariably locked when the barge was 
lying at the wharfs, if Fleming was on shore, and at no time 
was I permitted to enter it. Marables was a complete cipher 
in Fleming’s hands, who ordered everything as he piea.sed ; 
and, in the conversations which took place before me, with 
much less restraint than at first, there appeared to be no idea 
of Fleming’s leaving us. As I felt convinced that there was 
no chance of discovery without further efforts on my part, and 
my suspicions increasing daily, I resolved upon running some 
hazard. My chief wish was to get into the cabin and examine 
its contents ; but this was not easy, and would, in all 
probability, be a dangerous attempt. One night I came on 
deck in my shirt. We were at anchor off Rotherhithe : it was 
a dark night, with a drizzling rain. I was hastening below, 
when I perceived a light still burning in the cabin, and heard 
the voices of Marables and Fleming. I thought this a good 
opportunity, and having no shoes, walked softly on the wet 
deck to the cabin-door, which opened forward, and peeped 
through the crevices. Marables and Fleming were sitting 
opposite each other, at the little table* There were some 
papers before them, and they were dividing some money. 
Marables expostulated at his share not being sufficient, and 
Fleming laughed and told him he had earned no more. 
Fearful of being discovered, I made a silent retreat, and gained 
my bed. It was well that I had made the resolution ; for just 
as I was putting my head below the hatch, and drawing it over 
the scuttle, the door was thrown open, and Fleming came out. 
I pondered over this circumstance, and the remark of Fleming, 
that Marables had not earned any more, and I felt convinced 
that the story told me by Marables relative to Fleming was all 
ials^ This conviction stimulated me more than ever to 
discover the secret, and many and many a night did I watch, 
with a hope of being able to examine the cabin ; but it was to 
no pui^ose^ either Fleming or Marables was always on board. 
I continued to report to the Domine all I had discovered, and 
he agreed at last, that it was better that I should not say any- 
thing to Mr. Drummond until there was the fulkst proof of the 
nature of their proceedings. 

The cabin was now the sole object of my thoughts, and 
many were ^ke schemes resolved in my mind to obtain an 
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entrance. Fatiitia never coveted admission to the dreadful 
chamber of Bluebeard, as I did to ascertain the secrets of this 
hidden receptacle. One night Fleming had cjuitted the barge, 
and I ascended from my dormitory. IV! arables was on deck, 
sitting upon the water cask, with his ellww resting on the 
gunwale, his hand supporting his head, as if in deep 
thought The cabin doors were closed, but the light still 
remained in it. I watched for some time, and perceiving that 
Marables did not move, walked gently up to him. He w»ai 
fast asleep ; I waited for some little time alongiide of him. 
At last he snored, it was an opportunity not to be lost. I 
crept to the cabin door j it was not lock^. Although I did 
not fear the wrath of arables, in case of discovery, at I did 
that of Fleming, it was still with a beating heart and a 
tremulous hand that I gently opened the door, pttuiing Mom 
I entered, to ascertain if Marablei were disturb^. He moved 
not, and i entered, closing the door after me. I caught up 
the light, and held il in my hand, as I hung over the table. 
On each side were the two Ijecb places of hi arables and 
Fleming, which I had before then had many a jmrtial glimpse 
of. In front of the l>ed»placci were two lockers, to sit down 
upon. I tried them«--they were not fast- they contained their 
clothes. At the after pan of the cabin were three cupbtmrdi ; 
I opened the centre one, it contained crockery, gluts, md 
knives and forks. I tried the one on the siarbimrcl side | it 
was locked, but the key was in it. I turned it gently, but 
being a good lock, it snapped loud. I |muied in fmr— but 
Marables still slept. The cuplxurd had three ihelvti, and 
every shelf was loaded with silver spoons, foi^ and every 
vatiety of plate, mixed with watches, bmcelett, and omamenii 
of every descdption. There was, I perceived, a label on each, 
with a peculiar nmrk. Wishing to have an accurate survey, 
and encoumged by my discovery, I turned to the cupboard 
opposite, cm the krbwd side, and I open^ it It contained 
silk handkerchiefs in every variety, lace veil% and various other 
articles of t^lue ; m the lower shelf w%m laid three j^irs of 
l^tols. I ims now satisied, and doting the Imt cupbo^i^ 
which had not hma locked, wm abmit to retimt, when 1 
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Marables start from his slumber on deck ; in a moment I blew 
out the lamp, and remained quiet. Marables got up, took a 
turn or two, looked at the cabin doors, which were shut, and 
opened them a little. Perceiving that the lamp had, as he 
thought, gone out, he shut them again, and to my consternation, 
turned the key. There I was, locked up, until the arrival of 
Fleming — then to be left to his mercy. I hardly knew how to 
act : at last I resolved upon calling to Marables, as I dreaded 
his anger less than Fleming’s. Then it occurred to me that 
Marables might come in, feel for the lamp to relight it, and, 
that as he came in on one side of the cabin, I might, in the 
dark, escape by the other. This all but forlorn hope prevented 
me for some time from applying to him. At last I made up 
my mind that I would, and ran from the locker to call through 
the door, when I heard the sound of oars. I paused again — 
loitered — the boat was alongside, and I heard Fleming jump 
upon the deck. 

‘ Quick,’ said he to Marables, as he came to the cabin door, 
and tried to open it j ‘ we’ve no time to lose— *we must get up 
the sacks, and sink everything. Two of them have ’peached, 
and the fence will be discovered.’ 

He took the key from Marables, and opened the door ; I 
had replaced the lamp upon the table. Fleming entered, took 
a seat on the locker on the larboard side, and felt for the lamp. 
Marables followed him, and sat down on the starboard locker } 
— escape was impossible. With a throbbing heart I sat in 
silence, watching my fate. In the meantime Fleming had 
taken out of his pocket his phosphorus match-box. I heard 
the tin top pulled open — even the slight rustling of the one 
match selected was perceived. Another second it was with- 
from the bottle, and a wild flame of light illumined the 
and discovered me to their view. Staggered at 
m^^app^ the match fell from Fleming’s hand, and all 
as before; but there was no more to be gained by 
. ha been discovered.* 

. - ‘ JaGQ& l ’ cried Marables. 

‘ WrS' nbt Hve to tell the tale,’ added Flemmg, with a firm 
voice, as he . pat another match into the bottle, and then re- 
lighted the said Fleming, ‘<^t of 

, . . : cabin 

.■ I pr^kred ^-^ey him. Flemir^ went out, and I vm 

i "ik . 6o 
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following him round his side of the Lible* when Mambks 
interposed. 

< Stop : Fleming, what as it that you mean to do ? * 

* Silence him ! * retorted Fleming* 

‘But not murder ham, surely?* cried Mambles, trembling 
from head to foot* * You will not, dare not, do that** 

‘What is it that I dare not do, Mariibles? but it is uwleii 
to talk ; it is now his life or mine. One must be sacrificed, 
and I will not die yet to please him.' 

‘ You shall not»— by God, Fleming, you shall not I * cried 
Mambles, seisting hold of iny other arm, and holding me 
tight. 

I added my resistance to that dt Mambles t when Fleming, 
perceiving that we should be masters, look a pistol from hit 
pocket, and struck Mambles a blow on the head, which 
rendered him senseless. Throwing away the pistol, he 
dragged me out of the cabin. I was strong, but he was very 
powerful ; my resistance availed me nothing t by d^grtes he 
forced me to the side of the ^rge, and, lifting me up in his 
arms, dashed me into ^ the dark and rapidly*fiowtng water. It 
was fortunate for me that the threat of Fleming, upon our irtt 
meeting, had induced me to practise iwimmmg, and still more 
fortunate that I was not encumbered with any other elothw 
than my shirt, in which I had come on deck. As it was, ! 
was carried away by the tide for some time before I could rise, 
and at such a diitanca that Fleming, who preba^y 'waldbed, 
did not perceive that I came up again. Still, 1 had bmi little 
hopes of saving myself in a dark night, and at mm^f a qmirter 
of a mile from shore. I struggled to k^ m^lf whm 
I heard the sound of oars i a second or two more, and I saw 
thm or&t my hMd. I pmsped at and the iasi^ m the 
otlum pa^fd me, cryiiif * Help ! ' 

* What the devil I Oaf% my I here's somebody over* 
bwd,' criM the man wtime oar I hud selred. 

They sloppy pilling | he dm^ed in hit mt till he 
ky hold of and then they me Into the boat. I 

was exhausted with cold mid my eneifelk ilruprl«i in lbs 
water; and It was not until they had wmpp^ me up fai a 
greatcoat, and poured mm% spirits down my ibim^ lluit I 
could sp^k Ibey inquired re whidh of the citft I 

*Th^jP0/fy barge.' 
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‘The very one we are searching for. Where about is slie» 
my lad ? ^ 

I directed them ; the boat was a large wherr>% pulling six 
oars, belonging to the River Police* The oBicer in the stem 
sheets, who steered her, then saki, * How came you over- 
board ? ' 

*I was thrown overboaitl/ replied I, *by a man called 
Fleming^ 

‘ The name he goes by,* cried the officer. * Give way, my 
lads. There*s murder, it appears, as well as other charges.* 

In a quarter of an hour we were alongitde ; the officer and 
four men sprang out of the boat, leaving the other two, with 
directions for me to remain in the boat. Cold and miserable 
as I was, I was too much interested in the scene not to rise 
up from the stern sheets, and aiteniion to what pasicd. 
When the officer and hit men gat net] the deck, they ware met 
by Fleming in the advance, and Marables about a j^rd, or two 
behind 

‘ What*s all this ? * cried Fleming, boldly. * Am you river 
pirates, come to plunder m ? * 

‘ Not exactly,* replied the officer ; * but wa arc Just come to 
overhaul you. Deliver up the key of your cabin,* continued 
he, after trying the door, and finding it locked 

* With all my heart, if you prove yaurMilvei tulhoHftd to 
search,* replied Fleming ; * but youll find no iinuggled ipirlti 
here, I can tell ymi. Marabki, hgnd them the keyi I see 
that they belong to the river guard,* 

Marables, who had never spoken, handed the key to the 
ofi<^, who, opening a dark lanthorn, went down Into the 
cabin and proc®^<^ In hit search, Imvlng two of the men to 
take charge of Fleming and Mamblet. But bis i^i^h was 
b vain | he could &M nolhiiifi and he came mit on the 
deck* 

‘Well,* ^d Fleming, mraiitiailly, *have you made a 
.seiane?* 

‘Walt a laid the oftmi ‘how many men have ymi 
in this barge?* 

* You see th^* leplW Fleming. 

‘Yes ; but you have a ^y t where it he ? * 

‘We have no boy,* Ftoming j ‘two mm art qulm 

cncmgh for this craft** 
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‘ Still I ask you, wliat has become of the boy ? for a boy 
was on your decks this afternoon.’ 

< If there was one, I presume he has gone on shore again.’ 

‘ Answer me another question : which of you threw him 
overboard ? ’ 

At this query of the officer, Fleming started, while Marables 
cried out, ‘ It was not I ; I would have saved him. Oh that 
the boy were here to prove it 1 ’ 

. ‘ I am he^e^ Marables,’ said I, coming on the deck, * and 1 
witness tmt you tried to save me, until you were struck 
Senseless by that ruffian Fleming, who threw me overboard, 
that I might not give evidence as to the silver and gold which 
I found in the cabin; and which I overheard him tell you 
must be put into sacks and sunk, as two of the men had 
’peached.’ 

Fleming, when he saw me, turned round, as if not to look 
at me. His face I could not see ; but afler remaining a few 
seconds in that position, he held out his hands in silence for 
the handcuffs, which the officer had already taken out of his 
pocket. Marables, on the contrary, sprang forward as soon 
as I had finished speaking, and caught me in his arms, 

‘ My fine, honest boy 1 I thank God-— I thank God ! All 
that he has said is true, sir. You will find the goods sunk 
astemj and the buoy-rope to them fastened to the lower pintle 
of the rudder. Jacob, thank God, you are safe ; I little 
thought to see you again. There, sir,’ continued he to the 
officer, holding out his hands, deserve it all I had not 
strength of mind enough to be honest’ 

, The handcuffs were put on Marables as well as on Fleming, 
and the officer, allowing me time to go down and put on my 
; ‘ ido hauled up the sacks containing the mluables, and 
two hands in charge of the barge, rowed ashore with 
V ^ boat It was then about three o’clock b the 

I was very glad when we arrived at the receiving 
" hofe^ permitted to warm myself before the fire. 

As ^soon: as i was comfortable, I lay doTO on a beach and fell 
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CHAPTER VIII 

More of the ups find downs of life— 4 ‘p l»rfiirr the muipsimtes, then down 
the river again in the lighter -Ihe ’loins A light heart iiiwn two 
sticks-- Receive my first lessons in singing — Owr lighter well nwfined 
with two boys and a fraction. 

I DID not awake the next monnng till rowsed by the fwlke» 
who brought m up before the magistrates. The rrowd that 
followed appeared to make no distinction between the pritoners 
and the witness^ and remarki not very crompltinenlary, and 
to me very annoying, were hl>erally made. ‘ He*i a young 
hand for such work/ cried one. * There's giillow s marked in 
his face,’' observed another, to whom, wdmn I turned round 
to look at him, I ceniiinly could have retumecl the compli- 
ment The station was not far from the magistrates* office, 
and we soon arrived. The prim ipal officer wtoi inio the 
inner room, and comnninicated with the magistrates before 
they came out and took their seati on the french. 

< Where is Jacob Faithful? My lad, do ymi know tha 
nature of an oath ? * 

I answered in the iiffmnative j the oath was admlniitered^ 
and my evidence taken down. It wm tiien renil over tci the 
prisoners, who were asked if they had anything iti my in 
their defence. Fleming, who had sent for his lawyer, wm 
advised to make no answer. Marablea c|uietly replied, that 
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very significant of what my chance would be, if ever I fell 

We W detain you, my lad,’ observed one of the magis- 
trates, ‘without you can procure a sufficient bail for your 

anoearance as witness on the trial.’ 

I replied that I knew of no one, except my master Mr. 
Drummond, and my schoolmaster; and had no means of 

letting them know of my situation. 

The magistrate then directed the officer to go down by 
the first Brentford coach, acquaint Mr. Drummond with what 
had passed, and that the lighter would renaain in charge of 
the river police, until he could send bands on board of her ; 
and I was allowed to sit down on a bench behind the bar, 
It was not until past noon that Mr. Drummond, accompanied 
by the Doniine, made his appearance. To save time, the 
magistrates gave them my deposition to read \ they put in 
bail, and I was permitted to leave the court. We went down 
by the coach, but, as they went inside and I was out, I had 
not many questions asked until my arrival at Mr, Drummond s 
house, when I gave them a detailed account of all that had 

happened. 

< Proh 1 Deus I ’ exclaimed the Domine, when I had nnisr^d 
my story. ‘What an escape I How narrowly, as Propertius 
hath it femininely, “ Enpitur nobis jampndem cants pusr:^ 
Well was it, that thou hadst learnt to swim— verily thou must 
have strugged lustily. “ Pugnai in adversas ire nataior aquas^^^ 
yea, lustily for thy life, child. Now, God be praised ! ^ 

But Mr. Drummond was anxious that the lighter should 
be brought back to the wharf; he therefore gave me my 
dinner, for I had eaten nothing that day, and then despatched 
; me in a boat with two men, to bring her up the river. The 
next morning we arrived ; and, Mr. Drummond not having 
yet selected any other person to take her in charge, I was 
again some days on shore, dividing my time between the 
Domine and Mr. Drummond’s, where I was always kindly 
treated, not only by him, but also by his wife, and his little 
daughter Sarah. 

A master for the lighter was soon found ; and as I pas^ 
a considerable time under his orders, I must describe him 
.particularly. He had served the best part of his life on board 
a man-6f-wary had bee^ in many general and single actt<ms> 
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and, at the battle of Trafalgar, had wound up his icrvitude 
with the loss of both his kgs, and an oui«penslon from Green« 
wich Hospital, which he preferred to being received upon 
the establishment, ai he had a wife and child ; since that 
time he had worked on the river. He was very active, and 
broad-shouldered, and had probably, before he lost his legs, 
been a man of at least five feet eleven or %m feel high ; but, 
as he found that he could keep his balance better upon short 
stumps than long ones, he had reduced his wocKkit kgs to 
about eight inches in length, which, with his square body, 
gave him the appearance of a huge dwarf. He bore, and I 
will say most deservedly, an excellent chameter. His temper 
was always cheerful, and he was a little inclined to drink ; 
but the principal feature in him was lightneii of heart ; he 
was always singing. Hit voice was very fine and powerful. 
When in the service, he used to be summoned to sing to the 
captain and officers, and was the delight of the forecaitk. 
His memory was retentive, and his stock of iongi incredible j 
at the same time, he seldom or never mng more than one or 
two stanzas of a song in the way of quotation, or if apt to 
what was going on, often altering the words to suit the 
occasion. He was accompanied by his mn Tom, a kd of 
my own age, as merry as his father, and who had a good 
treble voice and a great deal of humour i he would often take 
the song up from hts father, with words of his own pulling 
in, with ready wit and good tune. Wa three compoied the 
crew of the lighter j and, as there had already been consider- 
able loss from demurrage, were emterki^ as soon m they 
arrived. The name of the father was Tom Bentley, but he 
was always known on the river m *old or, m some 

more learned wag had christened him, * the Mmmm m iw0 
siicis*^ As soon as we had put our Imps on board, as old 


firom the wharf. The wind was favourable. Young Tom 
was as active as a monkey, and as fbl! of tricks. His kther 
took the helm, while we twe^ assisted by a dog of the smidl 
Newfoundland breed, which Tom had taught to tal^ a 
in his teeth, and be of no small service to two boys in bowi* 
ing on a tackle, made sail upon die lighter, and ^ 
won% while old Tom’s stnun might be h^d imm 
shore* 
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* Loose, loose every sail to the breeze, 

The course of the vessel improve. 

IVe done with the toil of the seas ; 

Ye sailors, Fm bound to my love. 

Tom, you beggar, is the bundle ready for your mother? 
We must drop the skiff, Jacob, at Battersea Reach, and send 
the clothes on shore for the old woman to wash, or therell 
be no clean shirts for Sunday, Shove in your shirts, Jacob, 
the old woman won't mind that. She used to wash for the 
mess. Clap on, both of you, and get another pull at those 
haulyards. That’ll do, my bantams. 

Hoist, hoist, every sail to the brceae, 

Come, shipmates, and join in the song, 

Let’^ drink while the barge cuts the seas, 

To the gale that may drive her along, 

Tom, where’s my pot of tea ? Come, my boy, we must pipe 
to breakfast. Jacob, there’s a rope towing overboard. Now, 
Tom, hand me my tea, and I’ll steer with one hand, drink 
with the other, and as for the legs, the less we say about 
them the better. 

No glory I covet, no riches I want, 

Ambition is nothing to me, 

But one thing I beg of kind Heaven to grant---—’ 

Here Tom’s treble chimed in, handing him the pot, 

* Fbr breakfast a ^od cup of tea, * 

‘ Silence, you sea-cook ! how dare you shove in your penny 
whistle ? How’s tide, Tom ? ’ 

‘Three-quarters ebb.’ 

‘No, it ain’t, you thief ; how is it, Jacob 
‘ About half, I think.’ 

‘ And you’re right.’ 

‘ What water have we down here on the side ? ’ 

‘You must give the point a wide berth,* replied I, *the 
shoal runs out.’ 

‘Thanky, boy, so I thought, but wasn^t sure*: and then 
old Tom burst out in a beautiful air. 

‘ Trust not too much your own opinion, 

When your vessefs under we^h, 
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lyet gocKl aclvire Mill iK^ar fbminbn* 

That’s a ampMB will not itnty,’' 

^ Old Tom, is th.it you ? ’ hallooed a man from another 
barge. 

« Yes ; whales left of me, my hearty/ 

‘Youll not fetch the bridges this tide— there’s a strong 
breeze right up the reaches below/ 

* Never mind, well do all we can* 

If uniisaiBd by or shower. 

Wafted by the gentle galet, 

Let’s not lose the favouring hour, 

While iuceess attends our satis.* 

* Bravo, old Torn ! why don’t the boys get the lines out ? 
for all the fishes are listening to you,’ cried the man, as the 
barges were parted by the wind and tide. 

* i did once belong to a small craft, called the Anm/ 
observed old Tom, * and they my m how the §1017 was, that 
that chap could make the fish follow him just when he pleased. 
I know that when we were in the North Sea, the ihoali of 
seals would follow the ship if you whistled ; but those brutes 
have ears — now fish haven’t got none, 

Oh well do I rememl>€!r that cold dreary land, 

Where the northern Hghl| 

In the winter’s night, 

Shone bright on its snowy strand, 

Jacob, have you finished your breakfttst? Here, take the 
helm, while I and Tom put the craft a little into apple-pie 
order/ 

Old Tom then stumped forward, followed by his son and 
the Newfoundland dog, who appeared to consider himself m 
one of the most usdul personages on board. After colling 
down the ropes, and sweeping the decks, they went into the 
cabin to make their little arrangements. 

*A good lock that, Tom/ orfed the father, turning the key 
of the cupboard. (I recollected it, and that its snapping so 
loud was the ocm^n of my being tos^ overboard) OM 
Tom continm^ : * I say, Tom, you won’t be able t© open that 
cupbtmrd, so I’ll put the sugar and the grog in^ i^ ymi saoiap* 
It goes too fast, when you’re purser’s steward 
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For grog is our larboard and starb<mrd, 

Our main-mast, our mizen, our log, 

On shore, or at sea, or when harbourM, ^ 

The mariner’s compass is grog.’ 

‘ But it ar’n’t a compass to steer steady by, father/ replied 
Tom. 

‘Then don’t you have nothing to do with it, Tom.’ 

‘ I only takes a little, father, because you mayn’t take too 
much.’ 

‘ Thanky for nothing ; when do I ever take too much, you 
scamp ? ’ 

‘ Not too much for a man standing on his own pins, but too 
much for a man on two broomsticks.’ 

‘ Stop your jaw, Mr. Tom, or I’ll unscrew one of the broom- 
sticks, and lay it over your shoulders.’ 

‘Before it’s out of the socket, I’ll give you kg-baiL What 
will you do then, father ? ’ 

‘ Catch you when I can, Tom, as the spider takes the fly.’ 

‘ What’s the good o’ that, when you can’t bear malice for 
ten minutes ? ’ 

‘ Very true, Tom ; then thank your stars that you have two 
good legs, and that your poor father has none.’ 

‘ I very often do thank my stars, and that’s the truth of it ; 
but what’s the use of being angry about a drop of rum, or a 
handful of sugar ? ’ 

‘ Because you takes more than your allowance.’ 

‘Well, do you take less, then all will be right* 

‘ And why should I take less, pray ? ’ 

‘ Because you’re only half a man ; you haven’t any legs to 
' provide for, as I have.’ 

,‘Now I tell you, Tom, that’s the very reason why I should 
have more, to comfort my old body for the loss of them.’ 

. ‘ When you lost your legs you lost your ballast, father, and, 
therefore, you mus’n’t carry too much sail, or you’ll topple 
overboard some dark night. If I drink the grog it’s all for 
your good, you see.’ 

‘You’re a dutiful son in that way, at all events; and a 
sweet child,, as far as sugar goes ; but Jacob is to sleep in the 
cabin with me, and you’ll shake your blanket forward.’ 

■ ‘Now that I. cpnsider quite unnatural; why j^rt father 
^dson?’^ ^ 
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« It's not that e)cacily, it% only parting i<in and the grog 
bottle.' 

just as cruel ; why part two such good friends 
‘'Cause, Tom, he's loo strong for you, and floors you some* 
times.' 

‘ Well, but I forgives him ; it's all done in good-humour/ 

‘ Tom, you’re a wag ; but you wag your longue to m 
purpose. Liquor aFn’t good for a boy like you, and it graws 
upon you.’ 

‘ Well, don’t I grow too ? we grow together,* 

‘ You’ll grow faster without it,’ 

‘ I’ve no wish to be a tall man cut short, like you.* 

‘ If I hadn’t been a tall man, my breath would have been 
cut short for ever ; the ball which took my l^s, would have 
cut you right in half.* 

‘And the ball that would take your head off, would whistle 
over mine ; so there we are equal again.* 

‘And there’s the grog, fast,’ replied old Tom, turning the 
key, and putting it into his pocket * That’s a stopper over 
all ; so now we’II go on deck.’ 

I have narrated this conversation, as it will give the reader 
a better idea of Tom, and his way of treating his father. Tom 
was fond of his father, and although mischievous, and too fond 
of drinking when he could obtain liquor, was not disol>edient 
or vicious. We had nearly reached Battersea Fields when they 
returned on deck. 

‘Do you know, Jacob, how the parish of Batiema came 
into possession of those held* ? ’ 

‘No, I do not.’ 

‘ Well, then, I’ll tell you j it was because the Battersea 
people were more humane and charitable than theb* neighbours. 
There was a time when thotus fields were of no value, now 
they’re worth a mint of money, they say. Th^ body of a poor 
de\dl, who was drowned in the river, was washed on shore on 
those banks, and none of the parishes would be at the expense 
of burying it. The Battema people, though they had least 
right to be called upon, wcntid not allow the poor fellow’s 
corpse to be lying on the mud, and they went to the expose. 
Now, when the fields became of value, the othm* parishes were 
ready <mough to claim them ; but the ca^ was tried, and as 
It was pro^ that Battersea had Imried the body, the fields 
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were decided to belong to that parish. So they were well 
paid for their humanity, and they deserved it. Mr. Drum- 
mond says you know the river well, Jacob.^ 

‘ I was born on it.’ 

‘ Yes, so I heard, and all about your father and mother’s 
death. I was telling Tom of it, because he’s too fond of 
dowsing up his jib.^ 

‘Well, father, there’s no occasion to remind Jacob; the 
tear is in his eye already,’ replied Tom, with consideration. 

‘ I wish you never had any other drop in your eye^—hnt 
never mind, Jacob, I didn’t think of what I was saying. Look 
ye, d’ye see that little house with the two chimneys ?— that’s 
mine, and there’s my old woman. I wonder what she’s about 
just now.’ Old Tom paused for a while, with his eyes fixed 
on the object, and then burst out— 

‘I’ve cross’d the wide waters, I’ve trod the lone strand, 

I’ve triumph’d in battle, I’ve lighted the brand ; 

I’ve borne the loud thunder of death o’er the foam, 

Fame, riches, ne’er found them, — yet still found a home. 

Tom, boy, haul up the skiff and paddle on shore with the 
bundle; ask the old woman how she is, and tell her I’m 
hearty.’ Tom was in the boat in a moment, and pulling lustily 
for the shore. ‘That makes me recollect when I returned 
to my mother, a’ter the first three years of my sea service. I 
borrowed the skiff from the skipper* I was in a Greenlandman, 
my first ship, and pulled ashore to my mother’s cottage under 
the cliff. I thought the old soul would have died with joy.’ 
Here old Tom was silent, brushed a tear from his eye, and, as 
usual, commenced a strain, soito voce, 

‘ Why, -what’s that to you, if my eyes I’m a-wiping ? 

A tear is a pleasure, d’ye see, in its way.’ 

‘ How miserable,’ continued he, aftex another pause, * the 
poor thing was when I would go to sea — how she begged and 
prayed — ^boys have no feeling, that’s sartsun. 

0 bairn, dinna leave me, to gang far away, 

O bairn, dinna leave me, ye’re all that I hae, 

Think on a mither, the wind and the ware, 

A mither set on ye, her feet on the grave. 
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However, she got used to it at last, as the woman said, 
when she skinned the eels. Tom’s a good f>oy, Jacob, bat 
not steady, as they say you are. His mother s|>oils him, and 
I can’t bear to be cross to him neither ; for his hean’i in the 
right (place, after all. There’s the old woman shaking her 
dishclout at us as a signal. I wish I had gone on shore 
myself, but I can’t step into those |m|)cr*buiU little boats, 
without my timber toes going through the bottom.* 


CHAPTER IX 

The two Toms take to proiocolling-«-Trmiy of p^c« tailfied between ilie 
belligerent parties— I of songs and supper— The Inrgest minis of 

roast meat upon record, 

Tom then shoved off the skiff. When half-way between the 
lighter and the shore, while hii mother stood watching «i, he 
lay on his oars. ‘ Tom, Tom 1 ’ cried hii motberi shaking 
her fist at him, as he stooped down his head ; * if you do. 
Torn!* 

* Tom, Tom I * cried his father, shaking his fist also j * if 
you dare, Tom 1 * 

But Tom was not within reach of either party ; and he 
dragged a bottle out of the basket which hii mother had 
intrusted to him, and putting it to his mouthy tCM»k a long 
swig. 

* That’s enough, Tom 1 * screamed hb mc^her, from lii© 
shore. 

* That’s too much, you rascal ! * cried his fetber, frmn the 
barge. 

Heither admonition was, however, mlnd^ by Tom, who 
took what he considered his allowance, and then very coolly 
pulled alongside, and handed up the basket and bundle ^ 
dean clothes on deck. Tom then gave the beat’s painter to 
Ms father, who, I perceived, intended to salute him with th« 
end of it, as soon as he came up | but Tom was too knowing 
—he surged the boat ahmd, and was on deck and IbnmnEly 
before his fttther could stump up to him. T^e rnafn hatch 
•wm open, and Toti put that t^^cle between hb &diir and 
hkoself, before he comnswEKied hb parley. 
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‘ What’s the matter, father ? ’ said Tom, smiling, md look- 
ing at me. 

^ Matter, yow scamp I How dare you touch the Ijcntie ?* 

‘ The bottle— the bottle’s there, as good as ever.’ 

‘The grog is what I mean—how dare you drink it 

‘ I was half-way between my mother and you, and to I 
drank success and long life to you both. Ar*jn’t that l«ing a 
very dutiful son ? ’ 

‘ I wish I had my legs back again, you rascal I * 

< You wish you had the gr^ back again, you mean, father. 
You have to choose between— for if you had the grog, you’d 
never keep your legs,’ 

‘ For the matter of drinking the gr^, you scamp, you 
seem determined to stand in my shoes/ 

‘Well, shoes are of no use to you now, father— why 
shouldn’t I ? Why don’t you trust me ? If you hadn’t locked 
the cupboard, I wouldn’t have helped myself/ And Tim, 
whose boot-lace was loose, stooped down to make it fast. 

Old Tom, who was still wroth, thought this a good op- 
portunity, as his son’s head was turned the other way, to 
step over the bricks, with which, m I before said, the lighter 
had been laden level with the main hatchway, and take 
his son by surprise. Tom, who had no idea of his manauvre, 

, would certainly have been captured, but, Ibriunatfly for him, 
one of the upper bricks turned over, and let hii iither’i 
wooden leg down between two of the piles, where it was 
jammed fast. Old Tom attempted to tsuricate hlma^^ tat 
coedd not * Tom, Tom, come here,’ cried h^ * md me 

out/ 

‘Not I,’ replied Tom, coolly. 

‘Jacob, Jacob, come here j Tom, rm mad take the hetei/ 

‘Not I,’ replied Tom. 

‘Jacob, never mind the hdm, she’B drift all right hr a 
minute,’ cried old Tom ; ‘ come and help me.’ 

But I had been so amused with the scene, and having a 
sort of feeling for young Tom, that I declami it Itn possible 
to leave the helm without her going on the tanks. I 
fore remained, wishing to see in what way tiie two Tom 
wold get out of their ni»pective sciup<». 

‘Confound these— I Tom, you scoundreL am I ^ 
sddk here all day ? * 
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‘No, father, I don’t suppose you will I shall help you 
directly.’ 

‘ Well, then, why don’t you do it ? ’ 

‘Because I must come to terms. You don’t think I’d 
help myself to a thrashing, do you ? ’ 

‘ I won’t thrash you, Tom. Shiver my timbers if I do.’ 

‘ They’re in a fair way of being shivered as it is, I think. 
Now, father, we’re both even.’ 

‘ How’s that ?’ 

‘ Why, you clapped a stopper over all on me this morning, 
and now you’ve got one on yourself.’ 

‘Well, then, take off mine and I’ll take off yours.’ 

‘ If I unlock your leg, you’ll unlock the cupboard ? ’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ And you promise me a stiff om after dinner ? ’ 

‘ Yes, yes ,* as stiff as I stand^here,’ 

‘ No, that will be too much, for it would sti me fast I 
only like it about half-and-half, as I took it just now.’ 

Tom, who was aware that his father would adhere to his 
agreement, immediately went to his assistance, and throwing 
out some of the upper bricks, released him from his confine- 
nient. When old Tom was once more on the deck and on 
his legs, he observed, ‘It’s an ill wind that blows nobody 

good. The loss of my legs has been the saving' of you manv 
a time, Mr. Tom.’ 

It was now time to anchor, as we were meeting the flood. 
Tom, who officiated as cook, served up the dinner, which was 
ready ; and we were all very pleasant ; Tom treating his 
father with perfect confidence. As we had not to weigh again 
for some hours, our repast was prolonged, and old Tom, 
having fulfilled his promise to his son, of a stiff om^ took one 
or two himself, and became very garrulous. 

‘Come, spin us a good yam, father; we’ve nothing to do, 
and Jacob will like to hear you.’ 

‘ Well, then, so I will,’ answered he ; ‘ what shall it be 
about ? ’ 


‘Fire and water, of course,’ replied Tom. 

‘Wen, then, I’U teU you something about both, since you 

Md w Majesty’s sarvico through fire, 

and how the offi^r who pressed me went out of it durough 
wa er. I was stiE ’prentice, and wanted about three mrmfh. 
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to sarve my time, when, of coarse, I shmikl no longer tse pro- 
tected from sarcing the king, when the ship I was in Msledi up 
the Baltic with a cargo of bullocks. We had at least two 
hundred on board, tied up on piatfonns on every deck, with 
their heads close to the sides, and all their sterns looking in 
board. They were fat enough when they were shipjied, but 
soon dwindled away i the weather was very had, and the fioor 
creatures rolled against each other, and slipped al>cnii in a 
way that it pitied you to see them. Hcmever, they were stowed 
so thick, that they held one another up, which proved of tervica 
to them in the heavy gales wliich tossed the ship alxHJt like a 
pea in a mttle. We had joined a large convoy, and were 
entering the Sound, when, at usual, it fell calm, and out came 
the Danish gun-boats to attack us. The men*of.war who 
charge of the convoy l>ehaved nobly j but still they were 
becalmed, and many of m were a long way astern. Our ship 
was pretty well up, but she was too for tn-ihore j and the 
Danes made a dash at ui with the hope of making a capture. 
The men*of-war, leeing what the enemy were about, mm boats 
to beat them off j but it was too late to prevent them boarding, 
which they did Not wishing to peep through the barn of the 
gaol at Copenhagen, we left the ship in our boats on one side, 
just as the Danes bcmrded on the other, and pulled towards 
the men-of-waFs armed Ixmts coming to our assistance. The 
men-of-waFs boats pulled right for the ship to mtake her, which 
they did certainly, but not before the enemy had mt ftre to the 
vessel, and had then pulled oft* towards another. Seeing thi% 
the men-of-waFs boats again gave chase to the Dan^, leavliig 
us to extinguish the llamei, which were now ^mting out §om 
and aft, and climbing like iery i^ipenbs up lo the nmiis 
cat-h^lngi. We soon found that it wm Imp^ilble j we 
remained as long as the heat and smoke would permit ui, and 
then we were ©bilged to be ^ I but I shall never foi^et the 
roaring and mmming of the poor animals who were then roasi- 
ing dive. It was a cruel thing df the Danes to fire a vessel 
ftiU of these poor crmtutm S^e had broken loose, and were 
darting up and down the decks goring others, and tumbling 
down the hatchways ; ©then remamid limibllfif , or njlnf lo 
^nui* up a mouthftil frwh air amongst the smoke | 
struggling and bellowing, as the ire caught the vmmi tm m& 
and was grilEng two htmired pmt crmltnts m mm 
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at last shocking, and might have been heard for a mile. We 
did all we could. I cut the throats of a dozen, but they kicked 
and struggled so much, falling down upon, and treading you 
under their feet ; and one lay upon me, and I expected to be 
burnt with them, for it was not until I was helped that I got 
clear of the poor animal. So we stayed as long as we could, 
and then left them to their fate ; and the smell of burnt meat 
as we shoved off, was as horrible as the cries and wailings of 
the poor beasts themselves. The rnen-of-war’s boats returned, 
having chased away the Danes, and very kindly offered us all 
a ship, as we had lost our own, so that you see that by fire I 
was forced into his Majesty's sarvice. Now, the boat which 
took us belonged to one of the frigates who had charge of the 
convoy, and the lieutenant who commanded the boat was a 
swearing, tearing sort of a chap, who lived as if his life was to 
last for ever. After I was taken on board, the captain asked 
me if I would enter, and I thought that I might as well sarve 
the king handsomely, so I volunteered. It’s always the best 
thing to do, when you're taken, and can’t help yourself, for 
you are more trusted than a pressed man who is obstinate. I 
liked the sarvice from the first—the captain was not a par- 
ticular man ; according to some people’s idea of the sarvice, 
she wasn’t in quite man-of-war fashion, but she was a happy 
ship, and the men would have followed and fought for the 
captain to the last drop of their blood. That’s the sort of ship 
for me. I’ve seen cleaner decks, but I never saw merrier 
hearts. The only one of the officers disliked by the men was 
the lieutenant who pressed me ; he had a foul mouth, and no 
discretion ; and as for swearing, it was really terrible to hear 
the words which came out of his mouth. I don’t mind an 
oath rapped out in the heat of the moment, but he invented 
his oaths when he was cool, and let them out in his rage. 
We were returning home, after having seen the convoy safe, 
when we met with a gale of wind in our ti^th, one of the very 
worst I ever fell in with. It had beeir blowing hard from the 
S.W., and then shifted to the N.W., and made a cross sea, 
which was tremendous. Now, the frigate was a very old 
vessel, and a^lthough they had often had her into dock and 
repaired her below, they had taken no notice of her upper 
works, which were as. rotten as a medlar. I think it was 
, bells in the middle watch,, when the wh)td was 
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liowling through the rigging, for we hud no cmvm m her 
^cept a staysail and trytaih when the staymil sheet went, and 
she broached-to afore they could prevent hen The lieutenant 
I spoke of had the watch, and his voice was heard through 
the roaring of the wind, swearing at the mm to haul down 
die staysail, that we might bend on the sheet, and set it right 
again ; when, she having, as i said, broached»io, a wave— ay, a 
wave as high as the maintop almoat—took the frigate right on 
her broadside, and the bulwarkt of the quarte'rdeck being, as 
I said, quite rotten, cut them off clean level with the main 
chains, sweeping them, and guns, and men, all overboard 
together. The mli^n-mait went, but the main-mast held on, 
and I was under its lee at the time, and was saved by cling ing 
on like a nigger, while for a minute I was under the water, 
which carried almost all away with it to leeward* As soon as 
the water passed over me, I looked up and around wi^ 

quite awful ; the quarterdeck was cut off a* with a kiitfe*-«iiot 
a soul led there, that I could see j no man at the whetl-^mistn* 
mast gone— skylights washed away— wavw nmking a climf 
breach, and no defence j k»ali washed away from the quarters 
silent on deck, but plenty of noise below and on the main- 
deck, for the ship wi^ nearly full of water, and all telow were 
hurr^g up in their shirts, thinking that we were going down. 
At la^ the captain crawled up, and clung by the stanchews, 
Mowed by the fi»t lieutenant and the oIRcer*, wtd by 
all was quiet, the ship wiyi cleai^ and the hands wm§ 
turned up to muster under the halMack There i«we 
seven men who did not answer to their had b^m 

summoned to answer for their lives, poem I and there 

was also the swearing lieutenant n^ lo WeU, at 

last we got the hands on deck, mad put her b^re the wind, 
scudding under Mr© poles. At we went ^ to laBmll, 
ih© Wwarit of which will remained, with about sis l»t iff the 
quarterdeck bulwark m «ch iide, we oMerved something 
dialing to the stem kdder, dipping mmj now and thim in^ 
^e sea, as it rose under her counter, and assisted the wind 
m driving her before the pile. We soon made it out to he a 
man, and I went down, slipped a bowling knot over the poor 
Mow, and with some di6l<^ty wc were both hauled up again* 
It proved to be the lieutenant, who had been wariied untW 
ffe© counter, and clung to tM stem ladder, and had tea 
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miraculously been preserved. It was a long while before he 
came to, and he never did any duty the whole week we were 
out, till we got into Yarmouth Roads ; indeed, he hardly ever 
spoke a word to any one, but seemed to be always in serious 
thought. When we arrived, he gave his commission to the 
captain, and went on shore ; went to school again, they say, 
and bore up for a parson^ and for all I know, he^ll preach 
somewhere next Sunday. So you see, water drove him out 
of the service, and fire forced me in, There^s a yarn for you 
Jacob.’ ’ 

‘ I like it very much,’ replied L 

' And now, father, give us a whole song, and none of your 
little bits.’ Old Tom broke out with the < Death of Nelson,’ 
in a style that made the tune and words ring in my ears for 
the whole evening. 

The moon was up before the tide served, and we weighed 
our anchor; old Tom steering, while his son was preparing 
supper, and I remaining forward, keeping a sharp look-out 
that we did not run foul of anything. It was a beautiful 
night ; and as we passed through the several bridges, the city 
appeared as if it were illuminated, from the quantity of gas 
throwing a sort of halo of light over the tops of the buildings 
which occasionally marked out the main streets from the 
general dark mass-old Tom’s voice was still occasionally 

heard, as the scene brought to his remembrance his variety of 
song. 

‘ For the murmur of thy lip, love. 

Comes sweetly unto me, 

As the sound of oars that dip, love. 

At moonlight in the sea.’ 

I never was more delighted than when I heard these 
snatches of different songs poured forth in such melody from 
old Tom’s lips, the notes floating along the water during the 
silence of the night. I turned aft to look at him ; his face 
was directed upwards, looking on the* moon, which glided 
majestically through the heavens, silvering the whole of the 
landscape. The water was smooth as glass, and the rapid 
tide had swept us clear of the ranges of ships in the pool ; 

both banks of the river were clear, when old Tom again 
commenced. 
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* The moon k wpi her silver beam 

Shines lK)wer» and grove, and mountain over, 

A flood of radiance heaven doth seem 
To light thee, maiden, to thy lover. 

Jacob, how does the bluB'-nab bear? on the starboard 
bow?* 

< Yes— broad on the bow; you*d l>etter keep «js half a 
point, the tide sweeps us fast.* 

*■ Very true, Jacob ; look out, and say when Steady it is, 
boy. 

If oVr her orb a cloud should rest, 

*Ti« hut thy cheekk m(t hlush to covKSt % 
lie waits to claup thee to hk breast, 

The moon ii up - go, meet thy lover. 

Tom, what have you got for supper, l>oy? What's that 
fmzing in your frying-pan ? Smells good, anyhow,' 

‘ Yes, and I expect will taste gom! loo. However, you look 
after the moon, father, and leave me and the frying-pan to 
play our parts.’ 

* While I sing mine, I suppose, lK>y. 

The moon is up, round l>csuiyk shrine, 
l/jvek pilgrims l>end at vesper hour, 

Earth breathes u> heaven, and looks divine, 

And lovers* hearts confess her jjower.* 

Old Tom stopped, and the frying pan fmmd on, sending 
forth an odour which, if not grateful to Heaven, wm peculiarly 
so to us mortals, hungry with the fresh air. * How do we go 
now, Jacob ?’ 

* Steady, and ail’s right ; but we shall be met with the 
wind next reach, and had i>ett«r bmil up the mainsail’ 

^Go then, Tom, and help Jacob.’ 

* I can’t leave the father, not if the lighter tumbled 

oveibc^rdi it would bring more tears in my eyes to spoil 
them, now that they are frying so merrily, than they did when 
I was cutting them up. Asides, the liver would m black 
as the bends/ 

‘ Clap the frying-pan down on deck, Tom, and brail the 
sail up with Jaco^ there’s a good boy. You cim It 
anoth^ur shake or two a^^rwardnt 
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Glide on, my bark ; how sweet to rove, 

With such a beaming eye above I 

That’s right, my boys, belay all that ; now to our stations ; 
Jacob on the look-out, Tom to his frying-pan, and I to the 
helm. 

No sound is heard to break the spell, 

Except the wateFs gentle swell ; 

While midnight, like a mimic day. 

Shines on to guide our moonlight way. 

Well, the moon’s a beautiful creature — God bless her 1 How 
often have we longed for her in the dark winter, Channel- 
cruising, when the waves were flying over the Eddystona, and 
trying in their malice to put out the light. I don’t wonder at 
people making songs to the moon, nor at my singing them. 
We’ll anchor when we get down the next reach.’ 

We swept the next reach with the tide, which was now 
slacking fast Our anchor was dropped, and we all went to 
supper, and to bed. I have been particular in describing the 
first day of my being on board with my new shipmates, as it 
may be taken as a sample of our everyday life 5 Tom and his 
father fighting and making friends, cooking, singing, and 
spinning yams; still, I shall have more scenes to describe. 
Our voyage was made, we took in a return cargo, and arrived 
at the proprietor’s wharf, when I found that I could not pro- 
ceed with them the next voyage, as the trial of Fleming and 
Marables was expected to come on in a few days. The lighter, 
therefore, took in another cargo, and sailed without me ; Mr! 
Drummond, as usual, giving me the run of his house. 


CHAPTER X 

I help to hang my late bargemate for his attempt to drown me— One good 
turn deserves another— 7'he subject suddenly dropped, at Newgate -A 
yam m the law line— With due precautions and preparations, the 
jjomine makes his first voyage— to Gravesend. 

% 

It was on the 7th of November, if I recollect rightly, that 
Fleming and Marables were called up to trial at the Old Bailey, 
and I was m the court, with Mr. Drummond and the Domine, 
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soon after ten o^clock. After the jiidj^e had taken hii leaL as 
their trial was first on the list, they were yshered in. They 
were both clean, and well dressed. In Fleming I could 
perceive little difference ; he was pale, but resolute ; hut when 
I looked at Mambles, I wm astonished. Mr. DrumiiKind did 
not at first recognise him ;^--he had fallen away from seventeen 
stone to, at the most, thirteen— hii clothes hung loosely alKiiit 
his ruddy cheeks had vanished— his nose was liecoinc 
sharp, and his full round face had been changed to an oblong. 
Still there remained that natural good-humoured eKpressirm in 
his countenance, and the sweet smile played upon his lips. 
His eyes glanced fearfully round the court-- he felt his dis- 
graceful situation— the colour mounted to his temples and 
forehead, and he then became again jmle m a sheet, cmiting 
down his eyes, as if desirous to see no more. 

After the indictment had been read over, the priioneri wei^ 
asked by the clerk whether they pleaded guilty or not guilty. 
<Not guilty,* replied Fleming, in a bold voice. ‘John 
Marables— guilty or not guilty?* ‘Guilty,* replied Marables 
— ‘guilty, my lord*; and he covered up his face with hb 
hands. 

Fleming was indicted on three counts an assault, with 
intent to murder ; having itolen goods in his posseision ; and 
for a burglary in a dwelling-houie, on such a date ; but I 
understand that they had nearly twenty more charges againit 
him, had these failed. Matmbles was indicted for having bwi 
an accessary to the last charge, as receiver of itolen foodi« 
The counsel for the crown, who opened the trial, stated that 
Fleming, aiias Barkett, alim Wenn, with many more 
had for a long while ^en at the head of the most notorious 
gang of thieves which had infested the metropolis for many 
years ; that justice had long been in search of him, but that he 
had disappeared, and it had been supposed that he had quitt^ 
the kingdom to avoid the penalties of the law, to which he had 
subjected himself by his enormities. It appeared, however, 
that he had taken a step which not only blinded the officers of 
die police, but at the same time had enabled the gang to cariy 
on their depredations with more impunity than ever. Mt had 
;ConceaM himself in a Ughter on tim dvtr, and uppmAng In 
her as one dilig^lly perfomlng hii duty, and eMntng Ms 
kvelihood as an hoa^iU; maUi had ^ such means be^ mthfed 
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even to extend his influence, the number of his associates, and 
his audacious schemes. The principal means of detection in 
cases of burglary was by advertising the goods, and the great 
difficulty on the part of such miscreants was to obtain a ready 
sale for them — the receivers of stolen goods being aware that 
the thieves were at their mercy, and must accept what was 
offered. Now, to obviate these difficulties, Fleming had, as 
we before observed, concealed himself from justice on board of 
a river barge, which was made the receptacle for stolen goods : 
those which had been nefariously obtained at one place, being 
by him and his associates carried up and down the river in the 
craft, and disposed of at a great distance, by which means the 
goods were never brought to light, so as to enable the police to 
recognise or trace them. This system had now been carried 
on with great success for upwards of twelve months, and would, 
in all probability, have not been discovered even now, had it 
not been that a quarrel- as to profits had taken place, which 
had induced two of his associates to give information to the 
officers ; and these two associates had also been permitted to 
turn king's evidence, in a case of burglary, in which Fleming 
was a principal, provided that it was considered necessary. 
But there was a more serious charge against the pri.soncr, — 
that of having attempted the life of a boy, named Jacob 
Faithful, belonging to the lighter, and who, it appeared, had 
suspicions of what was going on, and, in duty to his master, 
had carefully watched the proceedings, and given notice to 
others of what he had discovered from time to time. The lad 
was the chief evidence against the prisoner Fleming, and also 
against Marables, the other prisoner, of whom he could only 
observe, that circumstances would transpire, during the trial, 
in his favour, which he had no doubt would be well considered 
by his lordship. He would not detain the gentlemen of the 
longer, but at once call on his witnesses. 

L was then summoned, again asked the same questions as 
to the nature of an oath, and the judge being satisj^ed with my 
replies, I gave my evidence as before ; the judge, as I 
perceived, ^ carefully examining my previous deposition, to 
ascertain if ^ything I now said was at variance with my 
former asse^tioxis. I was then cross-examined by the connsel 

i T j * j I" mewary in my evidence. 

I did, however, t^e the opportunity, whenever I was able, of 
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sa^^ng all I could in favour of Marablei. At kst^ the counte! 
said 1^® would mk me no more quosiionfi. I was diimkscd ; 
and the police-officer who had locked me up, and olher paniet 
who identified the various property as their own, and the 
manner in which they had been rribl>€^l of it, w^ere examined. 
'The evidence was too clear to admit of doubt. The Jury 
immediately returned a verdict of guilty against Fleming amt 
Marables, but strongly recommended M arables to the mercy 
of the crown. The judge rose, put on his black cap, and 
addressed the primnm m follows. The court was so still, that 
a pin falling might have Imm heard. 

‘You, William Fleming, have been tried fey a jury of your 
countrymen, upon the charge of receiving itokn goods, to 
which you have added the mmt atrocious crime of intended 
murder. You have had a fair and impartial trials and have 
.been fo'und guilty ; and it appe.ari tliat, even had you escaped 
m this instance, other charges equally heavy, and which would 
equally consign you to condign punishment, were in leadineii 
to be preferred against you. Your life hm been one of gullb 
not only in your own person, but also in alsettlng and siimiikting 
others to crime ; and you have wound up your shameful career 
by attempting the life of a fellow<reaiur«'. To hold out to you 
any hope of mercy is impoiiible. Your life k justly forfeltefl 
to the ofifend^ laws of your country ; and your sentence it, 
that you be remove from thli court to the place from whence 
you came, and from thence to the place of execution, there to 
be hanged by the neck till you are dead ; and may God, in 
His infinite goodness, have mercy on your soul I 

‘You, John Marables, have pleaded guilty to the charges 
brought against you ; and it has appeared, during the evidence 
bmught out on the trial, that, although you have been a party 
to these nefarious transactions, you are far from being hardened 
in your guilt/ [‘No, no I* eackimtd Marabies,] believe 
sincerely that you are not, and much regret tliat one who, 
frm the evidence brought forward, appears to have been, 
previously to this unfortunate c^mnection, an honest man, 
should now appear in so disgraceful a situation. A severe 
jmnishment is, however, drnnanded by the vcuce of justice, and 
by that sentence of the kw ym must now be condemned 5 at 
mmt time I trust that m appeal to the rf ymt 

sowe^ wiU n<H; be made In vain.^ 
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^ The judge then passed the sentence upon Marables, the 
prisoners were led out of court, and a new trial commenced j 
while Mr. Drummond and the Domine conducted me home! 
About a week after the trial, Fleming suffered the penalty of 
the law ; while Marables was sentenced to transportation for 
life, which, however, previous to his sailing, was commuted to 
seven years. 

In a few days, the lighter returned. Her arrival was 
announced to me, one fine sunny morning, as I lay in bed, by 
a voice, whose well-known notes poured into my ear, as I was 
half dozing on my pillow. 

‘ Bright are the beams of the morning sky, 

And sweet the dew the red blossoms sip, 

But brighter the glances of dear woman’s eye— 

Tom, you monkey, belay the warp, and throw the fenders 

over the side. Be smart, or old Fuzzle will be growling about 
his red paint. 


And sweet is the dew on her lip.’ 

I jumped out of my little crib, threw open the window, the 
panes of which were crystallised with the frost in the form of 
little trees, and beheld the lighter just made fast to the wharf, 
the sun shining brightly, old Tom’s face as cheerful as the 
morn, and young Tom laughing, jumping about, and blowing 

ms fingers. I was soon dressed, and shaking hands with mv 
bargemates. ^ 

‘ Well, Jacob, how do you like the Old Bailey ? Never was 
in It but once in my life, and never mean to go again if I can 
help It ; that was, when Sam Bowles was tried for his life, but 
my evidence saved him. I’ll tell you how it was. Tom, look 

^ breakfast ; a bowl of tea this cold morning will be 

worth having. Come, jump about’ 

Toi^But I never heard the story of Sam Bowles,’ answered 

I What’s that to you ? I’m telling it to Jacob.’ 

'But I want to hear it_so go on, father. I’U start you. 

r *^Bem as play with iowls may meet with 

mMers. Take care I don’t ru5 down your hide. Off, you 
rinef, and get breakfast.’ ’ ^ 
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< No, I won’t ; if I donH have your you thall have 

no dim/s of tea. Tve made my mind up t«> iliat.’ 

‘ I tell you what, Tom ; I sluili nevrr get any good out of 
you, until I have both ycmr legs ampiuted* I’ve a great mind 
to send for the farrier.’ 

‘Thanky, father; hut I find them very uiefiil* 

‘Well,’ mid I, ‘suppose we put off the story till hreakfiiit- 
time, and I’ll go and help Tom in get it ready,’ 

‘ Be it so, Jacob, I supiwie l*om must have his way, as i 
spoilt him myself. I made him io fond of yarns, so I was a 
fool to be vexed. 

Oh I life in ft river, nml man is the lioftt 
That over its siirfare is desiiaeti m fitmt f 
^ And joy is a cargo m easily itorial, 

That he is a fool who takes sorrow on hsmrd. 

Now ril go on shore to master, and find out what's to be 
done next. Give me my stick, Ixiy, and I shall crawl over 
the planks a little safer. A safe stord must have three kgs, 
you know.’ 

Old Tom then stumped away on shore. In about a quarter 
of an hour he returned, bringing half a doxen red herrings. 
‘ Here, Tom, grill these todgeri. Jacob, who is that tail old 
chap, with such a devil of a cutwater, that I ntet just now with 
master? We are bound for Sheemess this trip, and I’m to 
land him at Greenwich.’ 

‘ What, the Domine ?’ replied I, from old Tom’s description. 

‘ His name did begin with a D, but that wasn’t It’ 

‘Dobbs?’ 

* Yes, that’s nearer ; he’s to be a pissenf er on board of u% 
going down to see a friend who’s very IE. How, Tom, my 
hearty, bring out the crockery, for I wMit a little iniide lining/ 

We all sat down to our breakiiit, and as soon as old Tom 
had finished, his son called for the history of Sam Bowles. 

‘Well, now you shall have it Sam Bowles was a shipmate 
of mine on board df the Greenlmidman i be was one of our best 
harpoonem, and a |^K>d, quiet, honest mesimate, ai ever slung 
a hammock. He was spliced to as pretty a piece of flesh as 
ever w$mi but she wasn’t m g ood as she wi^ pretty. We 
flttbg out for anchor voyage, and his wife had be«n 
living on board vrith him some weeks, for Sam mM deviliih 
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spoony on her, and couldn’t bear her to be out of his sight. 

As we ’spected to sail in a few days, we were filling up 

our complement of men, and fresh hands came on board 
every day. 

‘ One morning, a fine tall fellow, with a tail as thick as a 
hawser, came on board and offered himself ; he was taken by 
the skipper, and went on shore again to get his traps. While 
he was still on deck I went below, and seeing Sam with his 
little wife on his knee playing with his love-locks, I said that 
there was a famous stout and good-looking fellow that we 
should have as a shipmate. Sam’s wife, who, like all women 
was a little curious, put her head up the hatchway to look at 
hirn. She put it down again very quick, as I thought, and 
made some excuse to go forward in the eyes of her, where she 
remained some time, and then, when she came aft, told Sam 
that she would go on shore. Now, as it had been agreed that 
she should remain on board till we were clear of the river Sam 
couldn’t think what the matter was ; but she was positive and 
go away she did, very much to Sam’s astonishment and anger. 
In the evening, Sam went on shore and found her out, and 
what dye think the little Jezebel told him?— why, that one of 
tte men had been rude to her when she went forward, and 
that s why she wouldn’t stay on board. Sam was in a devil of 

but she fondled him, and wouldn’t tell him, because she was 

sem him^in^bo ^ bamboozled him, and 

sent him on board again quite content Well, we remained 

ree ays longer, and then dropped down the river to 

Greenwich, where the captain was to come on board, and we 

were to sail as soon as the wind was fair. Now, this fine tall 

^ow was with us when we dropped down the river, and as 

^ was sitting down on his chest eating a basin o’ soup, the 

ther mM takes out a ’baccy pouch of seal-skin it was a 

very cunous one, made out of the white and spotted part of a 

W belly. «I say, shipmate,” cries £n mS 

er^i^ baccy pouch. Where did you pick it up ? ” 

f^cy'^^e'tS^'poS^^ foJ mi^ ^ 

T<^« ^n’t cool 1 you’d swear a man out of his 

in^Slve T’ ‘‘“‘t >"7 pouch which 

y wue gave me witen: I came back last trip ?** 
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‘ I looked at it, and knew it again, and »id It w«*. The 
6ill fellow deni^ it, and there was a dc% il of a bobbery*. Sam 
called him a thief, and he pitched Sam right down the main 
hatchway among the casks. AAer that there was a regular 
set-to, and Sam was knocked all to shivers, and obliged to 
give in. When the fight was over, I took up Sam's shirt for 
him to put on. “ Th-at’s my shirt,’’ cried the tall fellow. 

“‘That’s Sam’s shirt," replied I ; “ I know it's his." 

‘ “ I tell you it’s mine,” replied the man j “ my Imis gaw 
it to me to put on when 1 got up this morning. The other is 
Hs sliirt/* 

* We looked at the other, and they both Sam*s sfetrli* 
Now when Sam heard thii, he put two md two tofitbtr, and 
Jxxame vety jeidous and uneasy ; be tliought it odd l^t bis 
wife was so anxious to leave the ship when tJiis tail fellow 
came on board; and what with the pouch md the shirt, he 
was puzded* His wife had promised to come down to 
Greenwich and see him offi When we anchored, mm of 
the men went on shore— among others the tall fellow, Sai^ 
whose head was swelled up like a pumpkin, told one of his 
shipmates to say to hit wllfe that he could not come on ih^ 
and that she must come off to him. Well, it was about nint 
(/dock, dark, and all the stars were twinkling, when Sam sayt 
to me, “ Tom, let^s go on shore ; my black cmh be 
in the darL*^ As we hauled up the boat, the second ma^ 
told Sam to take his harpoon iron on shore for him, m haw 
the hole for the backet punched larger. Away we wwt, ai^ 
the first place of murw that Sam went to, was the imm 
where he knew that his wifo pul up at, ai before. He mmt 
upstairs to her room, and I foUoa»ed him. The door was not 
made fast, and in we went There was his little devil of a 
wife, fast asleep in the arms of the tall fellow. Sam 
couldn't command his rage, and having the harpoon inm in 
his hand, he drove it right throt^h the tall fellow’'s body, before 
I could prevent him. It was a dreadful sight i the ntim 
groaned, and Ms bead fell over the side of the b^ Same's 
wife screamed, and made Sam more wroth by throwing herself 
on the man's body, and weepfog over it Sam would have 
pulled out the km to run her through with, but that was 
tr^posslhle. The noise up the people ^ the Itouse, 

and it was so^ ksiown mtmder hM been cmanaltted. 
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The constables came, Sam was thrown into prison, and I went 
on board and told the whole story. Well, we were just about 
to heave up, for we had shipped two more men in place of 
Sam, who was to be tried for his life, and the poor fellow he 
had killed, when a lawyer chap came on board with what they 
call a suppeny for me ; all I know is, that the lawyer pressed 
me into his service, and I lost my voyage. I was taken on 
shore, and well fed till the trial came on. Poor Sam was at 
the bar for murder. The gentleman in his gown and wig 
began his yarn, stating how the late fellow, whose name was 
Will Errol, was with his own wife when Sam harpooned 
him. 

‘ Thaf s a lie I ” cried Sam ; “ he was with my wife.^' 

‘ “ My lord,” said the lawyer, ‘‘ that is not the case ; it was 
his own wife, and here are the marriage certificates.” 

False papers!” roared Sam. ‘‘Here are mine”; and 
he pulled out his tin case, and handed them to the court. 

‘ The judge said that this was not the way to try people, 
and that Sam must hold his tongue ; so the trial went on, and 
at first they had it all their own way. Then our turn came, 
and I was called up to prove what had passed, and I stated 
how the man was with Sam^s wife, and how he, having the 
harpoon iron in his hand, had run it through his body. Then 
they compared the certificates, and it was proved that the little 
Jezebel had married them both ; but she had married Sam 
first, so he had most right to her ; but, fancying the other man 
afterwards, she thought she might as well have two strings to 
her bow. So the judge declared that she was Sam’s wife, and 
that any man, even without the harpoon in his hand, would be 
justified in killing a man whom he found in bed with his own 
irife. So Sam went scot free ; but the judge wouldn’t let oflf 
wife, as she had caused murder by her wicked conduct ; 
he tried her a’terwards for Mggery^ as they call it, and sent her 
over the water for life. Sam never held up his head a’terwards ; 

what with having killed an innocent man, and the ’haviour of 
his wife, he was always down. He went out to the fishery, 
and a whale cut the boat in two with her tail ; Sam was 
stunned, and went down like a stone. So you see the mischief 
brought about by this little Jezebel, who must have two 
husbands, and be d d to her.’ 

‘Well, that’s a good yam, father,’ said Tom, as soon as 
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it was finished. ‘ I was right in saying I would hear it. 
Wasn’t I ? ’ 

<No,’ replied old Tom, putting out his hirge hand, and 
seizing his son by the collar; *and now ymiVc put me in 
mind of it, PIl pay you off for old scores.’ 

‘ Lord love you, father, you don’t owe me anything,’ said 
Tom. 

* Yes, I do ; and now I’ll give you a receipt in full.’ 

‘ 0 Lord I they’ll be drowned,’ screamed Tom, holding 
up both his hands with every symptom of terror. 

Old Tom turned short round to look In the direction, letting 
go his hold. Tom made his escape, and hum out adaugliing. 
I laughed also, and so at last did his father. 

I went on shore, and found that old Tom’s report wm 
correct^ — the Domine was at breakfast with Mr* Drummond. 
The new usher had charge of the boys, and the govemon 
had allowed him a fortnight’s holiday to visit an old friend 
at Greenwich. To save expense, as well as to indulge hit 
curiosity, the old man had obtained a passage down in the 
lighter. ‘Never yet, Jacob, have I put my feet into that 
which fioateth on the watery element,’ observed he to me ; 
‘nor would I now, but that it saveth money, which thou 
knowest well is with me not plentiful. Many dangers I 
pcpect, many perils shall 1 encounter ; such have 1 read of 
in books; and well might Horace exclaim— “ ///^ itjf 

/riplix” with reference to the firat man who ventured 
Still doth Mr. Drummond assure me that the lighter is of 
that strength as to be able to resist the force of the winds 
and waves ; and, confiding in Providence, I intend to v^ture, 
Jacob, “ ^ dumP ’ 

‘Nay, sir,* replied I, laughing at the idea which the 
Domine appeared to have formed of the dangers of river 
navigation, ‘ old Tom is the Zto.* 

‘ Old Tom ; where have I seen that name ? Now I do 
recall to mind that I have seen the same painted in lai^e 
letters upon a cask at the tavern bar of the inn at Brentford | 
but what it did intend to signify, I did not Inquire. WiM 
connection is there ? * 

‘ Ncme,* replM I ; ‘ but I rather fibink they are v«ry good 
Mends. The tide turns In half m hour, sirj $m ready 
to go on board ? * 
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‘Truly am I, and well prepared, having my habiliments 
in a bundle, my umbrella and my greatcoat, as well as my 
spencer for general wear. But where I am to sleep hath not 
yet been made known to me. Peradventure one sleepeth not 
— “ tanto in perictdoP ^ 

‘ Yes, sir, we do. You shall have my berth, and Pil turn 
in with young Tom.' 

^ Hast thou, then, a young Tom as well as an old Tom 
on board ? ' 

‘Yes, sir ; and a dog, also of the name of Tommy.' 

‘Well, then, we will embark, and thou shalt make me 
known to this triad of Thomases. “ Inde Tomos dicius iocus 
esV^ (ClucJt, cluck,) Ovid, I thank thee.' 


CHAPTER XI 

Much learning afloat — Young Tom is very lively upon the dead languages 
—The Domine, after experiencing the wonders of the mighty deep, 
prepares to revel upon lobscouse— Though the man of learning gets 
many songs and some yams from old Tom, he loses the I^est part 
of a tale without knowing it. 

The old Domine's bundle and other paraphernalia being sent 
on board, he took farewell of Mr, Drummond and his family 
in so serious a manner, that I was convinced that he con- 
sidered he was about to enter upon a dangerous adventure, 
and then I led him down to the wharf where the lighter lay 
alongside. It was with some trepidation that he crossed the 

plank, and got on board, when he recovered himself and 
looked round. 

^ ‘Mysarvice to you, old gentleman,' said a voice behind 
me Domine. It was that of old Tom, who had just come 

Domine turned round and perceived 

old Tom. 

This h old Tom, sir,' said I to the Domine, who stared 
with astonishment. 

‘to thou indeed? Jacob, thou didst not tell me that he 
at; ^en of his fair proportions, and I was surprised, 

to thou then Dux?’ continued the Domine, addressing old 
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‘ Yes/ interrupted young Tom, who had come from forward, 
‘he is because he waddks on his short stumps; and 

I won^t say who be goose Eh, father ? ^ 

‘Take care you don^t buy for your impemnce, sir/ 

cried old Tom. 

‘A forward boy/ exclaimed the Domine* 

‘Yes/ replied Tom ; ‘ Pm generally forward^ 

‘Art thou forward in thy learning? Canst thou tell me 
Latin for goose ? ^ 

‘To be sure/ replied Tom ; ‘ BrandyP 

‘Brandy!' exclaimed the Domine. *^lay, Childs it is 
anserJ 

‘Then I was right/ replied Tom. *You had your 
answer P 

‘The boy is apt' {Ciuck^ ciucL) 

‘ He is apt to be devilish saucy, old gentleman ; but never 
mind that, there's no harm in him.* 

‘This, then, is young Tom, I presume, Jacoby* mid the 
Domine, refemng to me. 

‘Yes, sir/ Veplied I. ‘You have seen old Tom, and young 
Tom, and you have only to see Tommy.* 

‘Want to see Tommy, sir?* cried Tom. ‘ Here, Tommy, 
Tommy I * 

But Tommy, who was rather busy with a bone forward, 
did not immediately answer to his call, and the Domine turned 
round to survey the river. The scene was busy, barges amd 
boats passing in every direction, others lying on shore, with 
waggons taking out the coals and other cargom, men at work, 
shouting or laughing with each other. * ** 
as Virgil hath it Grand indeed is tl^ vast tlver. ** IMi^r 
et lakitur in amm mluHlk mmm^ as ^e g entmtlons Of men 
are swept into eternity/ mid the DmAm musing aloud. But 
Tommy had now ma^ his appemnce, and Tom, in his 
mischief, had laid hold of the talt Of the Domtne’s ccmt, and 
shown it to the dog. The dog, aomstomed to selm a rope 
when it was dbown to him, immediately mmd the Domine’s 
coat, making three desperate tugs at It The Domine, who 
was in one of Ws rwodes, and probably bought it was I, 
who wished to direct his att^tion elsewhere, each time waved 
his hand, without burning round, as much as to say— I am 
busy now.* 


n 
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' Haul and hold,’ cried Tom to the dog, splitting his sides 
and the tears running down his cheeks with laughing. Tommy 
made one more desperate tug, carrying away one tail of the 
Domine’s coat; but the Domine perceived it not, he was 
still Hn nubibus^^ while the dog galloped forward with the 
fragment, and Tom chased him to recover it. The Domine 
continued in his reverie, when old Tom burst out--- 


‘ O England, dear England, bright gem of the ocean, 
Thy valleys and fields look ifertile and gay, 

The heart clings to thee with a sacred devotion, 

And memory adores when in far lands away. 


The song gradually called the Domine to his recollection * 
indeed, the strain was so beautiful, that it would have vibrated 
in the ears of a dying man. The Domine gradually turned 
round, and when old Tom had finished, exclaimed, ‘Truly it 
did delight mine ear, and from such — - and,’ continued the 
Domine, looking down upon old Tom— without legs too i ’ 

AVhy, old gentleman, I don’t sing with my answered 
old Tom. 


‘ Nay, good Dux, I am not so deficient as not to be aware 
that a man singeth from the mouth ; yet is thy voice mellifiuous 
sweet as the honey of Hybla, strong-- ^ 

‘As the Latin for goose,’ finished Tom. ‘ Come, father, old 
Dictionary is m the doldrums ; rouse him up with another stave.’ 

1 11 rouse you up with the stave of a cask over your 
shoulders, Mr. Tom. What have you done with the old 
gentleman’s swallow tail ? ’ 

‘Leave me to settle that af&ir, father; I know how to get 
out of a scrape.’ ® 

‘ So you ought, you scamp, considering how many you get 
into; but the craft are swinging and heaving up. Forward 

mere, Jacob,, and sway up the mast ; there’s Tom and Tommy 
to help you.’ ^ 

_ The mast was hoisted up, the sail set, and the lighter in 
the stoam, before the Domine was out of his reverie. 

mn A’'® Domine, talking 

more to himself than to those about him. ® 

bridges. I’ve 

watched a dozen cMps go down one after the other/ * 
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‘A dozen ships J' exclaimed the Domine, tuminj? to Tom • 
‘ and every soul lost ? ’ ’ 

‘ Never saw them afterwards,’ replied Tom in a mournful 
voice. 

‘ How little did I dream of the dangers of those so near 
me, said the Domine, turning away, and communing with 
himself. “‘Those who go down to the sea in ships, and 
occupy their business in great waters ; “ Et vasias aPerit 

Syrtesj “ These men see the works of the Lord, and His 
wonders in the deep.” “A/ieman/e varans vasia Charybdis 
aqua” “ For at His word the stormy wind ariseth, which lifteth 
up the waves thereof.” — “Sur^sns a puppi venius . — Ubi 
iempesiaset caeli mobilis humor” — “They are carried up to the 
heavens, and down again to the deep.”— “ Gurgitibus miris tt 
lact^ veriice iorrens.”—^^ Their soul melteth a4y because of 
their trouble.” — “ Stant pavidi. Omnibus ignotce mortis timor 

dmnlcM — “ They reel to and fro, and stagger like a 

‘So they do, father, don’t they, sometimes?’ observed 

Tom, leering his eye at his father. ‘ That’s all I’ve understood 
of his speech.’ 

! Ti?® j continued the Domine. 

Mind the end of your wit, master Tom,’ answered his 
father, wroth at the insinuation. 

» ‘ “ call upon the Lord in their trouble 

delivereth them 

out of their distress, for He mafceth the storm to cease, so that 
the waves thereof are still ” ; yea, still and smooth as the peace- 
M water which now floweth rapidly by our anchored ve^el— 

fiSds changed. These 

Surely we have moved from the wharf ’-^d 

discovered, for the first time, 
more than a mile from the place at which 

tinfSo of speech, sir?’ interrogated 

lohjsoiyy Demme’s 

with^ffie\Si^' f question, boy. We are endowed 

^ sp^ch to enable us to communicate our 
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^ Tlmt^s exactly whai I thought, iir* Then pmy wliat*i Iht 
'ttse of your talking all that gibberish, iliat none of tis 'C^iW 
understand ? * 

* I crave thy pardon, child ; i spoke, I preitime, in the 
dead languages/ 

* If they're dead, why not let them rest in their graves f * 

‘ Good : thou hast wit cim^k,) Vet, child, know 

that it is pleasant to commune with the dead/ 

< Is it ? then we'll put you on shore at Battens churchyard/ 

‘Silence, Tom. He's full of hb muce, sir,— you must 

‘ Nay, it pleaseth me to hear him talk i but tl would pismse 
me more to hear thee sing/ 

‘ Then here goes, sir, to drown Tom's impudenct. 

Glide on, my bark, the momlr^ iMt 
Is gently lowing by thy side t 
Around thy piow ito walen bf%htt 
In cirelliig nmndi of brokim %hl, 

Are gilttedi^, as if ocean gave 
^untleiMi gems unto the warn 

That's a pretty air, and I first hwd it sung by a pretty 
woman j but that's alt I know of the song. She sang 
another^ — 

Id be a butterfly, bom in a bower/ 


You'd be a butterfiy,' said the Dmnin^ taking 
and looking at hb person. 

Young Tom roared, * Ym^ sir, he'd be a biu^riy, I 
^ see why he shc^^'t very soon* His are and 

ycm 


his wings aren't amo; so W» a gmh 
know, is the n^t Alng to It What a tony oM b^pur it it, 
father — ar'n't It ? ' 

/Tom, Tom^ go fiarmrd, sir | we mmt itojt fee bri%e,' 
‘Shoot I' exclaimed the Dominc ; ‘shoot whatf' 

‘ You ar'n't afraid of fir^ums, are ye, sir P Inquired Tom* 

‘ Nay, I said not feat I was afraid of fimrms i but why 
should you shoot ?' 

‘We never coaid get on without it, dri we 
plenty shooting, by and by. You don't fenow this 

‘ lndee<^ I thor^to mt of such doings ; or that thtm mm 
ofeer dangm feat of fee deep waters.' 

H $7 



JACOB FAITHFUL 


‘ Go forward, Tom, and don^t be playing with your betters,' 
cried old Tom. ‘Never mind him, sir, he's only humbugging 
you.' ^ ' 

‘Explain, Jacob. The language of both old Tom and 
young Tom are to me as incomprehensible as would be that 
of the dog Tommy.' 

‘ Or as your Latin is to them, sir.' 

‘True, Jacob, true. I have no right to complain; nay, I 
do not complain, for I am amused, although at times much 
puzzled.' 

We now shot Putney Bridge, and as a wherry passed us, 
old Tom carolled out — 

‘ Did you ever hear tell of a jolly young waterman ? ' 

‘No, I never did,’ said the Domine, observing old Tom's 
eyes directed toward him. Tom, amused by this natvttS on 
the part of the Domine, touched him by the sleeve, on the 
other side, and commenced with his treble. 

‘ Did you ne’er hear a tale 
Of a maid in the vale ? ' 


‘ Not that I can recollect, my child,' replied the Domine. 

* Then where have you been all your life ? ' 

‘ My life has been employed, my lad, in teaching the young 
idea how to shoot' 


‘ So, you’re an old soldier after all, and afraid of firearms. 
Why don’t you hold yourself up > I suppose it's that enormous 
jib of yours that brings you down by the head.' 

‘Tom, Tom, I’ll cut you into pork pieces, if you go on that 
g^t Go and get dinner under weigh, you scamp, and leave 
, gentleman alone. Here's more wind coming. 


A wet sheet and a flowing sea, 
y ' ' ^ A vdnd that follows fast, 

And fills the white and rustling sail, 
i:!? - ■ ^ : And bends the gallant mast 

" . . And bends the gallant mast, my boys, 

: While, like the eagle firee. 

Away the good ship flies, and leaves 
Old England on the lee; ^ 

bave by lie-inoutli 

b^vii|»dred tQbg«e% bow;, 
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different are sailors unto danger ; but i never could have 
believed that such lightness of heart could have been sho^ 
Yon man. although certainly not in years, yet, what is he r— 
a remnant of a man resting upon unnatural and ill-prorKmion^ 
support Yon lad, who is yet but a child, ap{>cars 
and merry as if he were in possession of all this world oin 
afford. I have an affection for that bold child, and would fatn 
teach him the rudiments, at least, of the Latin tongua' 

‘ I doubt if Toiu would ever leum themi iir* He ims ft 

will of bis own! , % 

<It g-rievetb me to bear thee say S0| for be lacicetii not 

talmt but instruction ; and the Duse, be pleasetb me mightily 

_a second Palinurui. Yet bow that a man could venture to 
embark upon an element, to struggle through d>e hon^ of 
which must occasionally demand the utmost exero^ of ovei^' 
limb, with the want of the two most necessary for ms $*myt m 
to me quite incomprehensible.’ 

< He can keep his legs, sir.’ 

'Nay, Jacob, how can he what are mrtmy jpouf 
Even thou speakest strangely upon the water. I see the 
dangers that surround us, Jacob, yet am I calm ; I feel that I 
hare not lived a wiclasd hfe— “//wkjfvr vita, mteHsqm ptma,' 
as Horace truly salth, may venture, even as I have done, upon 
the broad expanse of water. What is it that die tx>y Is pro* 

viding for us ? it hath an inviting smell’ . . , 

‘Lobscouse, master,’ replied old Tom, 'and not bad Itelag 


I recollect no such word— wswSs defiv/ttur, friend ? * 

‘What’s that, master ? ’ inquired old Tom. 

‘It’s T-afin for lobscouse, depend apmi it, fetber,* <aled 
Tom, who was stirring up the savoury mess with a lasge 
Wooden spoon. * He be a dteidly lively old genttonan, with 
bis dead language. Dinner’s all ready. Are sve to let go the 

smehor, or pipe to dinner first ? ’ 

‘ We may as w^ anchor, boys. We have not a quarter of 

an bom’s more ebb, smd the wind is hea^ng us.’^ 

Tom and I w«»t ftward, brailed up the mainsail, clMred 
away and let go €he smdMW. The lighter swung round r^dly 
to sttetmu The Dtmjine, who had been in a fit (ff 

" “ ■ urns the fomw <d maats which we iHid’ 

and wldch were now seme mty 
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astern of us, of a sudden exclaimed in a loud voice ‘ Parrr 
i>recor ! Periculosum est ! ^ ’ 

The lighter swinging short round to her anchor had 
suyrised the Domme with the rapid motion of the panorama, 
and he thought we had fallen in with one of the whirloools 
mentioned by Tom. ‘ What has happened, good Dux ? tell me ’ 
cned the Domme to old Tom, with alarm in his countenance.’ 

‘Why, master, I’ll tell you after my own fashion,’ replied old 
Tom, smiling ; and then singing, as he held the Domine by 
the button of his spencer — ^ 


‘Now to her berth the craft draws nigh, 
With slacken'd sail, she feels the tide 

“ Stand clear the cable I is the cxy 

The anchor's gone, we safely ride. 


And now, master, we^ll bail out the lobscouse. We shan^t 

weigh anchor again until to-morrow morning : the wind's rij^ht 

m our teeth and it will blow fresh. I’m sfr’tain. Look hfw 

the scud s flying ; so now we’ll have a jolly time of it, and 

you shall have your allowance of grog on board before you turn 
In. ' 


J I have before heard of that potation,’ replied the Domine 

coamings of the hatchway, ‘and fain would 

raste it. 


CHAPTER XII 

^ ^ Ss“of° ^ sense— The Domine, from the natural 

effects of his single-heartedness, begins to see double—A new deflm' 
tion of philosophy, with an episode on jealosy. 

saucepan, for we 
Domine appeared 
much. In the course of iSf an 

Sef !i® as much as we 

msh^ a^ the Newfoundland dog, who, during our repast 

Jlffi flapping the deck with his taiL^and 

W^aU^oiflte d ‘=o®PO’md, had just licked all 

tie saucepan , while Tom was busy carrying the crockery into 

■ too 
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the cabin, and bringing out the bottle and tin pannikins, ready 
for the promised carouse. 

‘ There, now, master, there^s a glass o* grog for you that 
would float a marlinespike. See if that don't warm the 
of your old heart.' 

‘Ay,' added Tom, ‘and set all your mmdes as taut as 
weather backstays.' 

‘ Master Tom, with your leave, FII mix your grog for you 
myself. Hand me back that bottle, you rascal' 

‘Just as you please, father/ replied Tom, handing the 
bottle ; ‘ but recollect, none of your Only 

help me as you love me.' 

Old Tom mixed a pannikin of grog for Tom, and another 
for himself. I hardly need say which was the sM0r of the 
two. 

‘ Well, father, I suppose you think the grog will run short. 
To be sure, one bottle aidn't too much 'mong four of us/ 

‘ One bottle, you scamp ; there's another in the cupboard/ 

‘ Then you must see double already, father/ 

Old Tom, who was startled at this news, and who imagined 
that Tom must have gained possession of the other bottle, 
jumped up and made for the cupboard, to aicertain whether 
what Tom asserted was correct. This was whiit Tom wished : 
he immediately changed pannikins of grog with his father, and 
remained quiet, 

‘ There another bottle, Tom/ said his father, coming out 
and taking his seat again. * I knew there was. You young 
mscai, you don't know how you fnghtened mo'i and oM Timi 
put the pannikin to his lips. ‘ Drowned the miller, by hmmml* 
said he; ‘what could I have htm abcmt?' ejaadated he, 
adding more spirit to his mixture. 

‘I suppose, upon the strength of imother bottle in the 
locker, you are doubling the strength of yoUr grog. Come, 
^ther,' and Tom held out his panaiMn, ‘ do put a Mttle drop of 
stuff in mine— it's seven water grog ; and I'm not m the black 
list' 

‘ no, Tom y ycmr next shall be stronger. Well, mailer, 
how do you like your liquor?' 

‘ Verily,' replied the Domine, * it is a and sed«^ 

ing liquor. Lo and behold I I am at the hmcm of my tb 
utensil' 

|oi 
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‘ Stop till I fill it up again, old gentleman. I see you are 
one of the right sort — you knbw what the song says 

A plague on those musty old lubbers, 

Who tell us to fast and to think. 

And patient fall in with life's rubl>ers. 

With nothing but water io drink. 

Water, indeed ! the only use of water I know, is to mix your 
grog with, and float vessels up and down the world. Why 

was the sea made salt, but to prevent our drinking too much 
water ? Water, indeed ! 


A can of good grog, had they swigg'd it, 
Twould have set them for pleasure agog, 
And in spite of the rules 
Of the schools, 

The old fools 

Would have all of them swigg'd it. 

And swore there was nothing like grog.' 


‘I’m exactly of your opinion, father,’ said Tom, holding out 
his empty pannikin. ’ 

Tom— grog and 

mischief, but, however, you shall liave one more doseJ 

< A„ virtues 1 ’ inquired the Domine. 

“laster, more than all the quacking 
medicines in the world It rnr<3>c i » n 

nrmr^nfci o * •. r gHcf and melancholy, and 

prevents spmts from getting low.' ^ 

father,' cried Tom, holding up the bottle* 

fri.>S ^ Domine. ‘ Verily 

wil P^’eed ^friend" n .virtues, to sharpen the 

. ('win . * “ the medicinal virtues of grog.’ 

a^SSif Ld 

tl# FW X d L I heard say it will cure jealousy ; but 

^ of fools- iob, 

arnt^yourTpannikia empty, my boy?’ 

Md toSSsto j 2 “rt*”!"!®. 
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in- 


< He isn’t troubled with low spirits, as I am, father. 

‘ How long has that been your complaint, Tom ? 

quired I. 

‘ Ever since I heard how to cure it. Come, father, give m 

the y&xnJ 

‘ Well, then, you must mind that an old shipmate o’ mine, 
Ben Leader, had a wife named Poll, a pretty sort of craft in 
' her way, neat in her rigging, swelling bows, taking sort of 
figure-head, and devilish well rounded in the counter; alto- 
gether, she was a very fancy girl, and all the men were a’tcr 
her. She’d a roguish eye, and liked to be stared at, as most 
pretty women do, because it flatters their vanities. Now, 
although she liked to be noticed so far by the other chaps, 
yet Ben was the only one she ever wished to be handled by 
—it was Paws ofli Pompey,” with all the rest. Ben Leader 
was a good-looking, active, smart chap, and could foot it in a 
reel or take a bout at single-stick with the very best o' them 5 
and she was mortid fond of him, and mortal jealous if he 
taUi^ to any other woman, for the women liked Ben as much 
as &e men liked she. Well, as they returned love for lows, 
so did they return jealousy for jealousy ; and the lads and 
lasses, seeing that, had a pleasure in making them come to a 
misnnderetanding. So every day it became worse and worse 
between them. Now I always says that it's a stupid thing fo 
be jealous, if there be eame, there be no eatm fbr love 5 
and if there be no trausi, there be no e/msf for jeMomiy.' 

‘ You’re like a row in a rookery, father— nothing but eanti* 

to^iTuptcd Toca* ' 

‘Well, I suppose I am ; but that’s what I call chop logic 

— ^ar’n’t it, master ? ’ 

‘It was a syllogism,’ replied the Domlue, taking the 
pannikin from his mouth, 

‘ I don’t know what that is, nor do I want to know,’ replied 
old Tom ; ‘ so 111 just go on with my story. Well, at last 
they came to downright fighting. Ben licks Poll ’cause she 
talked and laughed with other men, and Poll cries and whines 
all day ’cause he imkh sit m her knee, instead of going cm 
board and ’tendhaf m Ws duty. Well, one night, a*ter work 
was oTOf, goes shore to the house where he and PoS 
used to sleep ; and whem he sees the girl in the be says, 
♦‘Whwi is PollP Now the giri at the wm a 
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comer, and answers, “What girl?” So Ben describes her, 
and the bar-girl answers, “ She be just gone to bed, with her 
husband, I suppose ” ; for, you see, there was a woman like 
her who had gone up to her bed, sure enough. When Ben 
heard that, he gives his trousers one hitch, and calls for a 
quartern, drinks it off with a sigh, and leaves the house, 
believing it all to be true. A’ter Ben was gone, Poll makes 
her appearance, and when she finds Ben wasn’t in the tap, 
says, “ Young woman, did a man go upstairs just now ? ” 
“ Yes,” replied the bar-girl, “ with his wife, I suppose ; they 
be turned in this quarter of an hour.” When Poll hears this, 
she almost turned mad with rage, and then as white as a 
sheet, and then she burst into tears and runs out of the 
house, crying out, “ Poor misfortunate creature that I am 1 ” 
knocking everything down undersized, and running into the 
arms of every man who came athwart her hawse.’ 

‘ I understood him but just now, that she was running on 
foot, yet doth he talk about her horse. Expound, Jacob.’ 

‘ It was a nautical figure of speech, sir.’ 

‘Exactly,’ rejoined Tom; ‘it meant her figure-head, old 
gentleman ; but my yam won’t cut a figure, if I’m brought up 
all standing in this way. Suppose, master, you hear the story 
first, and understand it afterwards.’ 

‘ I will endeavour to comprehend by the context,’ replied 
the Domine. 

‘That is, I suppose, that you’ll allow me to stick to my 
text. Well, then, here’s coil away again. Ben, you see, 
what with his jealousy, and what with a whole quartern at a 
draught, became somehow nohow^ and he walked down to the 
jetty with the intention of getting rid of himself, and his wife, 
and all his troubles, by giving his soul back to his Creator, 
and his body to the fishes.’ 

- r^Bad philosophy,’ quoth the Domine. 

agree with you, master,’ replied old Tom. 

‘ Pray what sort of a thing is philosophy ? ’ inquired Tom. 

‘ Philosophy,’ replied old Tom, ‘ is either hanging, drown- 
ing, shooting yourself, or, in short, getting out of the world 
without help.’ 

‘ Nay,’ replied the Domine, ‘ that is felo de se^ 

‘Well, I pronounce it quicker than you, master; but it’s 
one and the same ' fifing : but to go on. While Ben was 
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standing on the jetty, thinking whether he should take one 
more quid of baccy afore he dived, who should come down 
but Poll, with her hair all adrift, streaming and coach-whipping 
astam of her, with the same intention as Ben—to commit 
pHlihzojffy. Ben, who was standing at the edge of the jetty, 
his eyes fixed upon the water, as it eddied among the piles, 
looking as dismal as if he had swallowed a hearse and six, 
with the funeml feathers hanging out of ht» mouth——* 

‘ A bold comparison/ murmumd the Domine* 

' Never sees her ; and she was so busy with herself, that, 
although close to him, she never sees he— aSways remembering 
that the night was dark* So Poll turned her up, for all 
the world like a dying jackdaw** 

‘Tell me, friend Dux,* interrupted the Domine, ‘doth a 
jackdaw die in any peculiar way ? * 

‘ Yes,* replied young Tom ; ‘ he always dies black, master** 
‘Then doth he die as he liveth* {Clmk^ cluck,) Proce«l, 
good Dux** 

‘And don't you break the thread of my yam any more, 
master, if you wish to hear the end on it. So Poll begins to 
blubber about Ben. “ O Ben, Ben/* cried she ; “ cruel, cruel 
man ; for to come^ — for to go ; for to go— for to come I ** 

‘ “ Who^s there ? ** shouted Ben. 

‘ “ For to come^ — ^for to go,** cried Poll 
‘ “ Ship ahoy I ** hailed Ben, again. 

‘ “ For to go — ^for to come,** blubbered Poll ; and then ribe 
couldn*t bring out anything more for sobbing. With that* Ben, 
who thought he knew the voices walks up to her, and say*, “ &5 
that you, Poll?** 

‘ “ Be that you, ^ refdled Poll* her Iwods torn 
her face, and looking at him. 

‘ “ I thoi^ht you were in bed with— with~oh 1 Poll 1 ** said 
Ben. 

‘ “ And I thought you were in bed with— ohl Bm t ** replied 
Poll 

But I waln% Pott** 

‘ “ Nor more wam*t I, Ben.** 

‘“And what you hwe, Pol?** 

‘ “ I wanted l>r to. And what brought you here, 
Ben?** 

‘ “ I <Ma*t w^t for to Poll, wh«Qt I thoi^ht fm 

XP$ 
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‘ Then Polly might have answered in the words of the old 

ri’Tom iank’'’'^ ^ 

Your Polly has never been false, she declares 
Since last time we parted at Wapping Old Stairs. 

Howsomever, in the next minute they were both hugginjr and 
kissing, sobbing, shivering and shaking in each other’s arms • 
and as soon as they had settled themselves a little, back they 
went, arm m arm, to the house, had a good stiff glass to ore- 
vent their taking the rheumatism, went to bed, and were cured 
of the jealousy ever afterwards— which, in my opinion, was a 
much better than the one they had both been bound 

and now we’ll 

nil up our pannikins.^ 

of 1 -hf/nT® ^ consent, friend Dux, pr’ythee inform me how much 
^tting ti5?” inebriating, 

replied ‘Sm"- ^ jolly-boat, master,’ 

‘Indeed you won’t, mister Tom,’ replied the fether. 

-out I will, master.^ 

mv already had some effect upon 

SsSdTo should be 

a hfnt ^ bu he ^ pulled him by the coat as 

me TiVei Jf T.' he did not heed 

10.1 at S; il * “ to 

I'm^Wfl Domine, ‘that Jacob should thus 

1 me by the gaiment. What could he mean ? ’ 

5‘d n® pnli you, sir ? ’ inquired Tom. 

Jea, many times ; and then he walked away ’ 

■ V It^peaars that you have been paUed too mu(±. sir ’ reolied 

M had bqen tom off by the dog, and handing it to 


— quid' fecisfit'' cried the 

^5; ‘‘'“W -r «« 6»»0« Sli. c4 wiUt 

. A lc®g ^ a pul ai togetherj”’ sa«g 
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out old Tom : and then looking at Tom, ‘ Now, ar’n’t you a 
pretty rascal, master Tom ? ^ 

<It is done/ exclaimed the Domine, with a sigh, putting 
the fragment into the remaining pocket; ‘and it cannot be 
undone/ 

‘Now, I think it is undone, and can be done, master/ 
replied Tom. ‘ A needle and thread will soon join the pieces 
of your old coat again— in holy matrimony, I may safely 
say * 

‘True. {Cluck^ duck,) My housekeeper will restore it; 
yet will she be wroth. “ Fmmina cumqm irmqm ; but let 
us think no more about it/ cried the Domtne, drinking deeply 
from his pannikin, and each minute verging fast to intoxica- 
tion. ^ Nunc ist Hhmdum^ nunc pid$ Ubiro ^Umda UUm^ 
I feel as if I were lifted up, and could dajice, yea, and could 
exalt my voice and sing/ 

‘Could you, my jolly old master? then we^U both dance 
and sing. 

Come, let us dance and sing, 

While all Barhadoei bells shall ring, 

Mars scrapes the Hddle string 
While Venus plays the lute. 

Hymen gay trips away, 

’ Jocund at the wedding-day. 

Now for chorus. 

Come, let us dance and sli^/ 


CHAPTER XIII 

The * fan grows fast and furious — Ihe pedagogue does not scan correctly, 
and his feet become very unequal«-An ^l^^ical <x>mpliment almmt 
worked up into a literal quarrel— At length, the mighty are kid low, 
and the 0omine hurts his nose. 

I HEARD Tom's treblo, and a croaking noise, which I recog- 
nised to proceed fr«i the Demine, who Imd joined the chorui | 
and I went aft, if possible, U> prevent furrier excess ; bet I 
found that the grog had mounted into the Domine's head^ and 
my hints were disregarded Tom was dei^tdbed ^ dhe 


JACOB faithful 


other bottle, and the Domine’s pannikin was replenished, old 
Tom roaring out — 

* Come, sling the flowing bowl ; 

Fond hopes arise, 

The girls we prize 
Shall bless each jovial soul ; 

The can, boys, bring, 

We’ll dance and sing, 

While foaming billows roll. 

Now for the chorus again. 

Come, sling the flowing bowl, etc. 

Jacob, why don’t you join ? ’ The chorus was given by the 

whole of us. Dotnine’s voice even louder, though not quite so 
musical as old Tom’s. 

‘Evoir cried the Domine; ^evodJ caniemus. 


Amo, amas — I loved a lass, 

For she was tall and slender ; 
Amas, amai — she laid me flat, 
Though of the feminine gender. 


Truly do I forget the songs of my youth, and of my hilarious 

days ; yet doth the potent spirit work upon me like the god in 

the Cumean Sibyl ; and I soon shall prophesy that which shall 
come to pass.’ 

‘ So can I,’ smd Tom, giving me a nudge, and laughing. 

Do thine office of Ganymede, and fill up my pannikin ; 

put not in too much of the element. Once more exalt thy 
voice, good Dux.’ ^ 


‘Always ready, master,’ cried Tom, who 
praise of his favourite liquor. 


sang out again in 


* Smiling grog is the sailor’s best hope, his sheet anchor, 

His compass, his cable, his log, 

hat gives him a heart, which life’s cares cannot canker, 
Though dangers around him 
Unite to confound him, 

He braves them, and tips off his grog. 

is his rudder, his compass, his cable, his Ic^, 

The sailor's sheet anchor is grc^.’ 

< Verily, thpu art an/ Apollo — or rather, referring to thy 
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want of legs, half an ApoIlo^ — that is, a 
duck) Sweet is thy lyre, friend Dux.’ 

‘Fair words, master; Pm no liar,’ cried Tom. ‘Clap a 
stopper on your tongue ; or you’ll get into disgrace.’ 

‘ C/di lapsus quid exclaimed the Domine ; * I spoke of 
thy musical tongue ; and furthermore, I spoke alle— gori— 
cal— ly.’ 

‘ I know a man lies with his tongue, as well as you do, old 
chap ; but as for telling a hdl of a (something) /i>, as you 
states, I say, I never did,’ rejoined old Tom, who was getting 
cross in his cups. 

I now interfered, as there was every appeamnce of a fray ; 
and in spite of young Tom, who wished, as he termed it, to 
McM up a shindy^ prevailed upon them to make friends, which 
they did, shaking hands for nearly five minutes* When this 
was ended, I again entreated the Domine not to drink any 
more, but to go to bed. 

^ Amies Jacobs^ replied the Domine, ‘the liquor hath 
mounted into thy brain, and thou wouldst rebuke thy master 
and preceptor. Betake thee to thy couch, and sleep off the 
effects of thy drink. Verily, Jacob, thou art pimus Pilm*s 
Bacchi; or, in plain English, thou art drunk. Cans! thou 
conjugate, Jacob? I fear not. Canst thou decline, Jacob? 
I fear not. Canst thou scan, Jacob ? I fear not Nay, 
Jacob, methinks that thou art unsteady in thy gait, and not 
over-clear in thy vision, Canst thou hear, Jacob? if so, I will 
give thee an oration against inebriety, with which thou mays! 
down on thy pillow. Wilt thou have it in Latin or in Gtmk t * 

<0 d^n your Greek and Latin,’ cried old Tom; ‘keep 
that for to-morrow. Sing us a song, my old heatty ; or shaJI 
I sing you one ? Here goes. ^ 

For while the grog gom round, 

All sense of danger’s drown’d, 

We despise It to a man ; 

We sing a little—’ 


‘ Sing a little,’ bawled the Domine. 

* And' a little**-*--**’ 

‘ Laugh a little,’ chorused young Tom. 

‘ And wwk a Htde— 
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‘Work a little,’ cried the Domine. 

* Attd swenr a little -— * 

‘ Swear mi a little,^ echoed Tom, 

' And fiddle a little—* 

« Fiddle a little,* hiccuped the Domine. 

* And foot it a Ultle— * 

< Foot it a little/ irepeatdl Tom. 

* And »wig the flowing 

And fidtiie a little, 

And foot it a little. 

And swig the Sowing can- 

roared old Tom, emptying hie pannikin. 

* And «w% the Sowing can-—*** 

followed the Domin^^ fusing hk 

* And swig the Sowing Cssn,* 

cried young Tom, turning up his pannikttt empty* ^ ^ 

‘ Hurrah I that*s what I calls gloritms. l-et*i have it over 
again, and then we*il have another dos^ Come, now, all 
together.^ Again was the song repeated j and when mty 
came to *foot it a litde, old Tom Jumped on hb sti»^ 
seising hold of the Domine, who immediately rose, and the 
riiree danced round and round for a minute or twO|^ ^nglng 
the song and chorus, till old T<m, who was very &f fe«% 
tripped against the coamings of the hatchway, pittW^ p 
h€^d info the Domi^s/stoMich, who M backwsa^ cHnffag 
to yO^ Tom^s hand? sO that they all rolled on the deck 

preceptor imdeameatb ^ other two, 

that rime, ibther/ said young 
^ (T’Om^ jgfttlng up the first, and laughing. ' ^ Com% Jacob, kt*s 
f on his pins again ; he can*t right without a purchase.* 

With some difficulty we succeeded. As soon as he was on 
his legs again, old Tom put a hand upon each of our shoulders, 
and commenced with a drunken leer — 

^ What though his timbers they are gone, 

And he’s a slave to tipple, 

No better sailor ere was bom, 

Than Tom, the jovial cripple. 

IIX 



JACOB FAITHFUL 


‘Thanky, my boys, thanky; now rouse up the old gentle- 
man. I suspect we knocked the wind out of him. Hollo, 
there, are you hard and fast ? ^ 

‘The bricks are hard, and verily my senses are fast 
departing,^ quoth the Domine, rousing himself, and sitting up, 
staring around him. 

‘Senses going, do you say, master?' cried old Tom. 

‘ Don’t throw them overboard till we have made a finish. One 
more pannikin apiece, one more song, and then to bed. Tom, 
where’s the bottle ? ’ ^ 

‘ Drink no more, sir, I beg ; you’ll be ill to-morrow,' said I 
to the Domine. 

‘ Deprome quadrimum^^ hiccuped the Domine. ‘ Carpe diem 
^quam minimum — credula postero — Sing, friend Dux — Q%iem 
virum — sumes celebrare — musis amicus — Where's my patty- 
pan ? — We are not Thracians — Natis in usum — IceiiticB scyphis 
pugnare — (hiccup) — Thracum esi — therefore we — will not 
fight — ‘but we will drink — recepio dulce mihi fur ere est 
amico . — Jacob, thou art drunk — sing, friend Dux, — or shall I 
sing ? — 

Propria qua maribus had a little dog, 

Qua genus was his name— — 

My memory faiJeth me — what was the tune ?' 

‘ That tune was the one the old cow died of, I'm sure,' 
replied Tom, ‘Come, old Nosey, strike up again.' 

‘Nosey, from nasus--^tm\y it is a fair epithet; and it 
remindeth me that my nose — suffered in the fall which I 
received just now. Yet I cannot sir^— having no words ' 

Nor tune either, master,' replied old Tom ; ‘ so here goes 
for you— 

Young Susan had lovers so many, that she 
Hardly knew upon which to decide ; 

They all spoke sincerely, and promised to be 
All worthy of such a sweet bride. 

In the morning she'd gossip with William, and then 
The noon would be spent with young Harry, 

The evening with Tom ; so, amongst all the men, 

She never could tell which to marry. 

Heigho I I am afraid 
Too many lovers will puzzle a maid.' 

It pleaseth me — it ringeth in mine ears— yea, most 
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pleasantly. Proceed, the g^iii was as the Pyrrha of Horace— 

Quis multa gracilis — te puer in rosa— 

Perfusus liquidis urget ocloribus 
Grato, Pyrrha — sub antro ? ^ 

‘That’s all high Dutch to me, master; but PlI go on if I 
can. My memory box be a little out of order. Let me see 
— oh ! 

Now William grew jealous, and so went away ; 

Harry got tired of wooing ; 

And Tom, having teased her to fix on the day, 

Received but a frown for so doing s 
So, ’mongst all her lovers, quite left in the lurch, 

She pined every night on her pillow ; 

And meeting one day a pair going to church, 

Turn’d away, and died under a willow. 

Heigho 1 I am afraid 
Too many lovers will puzxle a maid. 

Now, then, old gentleman, tip off your grog. You’ve got 
your allowance, as I promised you.’ 

‘ Come, master, ^ you’re a cup too low,’ said Tom, who, 
although in high spirits, was not at all intoxicated ; indeed, as 
I afterwards found, he could carry more than his father. 

‘ Come, shall I give you a song ? ’ 

‘That’s right, Tom ; a volunteer’s worth two pressed men. 
Open your mouth wide, an’ let your whistle fly away with the 
gale. You whistles in tune, at all events.’ 

Tom then struck up, the Domine see-sawing as he sat, and 
getting very sleepy — 

‘ Luck in life, or good or bad, 

Ne’er could make me melancholy ; 

Seldom rich, yet never sad, 

Sometimes poor, yet always jolly. 

Fortune’s in my scale, that’s pos, 

, Of mischance put more than half in, 

Yet I don’t know how it was, 

I could n^er cry for laugldng-— 

Ha I ha 1 ha 1 Ha ! ha I ha I 
I could never cry for laughing# 

Now for chorus, fatjier. 

Pla 1 ha ! ha 1 Ha I ha I ha I 
I could never cry for laughing. 
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Thaf s all I know ; and that’s enough, for it won’t wake up 
the old gentleman.’ 

But it did. ‘ Ha, ha, ha — ha, ha, ha ! I could never die 
for laughing,’ bawled out the Domine, feeling" for his pannikin ; 
but this was his last effort. He stared round him. ‘Verily, 
verily, we are in a whirlpool — how everything turneth round 
and round ! Who cares 1 Am not I an ancient mariner — 
“ Qut vidit mare turgidum — et infames scopulos.^^ Friend Dux, 
listen to me — favete Unguis,^ 

‘Well,’ hiccuped old Tom, ‘so I will— but speak — plain 
English — as I — do.’ 

‘That I’ll be hanged if he does,’ said Tom to me. ‘In 
half an hour more, I shall understand old Nosey’s Latin just 
as well as his — plain English, as he calls it.’ 

‘I will discourse in any language—that is — in any tongue 
— be it in the Greek or the Latin — nay, even — (hiccups) — 
friend Dux — hast thou not partaken too freely — *of.— dear me ! 
Qub me^ Bacche^ rapis tui — plenum-^-imly I shall be tipsy — 
and will but finish my pattypan — duke periculum esi — Jacob 
— can there be two Jacobs — and two old Toms — nsLy-^mirabilc 
diciu~tl\exQ are two young Toms, and two dog Tommies — 
each with — two tails. Bacche^ parce — prccor^^recor — Jacob, 
where art thou ? — Ego sum — tu es — thou Sixt—sumus, we are 
— where am I ? Procumbit humi bos — for Bos— read Dobbs 
— amo^ amas — I loved a lass. Tiiyre^ iu patulce sub teg^ 
mine — nay — I quote wrong — then must I be — -I do believe 
that — I’m drunk.’ 

‘And I’m cock sure of it,’ cried Tom laughing, as the 
Domine fell back in a state of insensibility. 

‘And I’m cock sure,’ said old Tom, rolling himself along 
t& deck to the cabin hatch- — ‘that I’ve as much— as I can 
stagger — under, at all events — so I’ll sing myself to sleep— 
*cause why — I’m happy. Jacob — mind you keep all the 
watches to-night — and Tom may keep the rest’ Old Tom 
then sat up, leaning his back against the cabin hatch, and 
commenced one of those doleful ditties which are sometimes 
heard on the forecastle of a man-of-war ; he had one or two of 
these songs that he always reserved for such occasions. While 
Tom and I dragged the Domine to bed, old Tom slowly 
drawled out his ditty — 
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^ 0 ! we sailed to Virgi-ni-a, and thence to Fy-al, 

Where we water’d our shipping, and so then weigh-ed all, 

Full in view, on the seas — boys — seven sail we did — es-py, 

O ! we man-ned our capstern, and weighed spee-di-ly. 

That’s right, my boys, haul and hold — Stow the old 
Dictionary away— for he can't command the parts of speech. 

The very next morning — the engagement proved— hot, 

And brave Admiral Benbow receiv-ed a chain — shot, 

O when he was wounded, to his merry men— hc—did— say, 

Take me up in your arms, boys, and car-ry me a- way. 

Now, boys, come and help me — Tom— none of your foolery 

— for your poor old father is — drunk ’ 

We assisted old Tom into the other * bed-place’ in the 
cabin. * Thanky, lads — one little bit more, and then Pm done 
— as the auctioneer says — going, going— 

0 the guns they did rattle, and the bul-lets^ — did^ — fly, 

When brave Benbow — for help loud— did cry, 

Carry me down to the cock-pit — there is ease for my smarts, 

If my merry men should see me — ’twill sure — break— their— hearts* 

Going — old swan-hopper — as I am — going— gone.’ 

Tom and I were left on the deck. 

‘Now Jacob, if you’ve a mind to turn in. I’m not sleepy 
— you shall keep the morning watch.’ 

‘No, Tom, you’d better sleep first I’ll call you at four 
o’clock. We can’t weigh till tide serves ; and I shall have 
plenty of sleep before that’ 

Tom went to bed, and I walked the deck till the morning, 
thinking over the events of the day, and wondering what the 
Domine would say when he came to his senses. At four 
o’clock, as agreed, I roused Tom out and turned into his bed, 
and was soon as fast asleep as old Tom and the Domine, 
whose responsive snores had rung in my ears during the whole 
time that I had walked the deck. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

Cold water and repentance — two Toms almost moral, and myself full of 
wise reflections — The chapter, being full of grave saws, is luckily very 
short ; and though a very sensible one, I would not advise it to be 
skipped. 

About half-past eight the next morning, I was called up by 
Tom to assist in getting the lighter under weigh. When I 
came on deck I found old Tom as fresh as if he had not drunk 
a drop the night before, very busily stumping about the windlass, 
with which we hove up first the anchor, and then the mast. 

‘ Well, Jacob, my boy, had sleep enough ? Not too much, I dare- 
say ; but a bout like last night don’t come often, Jacob — only 
once in a way ; now and then I do believe it’s good for my 
health. It’s a great comfort to me, my lad, to have you on 
board with me, because, as you never drinks, I may now 
indulge a little oftener. As for Tom, can’t trust him—too 
much like his father — had nobody to trust to for the look-out, 
except the dog Tommy, till you came with us. I can trust 
Tommy as far as keeping off the river sharks ; he’ll never let 
them take a rope-yarn off the deck, night or day ; but a dog’s 
but a dog after all. Now we’re brought to ; so clap on, my 
boy, and let’s heave up with a will.’ 

‘How’s the old gentleman, father?’ said Tom, as we 
paused a moment from our labour at the windlass. 

‘ Oh ! he’s got a good deal more to sleep off yet. There 
he lies, flat on his back, blowing as hard as a grampus. 
Better leave him as long as we can. We’ll rouse him as soon 
^ we turn the Greenwich reach. Tom, didn’t you think his 
nose loomed devilish large yesterday ? ’ 

' ‘Never seed such a devil of a cutwater in my life, father.’ 

/ ‘W'ell, then, you’ll see a 'larger when he gets up, for it’s 
.^welled bigger than the brandy bottle. Heave and haul I Now 
bring to the fall, and up with the mast, boys, while I goes affc 
and takes the helm.’ 

Old Tom went aft. During the night the wind had veered 
to the north, and the frost had set in sharp, the rime covered 
the deck of the b^ge, and here and there floating ice was to 
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be seen coming down with the tide. The banks of the river 
and fields adjacent were white with hoar-frost, and would 
have presented but a cheerless aspect, had not the sun shone 
out clear and bright. Tom went aft to light the fire, while I 
coiled away and made all snug forward. Old Tom as usual 
carolled forth — 

‘ Oh ! for a soft and gentle wind, 

I heard a fair one cry, 

But give to me the roaring breeze, 

And white waves beating high, 

And white waves beating high, my boys, 

The good ship tight and free, 

The world of waters is our own, 

And merry men are we. 

A nice morning this for cooling a hot head, that's sartaim 
Tommy, you rascal, you’re like a court lady, with her velvet 
gownd^ covered all over with diamonds,’ continued old Tom, 
looking at the Newfoundland dog, whose glossy black hair 
was besprinkled with little icicles, which glittered in the sun. 

‘ You and Jacob were the only sensible ones of the party last 
night, for you both were sober.' 

‘So was I, father. I was as sober as a judge/ observed 
Tom, who was blowing up the fire. 

‘ May be, Tom, as a judge a’ter dinner ; but a judge on the 
bench be one thing, and a judge over a bottle be another, and 
not bad judges in that way either. At all events, if you wam't 
sewed it wasn't your fault,' 

‘ And I suppose,' replied Tom, ‘ it was only your misfortune 
that you were.' 

‘ No, I don't say that ; but still, when I look at the dog, 
who's but a beast by nature, and thinks of myself who wasn't 
meant to be a beast, why then I blushes, that's all' 

‘Jacob, look at father— now, does he blush?' cried Tom, 

‘ I canT say that I perceive it,' replied I, smiling. 

‘ Well, then, if I don't, it's the fault of my having no legs. 
I’m sure when they were knocked off, I lost half the blood In 
my body, and that's the reason, I suppose. At all events, I 
meant to blush, so we'll take the will for the deed.' 

‘But do you mean to keep sober in future, father ? ' sidd 
Tom. 

‘ Never do you mind that— mind your own business, Mh 
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Tom. At all events, I shan’t get tipsy till next time, and 
that’s all I can say with safety, ’cause d’ye see I knows my 
failing. Jacob, did you ever see that old gentleman sail too 
close to the wind before ? ’ 

‘ I never did. I do not think that he was ever tipsy before 
last night.’ 

‘Then I pities him — his headache, and his repentance. 
Moreover, there be his nose and the swallow tail of his coat 
to make him^ unhappy. We shall be down abreast of the 
Hospital in half an hour. Suppose you go and give him a 
shake, Jacob. Not you, Tom, I won’t trust you — you’ll be 
doing him a mischief ; you haven’t got no fellow-feeling, not 
even for dumb brutes.’ 

‘ I’ll thank you not to take away my character that way, 
father,’ replied Tom. ‘Didn’t I put you to bed last night 
when you were speechless ? ’ 

‘ Suppose you did — what then ? ’ 

‘ Why, then, I had a feeling for a dumb brute. I only say 
that, father, for the joke of it, you know,’ continued Tom, 
going up to his father and patting his rough cheek. 

‘ I know that, my boy ; you never were unkind, that’s 
sartain ; but you must have your joke — 

Merry thoughts are link’d with laughter, 

Why should we bury them, 

Sighs and tears may come hereafter. 

No need to hurry them : 

They who through a spying-glass 
View the minutes as they pass, 

Make the sun a gloomy mass, 

But the fault’s their own, Tom.’ 

In the meantime I was vainly attempting to rouse the 
Domine. After many fruitless attempts, I put a large quantity 
of snuff on his upper lip, and then blew it up his nose. But, 
merciful powers ! what a nose it had become, larger than the 
largest pear that I ever saw in my life. The whole weight of 
old Tom had fallen on it, and instead of being crushed by the 
blow, it appeared as if, on the contrary, it had swelled up, 
indignant at the injury and affront which it had received. The 
skin was as tight as the parchment of a drum, and shining as 
if it had been oiled, while the. colour was a bright purple. 
Verily, it was the Domine’s nose in a rage. 
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The snuff had the effect of psStially awakening him from 
his lethargy. ‘Six o’clock — did you say, Mrs. Lately? Are 
the boys washed — and in the schoolroom ? I will rise speedily 
— ^yet I am overcome with much heaviness. Delapsus somnus 
ab and the Domine snored again. I renewed xny at- 

tempts, and gradually succeeded. The Domine opened his 
eyes, stared at the deck and carlines above him, then at the 
cupboard by his side ; lastly, he looked at and recognised me, 
‘ Eheu^ Jacobe / — where am I ? And what is that which 
presses upon my brain ? What is it so loadeth my cerebellum, 
even as if it were lead ? My memory— where is it ? Let me 
recall my scattered senses.’ Here the Domine was silent for 
some time. ‘Ah me I yea, and verily, I do recollect— with 
pain of head and more pain of heart — that which I would fain 
forget, which is, that I did forget myself; and indeed have 
forgotten all that passed the latter portion of the night Fri^d 
Dux hath proved no friend, but hath led me into the wrong 
path ; and as for the potation called Jaeobi / how 

have I fallen — fallen in my own opinion— fallen in thine— how 
can I look thee in the face 1 O Jacob I what must thou think 
of him who hath hitherto been thy preceptor and thy guide 1 ’ 
Here the Domine fell back on the pillow, and turned away his 
head. 

■ ‘ It was not your fault, sir,’ replied I, to comfort him ; * you 
were not aware of what you were drinking— you did not know 
that the liquor was so strong. Old Tom deceived you.’ 

‘Nay, Jacob, I cannot lay that flattering unction to my 
wounded heart. I ought to have known, nay, now I recall to 
mind, that thou wouldst have warned me— even to the puling 
off of the tail of my coat— yet I heeded thee not, and I am 
humbled — even I, the master over seventy boys ! ’ 

‘ Nay, sir, it was not I who pulled off the tail of your coat, 
it was the dog.’ 

‘Jacob, I have heard of the wonderful sagacity of the 
canine species, yet could not I ever have believed that a dumb 
brute would have perceived my folly, and warned me from 
intoxication. Mirabik Sctu / Tell me, Jacob, thou who hast 
profited by these lessons which thy master could give--» although 
he could not follow up his precept by example — tell me, what did 
take place ? Let me know the full extent of my backsliding.* 

‘You fell fast asleep, sir, and we put you to be<L* 
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^ Who did me that offic% Jacob ? ’ 

‘ Young Tom and I, sir ; as for old Tom, he was not in a 
state to help anybody.’ 

* I am humbled, Jacob.’ 

‘ Nonsense, old gentleman ; why make a fuss about no- 
thing ? ’ said old Tom, who, overhearing our conversation, came 
into the cabin. ‘You had a drop too much, that’s all, and 
what o’ that ? It’s a poor heart that never rejoiceth. Rouse 
a bit, wash your face with cold Thames-water, and in half an 
hour you’ll be as fresh as a daisy.’ 

‘My head acheth!’ exclaimed the Domine, ‘even as if 
thete were a ball of lead rolling from one temple to the other ,• 
but my punishment is just’ 

‘ That is the punishment of making too free with the botfie, 
for sartain ; but if it is an offence, then it carries its own 
punishment, and that’s quite sufficient Every man knows 
that when the heart’s over-light at night, that the head’s over- 
heavy in the morning. I have known and proved it a thousand 
times. Well, what then ? I puts the good against the bad, 
and I takes my punishment like a man,’ 

‘ Friend Dux, for so I will still call thee, thou lookest not 
at the offence in a moral point of vision.’ 

‘ What’s moral ? ’ replied old Tom. 

‘ I would point out that intoxication is sinful.’ 

‘ Intoxication sinful ! I suppose that means that it’s a sin 
to get drunk. Now, master, it’s my opinion that as God 
Almighty has given us good liquor, it was for no other purpose 
than to drink it ; and therefore it would be ungrateful to Him, 
and a sin, not to get drunk, that is, with discretion.’ 

‘ How canst thou reconcile getting drunk, with discretion, 
good Dux ? ’ 

‘ I mean, master, when there’s work to be done, the work 
shouJd be done ; but when there’s plenty of time, and every- 
i^safe, and all ready for a start the next morning, I rsiy 
;% no possible objection to a jollification. Come, master, 
ro^e. out ; , the lighter’s abreast of the Hospital almost by this 
tune, and must put you on shore.’ 

The Dotnme, . whose clothes were all on, turned out of hie 
bed^placei and jyent ^th us on deck. Young Tom^ who was 
at the heli^ as soo?^ as we niade our appearance^ wished him 
■a good morning: very respectf^ Indeed 1 always observed 
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that Tom, with all his impudence' and waggery, had a great 
deal of consideration and kindness. He had overheard the 
Domine’s conversation with me, and would not further wound 
his feelings with a jest. Old Tom resumed his place at the 
helm, while his son prepared the breakfast, and I drew a bucket 
of water for the Domine to wash his face and hands. Of his 
nose not a word was said ; and the Domine made no remarks 
to me on the subject, although I am persuaded it must have 
been very painful, from the comfort he appeared to derive in 
^ bathing it with the freezing water. A bowl of tea was a great 
solace to him, and he had hardly finished it when the lighter 
was abreast of the Hospital stairs. Tom jumped into the boat 
and hauled it alongside. I took the other oar, and the Domine, 
shaking hands with old Tom, said, ‘ Thou didst mean kindly, 
and therefore I wish thee a kind farewell, good Dux/ 

< God be with you, master,’ replied old Tom ; < shall we call 
for you as we come back ? ’ 

‘Nay, nay,’ replied the Domine, ‘the tmveHing by land 
is more expensive, but less dangerous. 1 thank thee for 

thy songs, and- for all thy kindness, good Dux. Arc my 

paraphernalia in the boat, Jacob?* 

I replied in the affirmative. The Domine stepped in, 
and we pulled him on shore. He landed, took his bundle and 
umbrella under his arm, shook hands with Tom and then with 
me, without speaking, and I perceived the tean> start in his 
eyes as he turned and walked away. 

‘ Well, now,’ said Tom, looking after the Domine, * I wish 
I had been drunk instead of he. He does so take it to heart, 
poor old gentleman ! ’ 

‘ He has lost his self-esteem, Tom,’ replied I. * It should 
be a warning to you. Come, get your oar to pass.’ 

‘ Well, some people be ^shioned one way and some another. 
Fva been tipsy more than once, and I never lost anything 
but my rmson, and that came as soon as the grog left 
my head. I can’t understand that fretting about having had 
a glass too much. I cmly frets when I can’t get enough. Well, 
of all the noses I ever saw, his beats them by chalks j I did 
so want to laugh at it, but I knew It would f^in him.’ 

‘ It was very kind of you, Tom, to hold your tongue, mi I 
thank you very much.’ 

‘And yet that old dad of mine sweam I’ve got no frilow* 
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feeling, which I consider a very undutiful thing for him to say. 
What's the reason, Jacob, that sons be always cleverer than 
their fathers ? ’ 

. ‘ I didn’t know that was the case, Tom.’ 

‘ But it is so now, if it wasn’t in oldm time. The proverb 
says, “ Young people think old people to be fools, but old 
people know young people to be fools.” We must alter that, 
for I says, “Old people think young people to be fools, but 
young people know old people to be fools.” ’ 

‘ Have it your own way, Tom j that will do, rowed of all.’ 

We tossed in our oars, made the boat fast, and gained 
the deck, where old Tom still remained at the helm. * Well,’ 
said he, ‘ Jacob, I never thought I should be glad to see the 
old gentleman clear of the lighter, but I was— devilish glad ; he 
was like a load on my conscience this morning ; he was trusted 
to my charge by Mr. Drummond, and I had no right to 
persuade him to make a fool of himself. But, however, what’s 
done can’t be helped, as you say sometimes ; and it’s no use 
crying j still it was a pity, for he be, for all the world, like a 
child. There’s a fancy kind of lass in that wherry, crossing 
our bows ; look at the streamers from her top-gallant. 

Come o’er the sea, 

Maiden, tome. 

Mine through sunshine, storm, and snows ; 

Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 
Burns the same wherever it goes. 

Then come o’er the sea, 

Maiden, with me.’ 

“See you hanged first, you underpinned old hulk,’ replied 
the female in the boat, which was then close under our bows. 

‘ Well, that be civil, for sartain,’ said old Tom, laughing. 
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CHAPTER XV 

I am unshipped for a short time, in order to record shipments and engross 
invoices — Form a new acquaintance, what is called in the world ' a 
warm man,’ though he passed the best pan of his life among icehergi, 
and one whole night within the ribs of death— His wife works hard 
at gentility. 

We arrived at Sheemess the next morning, landed the bricks, 
which were for the government buildings, and returned in 
ballast to the wharf* My first inquiry was for the Domine j 
but he had not yet returned ; and Mr* Drummond further 
informed me, that he had been obliged to send away his under 
clerk, and wished me to supply his place until he could procure 
another. The lighter therefore took in her cargo, and sailed 
without me, which was of no consequence, as my apprentice- 
ship still went on. I now lived with Mr. Drummond m one 
of his own family, and wanted for nothing. His continual 
kindness to me made me strive all I could to please him by 
diligence and attention, and I soon became very ex|>ert at 
accounts, and, as he said, veiy useful. The advantages to me, 
I hardly need observe, were considerable, and I gained informa- 
tion every day. Still, although 1 was glad to be of any use to 
Mr. Drummond, the confinement to the desk was irksome, and 
I anxiously looked for the arrival of the new clerk to take my 
place, and leave me free to join the lighter. Mr. Drummond 
did not appear to me to be in any hurry j indeed, I believe 
that he would have retained me altogether, had he not perceived 
that I still wished to be on the river. 

*At all events, Jacob, I shall keep you here until you are 
master of your work ; it will be useful to you hereafter,* he 
said to me one day j * and you do not gain much by sailing 
up and down the river.* 

This was true ; and I also derived much advantage from 
the evenings spent with Mrs. Drummond, who was a very 
sensible, good woman, and would make me read aloud to 
her and little Sar^ as they sat at their ne^le. I had no 
idea, until I was employed posting up the books, that Mr. 
Prummond*s concern was so extensive, or tlmt there was m 
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much capital employed in the business. The Domine re- 
turned a few days after my arrival. When we mct^ his nose 
had resumed its former appearance, and he never brought up 
the subject of the evening on board of the lighter. I saw him 
frequently, mostly on Sundays after I had been to church with 
the family; and half an hour, at least, was certain to be 
dedicated to our reading together one of the classics. 

As I., was on shore several months, I became acquainted 
with many families, one or two of which were worth noticing. 
Among the foremost was Captain Turnbull, at least such was 
his appellation until within the last two months previous to my 
making his acquaintance, when Mr. Turnbull sent out his 
cards, Giorge TumbuU^ Esq* The history of Captain Turnbull 
was as follows. He had, with his twin brother, been hung up 
at the knocker, and afterwards had been educated at the 
Foundling Hospital ; they had both been apprenticed to the 
sea ; grown up thoroughbred, capital seamen, in the Greenland 
fishery ; rose to be mates, then captains j had been very 
successful, owned part, then the whole, of a ship, afterwards 
two or three ships ; and had wound up with handsome fortunes. 
Captain Turnbull was a married man without a family ; his wife, 
fine in person, vulgar in speech, a would-be fashionable lady, 
against which fashion Captain T— had, for years, plead^ 
poverty ; but his brother, who had remained a bachelor, died, 
leaving him forty thousand pounds,— a fact which could not 
be concealed. Captain Turnbull had not allowed his wife to 
be aware of the extent of his own fortune, more from a wish to 
live quietly and happily, than from any motive of parsimony, 
for he was liberal to excess ; but now he had no further excuse 
to plead, and Mrs. Turnbull insisted upon fasMm* The house 
they had lived in was given up, and a marine villa on the 
bordars of the Thames, to a certain degree, met the views of 
both parties; Mrs. Turnbull anticifmtmg 4^nners and fdtei, 
and the captain content to watch what was going on in the 
river, and amuse himself in a wherry. They bad long been 
acquaintances of Mr. and Mrs. Drummond ; and Captain 
Tumbull^s character was such as always to command the 
respect of Mr. Drummond, as he was an honest, friendly man. 
Mrs. Turnbull had now set up her carriage, and she was, in 
her own opinion, a vei^ great personage. She would hitve 
cut all her former acquaintance ; but on that point the captain 
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was inflexible, particularly as regarded the Drummonds. As 
far as they were concerned, Mrs. Turnbull gave way, Mrs. 
Drummond being a lady- like woman, and Mr. Drummond 
universally respected as a man of talent and information. 
Captain, or rather Mr. Turnbull, was a constant visitor at our 
house, and very partial to me. He used to scold Mr. 
Drummond for keeping me so close to my desk, and would 
often persuade him to give me a couple of hours^ run. When 
this was obtained, he would call a waterman, throw him a 
crown, and tell him to get out of his wherry as fast as he could. 
We then embarked, and amused ourselves pulling up and 
down the river, while Mrs. Turnbull, dressed in the extremity 
of the fashion, rode out in the carriage and left her cards in 
every direction. 

One day Mr. Turnbull called upon the Drummonds, and 
asked them to dine with him on the following Saturday : they 
accepted the invitation. ^ By the bye,’ said he, * Pve got what 
my wife calls a remind in my pocket ’ ; and he pulled out of 
his coat-pocket a large card, ‘with Mr. and Mrs. Turnbull’s 
compliments,’ etc., which card had been doubled in two by his 
sitting down upon it shortly after he came in. Mr. Turnbull 
straightened it again as well as he could, and laid it on the 
table. ‘And, Jacob,’ said he, ‘you’ll come too. You don’t 
want a remind ; but if you do, my wife will send you one,’ 

I replied, ‘ that I wanted no remind for a good dinner.’ 

‘No, I daresay not, my boy; but recollect that you come 
an hour or two before the dinner-hour, to help me ; there’s so 
much fuss with one thing or another, that I’m left in the lurch ; 
and as for trusting the keys of the spirit-room to that long- 
togged rascal of a butler, I’ll see him harpooned first ; so do 
you come and help me, Jacob.’ 

This having been promised, he asked Mr. Drummond to 
lend me for an hour or so, as he wished to take a row up the 
river. This was also consented to ; we embarked and pulled 
away for Kew Bridge. Mr. Turnbull was as good a hand at a 
yam’ as old Tom, and many were the adventures he narrated 
to me of what had taken place during the vicissitudes of his 
life, ihore especially when he was employed in the Greenland 
fishery. He related an accident that morning, which particu- 
larly bore upon the marvellous, although I do not believe that 
he was at all guilty of indulging in a traveller’s license, 
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‘ Jacob/ said he, ‘ I recollect once when I was very near 
eaten alive by foxes, and that in a very singular manner* I 
was then mate of a Greenland ship. We had been on the 
fishing-ground for three months, and had twelve fish on board. 
Finding we were doing well, we fixed our ice-anchors upon a 
very large iceberg, drifting up and down with it, and taking 
fish as we fell in with them. One morning we had just cast 
loose the carcase of a fish which we had cut up, when the 
man in the crow’s nest, on the look-out for another ^^fall,” 
cried out that a large polar bear and her cub were swimming 
over to the iceberg, against the side of which, and about half a 
mile from us, the carcase of a whale was beating. As we had 
nothing to do, seven of us immediately started in chase : we 
had intended to have gone after the foxes, which had gathered 
there also in hundreds, to prey upon the dead whale. It was 
then quite calm : we soon came up with the bear, who at first 
was for making off ; but as the cub could not get on over the 
rough ice as well as the old one, she at last turned round to 
bay. We shot the cub to make sure of her, and it did make 
sure of the dam not leaving us till either she or we perished in 
the conflict I never shall forget her moaning over the cub, 
as it lay bleeding on the ice, while we fired bullet after bullet 
into her. At last she turned round, gave a roar and a gnash- 
ing snarl, which you might have heard a mile, and, with her 
eyes flashing fire, darted upon us. We received her in a body, 
all close together, with our lances to her breast ; but she was 
so large and so strong, that she beat us all back, and two of 
us fell j fortunately the others held their ground, and as she 
was then on end, three bullets were put into her chest, which 
brought her down. I never saw so large a beast in my life. 
I don’t wish to make her out larger than she really was, but I 
have seen many a bullock at Smithfield which would not weigh 
two-thirds of her. Well, after that, we had some trouble in 
despatching her j and while we were so employed, the wind 
blew up in gusts from the northward, and the snow fell heavy. 
The men were for returning to the ship immediately, which 
certainly was the wisest thing for us all to do but I thought 
that the snowstorm would blow over in a short time, and not 
wishing to lose so fine a skin, resolv^ to remain and flay the 
b^t j for I knew, that if left there a few hours, as the foxes 
could not get hold of the cattmse the whale, which had not 
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grounded, they would soon finish the bear and cub, and the 
skins be worth nothing. Well, the other men went back 
to the ship, and as it was, the snowstorm came on so 
thick, that they lost their way, and would never have found 
her, if it was not that the bell was kept tolling for a guide to 
them. I soon found that I had done a very foolish thing; 
instead of the storm blowing over, the snow came down thicker 
and thicker ; and before I had taken a quarter of the skin off, 
I was becoming cold and numbed, and then I was unable to 
regain the ship, and with every prospect of being frozen to 
death before the storm was over. At last, I knew what was 
my only chance. I had flayed all the belly of the bear, but 
had not cut her open. I ripped her up, tore out all her inside, 
and then contrived to get into her body, where I lay, and, 
having closed up the entrance hole, was wann and comfortable, 
for the animal heat had not yet been extinguished. This 
manoeuvre, no doubt, saved my life : and I have heard that 
the French soldiers did the same in their unfortunate Russian 
campaign, killing their horses, and getting inside to protect 
themselves from the dreadful weather. Well, Jacob, I had 
not lain more than half an hour, when I knew by sundry 
jerks and tugs at my new invented hurricane-house, that the 
foxes were busy — and so they were, sure enough. There must 
have been hundreds of them, for they were at work in all direo 
tions, and some pushed their sharp noses into the opening where 
I had crept in ; but I contrived to get out my knife and saw 
their noses across whenever they touched me, otherwise I 
should have been eaten up in a very short time. There were so 
many of them, and they were so ravenous, that they soon got 
through the bear's thick skin, and were tearing away at the 
flesh. Now I was not so much afraid of their eating me, as I 
thought that if I jumped up and discovered myself, they would 
have all fled. No saying, though ; two or three hundred 
rkvenous devils take courage when together ; but I was afraid 
that they would devour my covering from the weather, and 
then I should perish with the cold ; and I also was afraid of 
having pieces nipped out of me, which would of course oblige 
me to quit my retreat. At last, daylight was made through 
the upper part of the carcase, and I was only protected by the 
, ribs of the animal, between which every now and then their 
xioses dived and nipped my sealskin jacket* I was just 

128 


JACOB FAITHFUL 


thinking of shouting to frighten them away, when I heard the 
report of half a dozen muskets, and some of the bullets struck 
the carcase, but fortunately did not hit me. I immediately 
hallooed as loud as I could, and the men, hearing me, ceased 
firing. They had fired at the foxes, little thinking that I was 
inside of the bear. I crawled out, the storm was over, and 
the men of the ship had come back to look for me. ' My 
brother, who was also a mate on board of the vessel, who had 
not been with the first party, had joined them in the search, 
but with little hopes of finding me alive. He hugged me in 
his arms, covered as I was with blood, as soon as he saw me. 
He’s dead now, poor fellow ! — That’s the story, Jacob.’ 

‘ Thank you, sir,’ replied I ; but, perceiving that the 
memory of his brother affected him, I did not speak again for 
a few minutes. We then resumed our conversation, and pull- 
ing back with the tide, landed at the wharf. 

On the day of the dinner-party, I went up to Mr. Turnbull’s 
at three o’clock, as he had proposed. I found the house in 
a bustle ; Mr. and Mrs. Turnbull, with the butler and footman, 
in the dining-room, debating as to the propriety of this and 
that being placed here or there^ both servants giving their 
opinion, and arguing on a footing of equality, contradicting 
and insisting, Mr. Turnbull occasionally throwing in a word, 
and each time snubbed by his wife, although the servants dare 
not take any liberty with him. ‘ Do, pray, Mr. Turnbull, leave 
hv& to settle these matters. Get hup your wine, that is your 
department. Leave the room, Mr. Turnbull, ^if you please. 
Mortimer and I know what we are about, without your y^inter- 
ference.’ 

‘ Oh I by the Lord, I don’t wish to interfere ; but I wish 
you and your servants not to be squabbling, that’s all. If 
they gave me half the cheek ^ 

‘Do, pray, Mr. Turnbull, leave the room, and allow me to 
regulate my own household.’ 

‘Come, Jacob, we’ll go down into the cellar,’ said Mr. 
Turnbull ; and accordingly we went. 

I assisted Mr. Turnbull in his department as much as I 
could, but he grumbled very much. ‘ I can’t bear all this 
nonsense, all this finery and foolery. Everything comes up 
cold, everything is out of reach. The table’s so long, and so 
covered with uneatables, that my wife is hardly within hail ; 
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and, by jingo, with her, the servants are masters. Not with 
me, at all events ; for if they spoke to me as they do to Mrs. 
Turnbull, I would kick them out of the house. However, 
Jacob, there^s no help for it. All one asks for is quiet ; and 
I must put up with all this sometimes, or I should have no 
quiet from one year’s end to another. When a woman will 
have her way, there’s no stopping her: you know the old 
verse — 

A man’s a fool, who strives by force or skill 
To stem the torrent of a woman’s will ; 

For if she will, she will, you may depend on’t, 

And if she won’t, she won’t — and there’s an end on’t. 

Now let’s go up into my room, and we will chat while I wash 
my hands.’ 

As soon as Mr. Turnbull was dressed, we went down into 
the drawing-room, which was crowded with tables, loaded 
with every variety of ornamental articles, ‘ Now this is what 
my wife calls fashionable. One might as well be steering 
through an ice floe as try to come to an anchor here without 
running foul of something. It’s hard a-^ort or hard a-s^ar- 
board every minute ; and if your coat-tail jihes^ away goes 
something, and whatever it is that smashes, Mrs. T. always 
swears it was the most valuable thing in the room. I’m like 
a bull in a china shop. One comfort is, that I never come in 
here except when there’s company. Indeed, I’m not allowed, 
thank God. Sit on a chair, Jacob, one of those spider-like 
French things, for my wife won’t allow blacks^ as she calls 
them, to come to an anchor upon her sky-blue silk sofas. How 
stupid to have furniture that one’s not to make use of I Give 
me comfort ; but it appears that’s not to be bought for money. 


CHAPTER XVI 

High life abcrui stairs, a little below the mark — Fashion, French, vertu, 

and all that. 

Six o’clock was now near at hand, and Mrs. Turnbull entered 
the drawing-room in full dress. She certainly was a very 
handsome woman, and had every appearance of being fashion- 
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able : but it was her language which exposed her. She was 
like the peacock. As long as she was silent you could but 
admire the plumage, but her voice spoilt all. Now, Mr. 
Turnbull,’ said she, ‘ I wish to ^explain to you that there are 
certain iimproprieties in your behaviour which I cannot put 
^up with, particularly that hoi talking about when you were 

before the mast’ j 

‘ Well, my dear, is that anything to be asnamecl ot i 

‘ Yes, Mr. Turnbull, that ^is-“One //always sinks them ere 
particulars in fashionable society. To w/rtuperate in company 
k’t pleasant, and ^I’ve thought of a plan which may Aact as 
an ^impediment to your vulgarity. Recollect, Mr. T., when- 
^ever I say that iYi’ve an V////ache, it’s to be a sign for you ^ 
’/?ld your tongue ; and, Mr. T., ^oblige me by wearing kid 

gloves all the evening.’ 

‘ What, at dinner time, my dear ? ’ 

‘ Yes, at dinner time ; your ’ands are not fit to be touched. 

‘ Well, I recollect when you thought otherwise.' 

< When, Mr. T. ? ’ave I not often told you so ? ' 

‘Yes, lately; but I referred to the time when one Poll 
Bacon of Wapping took my hand for better or for worse.' 

‘Really, Mr. T., you quite shock me. My name was Mary, 
and the Bacons are a good old /i^inglish name. Y ou 'ave their 
;^arms quartered on the carriage in nght o' me. That’s some- 
thing, 1 can tell you.’ 

‘ Something I had to pay for pretty smartly, at all events.' 

‘ The payment, Mr. T., was on account of grantmg iarms 
to you who never ^ad any.' 

‘And never wished for them. What do I care for such 
stuff?' 

‘ And when you did choose, Mr. Turnbull, you might have 
consulted me, instead of making yourself the laughing-stock of 
Sir George Naylor and all the 'eralds. Who but a madman 
would have chosen three harpoons saiuims, and three barrels 
couchants^ with a spouting whale for a crest ? Just to j^lnt 
out to everybody what should ^ever be buried in ^oblivion ; 
and then your beastly motto — which I would hofUi changed**-* 
“ Blubber for ever ! " Blubber indeed 1 ^enough to make kmy 
one blubber for ever.' 

‘Well, the heralds toM me they were just what I ought to 
have chosen, and very apposite, as they termed it*' 
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‘ They took your money and laughed at you. Two pair of 
griffins, a lion, half a dozen leopards, and a hand with a dagger, 
wou’dn’t ^ave cost a farthing more. But what can you //expect 
from an ^og f ^ 

‘ But if I was cured^ I should be what you were — JBaconJ 

‘ I won’t demean myself, Mr. Turnbull,^ 

‘ That’s right, my dear, don’t ; there’s no curing you. 
Recollect the motto you chose in preference to mine.’ 

‘ Well, and a very proper one — “ Too much familiarity 
breeds contemptf — is it not, Master Faithful ? ’ 

^ Yes, madam, it was one of our copies at school’ 

‘ I beg your pardon, sir, it was my ^own >^invention.’ 

Rap tap, rap tap tap, tap tap. 

‘ Mr. and Mrs. Peters, of Petercumb Hall,’ announced the 
butler. Enter Mrs. Peters first, a very diminutive lady, and 
followed by Mr. Peters, six feet four inches without his 
shoes, deduct for stooping and curved shoulders seven inches. 
Mr. Peters had retired from the Stock Exchange with a com- 
petence, bought a place, named it Petercumb Hall, and set up 
his carriage. Another knock, and Mr. and Mrs. Drummond 
were announced. Compliments exchanged, and a pastile 
lighted by Mrs. Turnbull 

‘Well, Drummond,’ said Mr. Turnbull, ‘what are coals 
worth now ? ’ 

‘ Mr. Turnbull, I’ve got such an ^eadacheJ 

This was of course a matter of condolence from all present, 
and a stopper upon Mr. Turnbull’s tongue. 

Another sounding rap, and a pause. ‘ Monsieur and 
Madame de Tagliabue coming up.’ Enter Monsieur and 
Madame de Tagliabue. The former a dapper little French- 
man, with a neat pair of legs, and a stomach as round as a 
pea. Madame sailing in like an outward-bound East India- 
man, with studding sails below and aloft; so large in her 
dimensions, that her husband might be compared to the pilot- 
boat plying about her stem. 

‘Chama^e de vous voir, Madame Tom-bulle, Vous vous 
portez bien ; n’est-ce pas ?’ 

‘ Vel replied Mrs. Turnbull, who thus exhausted her 
knowledge of the French language ; while the Monsieur tried 
in vain, first on one side, and then on the other, to get from 
under the lee of his wife and make his bow. This was not 
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accomplished until the lady had taken possession of a sofa, 
which she filled most comfortably. 

Who these people were, and how they lived, I never could 
find out ; they came in a dy from Brentford. 

Another announcement. ‘My Lord Babbleton and Mr. 
Smith coming up.’ 

‘ Mr. T., pray go down and receive his lordship. (There 
are two wax candles for you to light on the hall table, and 
you must walk up with them before his lordship,’ said the 
lady, aside.) 

‘I’ll be hanged if I do,’ replied Mr. Turnbull; ‘let the 
servants light him.’ 

‘ Oh, Mr. T., Fve such an ’eadache 1 ’ 

‘ So you may have,’ replied Mr. T., sitting down doggedly. 

In the meantime Mr. Smith entered, leading Lord Babble- 
ton, a boy of twelve or thirteen years old, shy, awkward, red- 
haired, and ugly, to whom Mr. Smith was tutor. Mrs. T. had 
found out Mr. Smith, who was residing near Brentford with 
his charge, and made his acquaintance on purpose to have a 
lord on her visiting list, and, to her delight, the leader had 
not forgotten to bring his bear with him. Mrs. Turnbull 
sprang to the door to receive them, making a prepared courtesy 
to the aristocratical cub, and then shaking him respectfully by 
the hand, — ‘ Won’t your lordship walk to the fmc ? isn’t your 
lordship cold ? I hope your lordship’s sty is better in your 
lordship’s eye. Allow me to introduce to your lordship’s 
notice, Mr. and Mrs. Peters— Madame and Mounshecr 
Tagleebue — Mr. and Mrs. Drummond, the Right Honourable 
Lord Viscount Babbleton.’ As for Mr, Turnbull and myself, 
we were left out, as unworthy of introduction. ‘ We are ready 
for dinner, Mr. Turnbull’ 

‘Snobbs, get dinner dressed up,’ said Mr. T. to the butler. 

‘ Oh, Mr. T., I’ve such an ’eadache.’ 

This last headache was produced by Mr. T. forgetting him- 
self, and calling the butler by his real name, which was Snobbs j 
but Mrs. Turnbull had resolved that it should be changed to 
Mortimer — or rather, to Mr. Mortimer, as the household were 
directed to call him, on pain of expulsion. 

Dinner was announced Madame Tagliabue, upon what 
pretence I know not, was considered the first lady in the room, 
and Lord Babbleton was requested by Mrs. Turnbull to hand 
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her down. Madame rose, took his lordship’s hand, and led 
him away. Before they were out of the room, his lordship 
had disappeared among the ample folds of Madame’s gown, 
and was seen no more until she pulled him out, on their 
arrival at the dinner-table. At last we were all arranged 
according to Mrs. Turnbull’s wishes, although there were 
several chops and changes about, until the order of preced- 
ence could be correctly observed. A French cook had been 
sent for by Mrs. Turnbull ; and not being mistress of the 
language, she had a card with the names of the dishes to 
refresh her memory, Mr. Mortimer having informed her that 
such was always the custom among great people, who, not 
ordering their own dinners, of course could not tell what 
there was to eat. 

‘ Mrs. Turnbull, what soup have you there ?’ 

‘ Consummy soup, my lord. Will your lordship make use 
of that or of this here, which is djussJ 

His lordship stared, made no answer ; looked foolish ; and 
Mr. Mortimer placed some soup before him. 

‘Lord Babbleton takes soup,’ said Mr. Smith, pompously; 
and the little right honourable supped soup, much to Mrs. 
Turnbull’s satisfaction. 

‘ Madame, do you soup ? or do you hsh ?’ 

‘ Merci, no soup — ^oissonJ 

‘ Don’t be afraid, madame ; we’ve a French cook ; you 
won’t be poisoned here,’ replied Mrs. Turnbull, rather annoyed. 

‘ Comment, ma ch^re madame, I meant to say dat I prefer 
de cod.’ 

‘ Mr. T., some fish for Madame. John, a dean plate for 
Lord Babbleton. What will your lordship condescend to make 
use of now ? ’ (Mrs. Turnbull thought the phrase, make use, 
excessively refined and elegant.) 

‘Ah I madame, votre cuisine est superbe,’ exclaimed 
Monsieur Tagliabue, tucking the comer of his napkin into his 
button-hole, and making preparations for well filling his little 
rotundity. 

‘ Ve,’ replied Mrs. Turnbull. ‘ Mrs. Peters, will you try 
the dish next Mr. Turnbull ? What is it ? ’ {looking ai her 
card ) — ^ Agno roty. Will you, my lord? If your lordship 
has not yet got into your French — it means roast quarter of 
lamb.’ 
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‘ His lordship is very partial to lamb,^ said Mr. Smith, with 
emphasis. 

^ Mr. Turnbull, some lamb for Lord Babbleton, and for 
Mr. Peters.’ 

‘Directly, my dear. Well, Jacob, you see, when I was 
first mate ’ 

‘Dear! Mr. Turnbull — Pve such an ’eadache. Do pray 
cut the lamb. {Aside.) Mr. Mortimer, do go and whisper to 
Mr, Turnbull that I beg he will put on his gloves.’ 

‘ Mrs. Peters, you’re doing nothing. Mr. Mortimer, ’and 
round the side dishes, and let John serve out the champagne.’ 

‘ Mrs. Peters, there’s a wolley went d weaters. Will you 
make use of some ? Mrs. Drummond, will you try the dish 
coming round ? it is — let me see — it is chew farsy. My Lord 
Babbleton, I ’ope the lamb’s to your liking f Monshere 
Tagliabue — William, give Monshere a clean plate. What will 
you take next ? ’ 

‘Vraiment, madame, tout est excellent, superbe 1 Je 
voudrais embrasser votre cuisinier — c’est un artiste commc il 
n’y a pas ? ’ 

‘ replied Mrs. Turnbull 

The first course was removed ; and the second, after some 
delay, made its appearance. In the interim, Mr. Mortimer 
handed round one or two varieties of wine. 

‘ Drummond, will you take a glass of wine with me ? ’ said 
Mr. Turnbull. ‘I hate your sour French wines. Will you 
take Madeira ? I was on shore at Madeira once, for a few 
hours, when I was before the mast, in the^ ’ 

‘ Mr. Turnbull, I’ve such an ’eadache,’ cried his lady, in an 
angry tone. ‘ My lord, will you take some of this ?— it is—a 
ding dong d turf—^ turkey, my lord.’ 

‘His lordship is fond of turkey,’ said Mr. Smith, dic« 
tatorially. 

Monsieur Tagliabue, who sat on the other side of Mrs. T., 
found that the turkey was in request — it was some time before 
he could help himself. 

‘ C’est superbe i ’ said Monsieur, thrusting a truffle into his 
mouth. ‘ Apparmment, madame n’aime pas la cuisine 
Anglaise ? ’ 

‘ replied Mrs. Turnbull ‘ Madame, what will you be 
^assisted to ? ’ continued Mrs. T. 
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‘Tout de bon, madame.^ 

‘ Ve; what are those by you, Mr. Peters ? ’ inquired the 
lady in continuation. 

‘ I really cannot exactly say ; but they are fritters of some 
sort.’ 

‘ Let me see — ^hoh 1 bidet du poms. Madame, will you 
eat some bidet du ^oms f ’ 

‘ Comment, madame, jc ne vous comprends pas——’ 

‘ Ve: 

‘Monsieur Tagliabue, expliquez done,’ said the foreign 
lady, red as a quarter of beef. 

‘Permettez,’ said Monsieur, looking at the card. ‘Ah, e’est 
impossible, ma ch^re,’ continued he laughing. ‘ Madame 
Turnbull se trompait, elle voudrait dire Beignets de pommes: 

‘ Vous trouvez notre langue fort difficile, n’est-ce pas ? ’ 
continued Madame, who recovered her good-humour, and 
smiled graciously at Mrs. T. 

‘ Ve/ replied Mrs. Turnbull, who perceived that she had 
made some mistake, and was anxiously awaiting the issue of 
the dialogue. It had, however, the effect of checking Mrs. 
T., who said little more during the dinner and dessert 

At last the ladies rose from the dessert, and left the gentle- 
men at the table : but we were not permitted to remain long 
before coffee was announced, and we went upstairs. A variety 
of French liqueurs were handed about, and praised by most of 
the company. Mr. Turnbull, however, ordered a glass of 
brandy as a settler. 

‘ Oh I Mr. Turnbull, I’ve such an ’eadache I ’ 

After that the party became very dull. Lord Babbleton 
fell asleep on the sofa. Mr. Peters walked round the room, 
admiring the pictures, and asking the names of the masters. 

‘ I really quite forget ; but, Mr. Drummond, you are a judge 
of paintings, I hear. Who do you think this is painted by ? ’ 
said the lady, pointing to a very inferior performance. ‘ I am 
not quite sure ; but I think it is Van — ^Van Daub: 

‘I should think so too,’ replied Mr. Drummond, drily; 
‘we have a great many pictures in England, by the same 
hand.’ 

The French gentleman proposed dcarti^ but no one knew 
how to play it except his wife ; who sat down with him to pass 
away the time. The ladies sauntered about the room, looking 
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at the contents of the tables, Mrs. Peters occasionally talking 
of Petercumb Hall ; Mr. Smith played at patience m one 
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* Requesting them net to teeth so loud* 

Copyrifekt *895 i>y MetemiUan & Co, 

comer ; while Mr. Turnbull and Mr. Drummond sat jn another 
in close conversation ; and the lady of the house divided her 
attentions, running from one to the other, and requesting them 
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not to talk so loud as to awake the Right Honourable Lord 
Viscount Babbleton. At last the vehicles were announced, and 
the fashionable party broke up, much to the satisfaction of 
everybody, and to none more than myself. 

I ought to observe, that all the peculiar absurdities I have 
narrated, did not strike me so much at the time ; but it was 
an event to me to dine out, and the scene was well impressed 
upon my memory. After what occurred to me in my after life 
and when I became better able to judge of fashionable 
pretensions, the whole was vividly brought back to my 
recollection. 


CHAPTER XVII 

The Tomkinses' fite champHre and fHe dansanU — I/ights among the 
gooseberry bushes— All went off well, excepting the lights, they went 
out — A winding-up that had nearly proved a caiasiirophe — Old Tom 
proves that danger makes friends, by a yarn, young Tom, by a fact. 

I REMAINED with Mr. Drummond about eight months, when 
at last the new clerk made his appearance — a little fat fellow, 
about twenty, with a face as round as a full moon, thick lips| 
and red cheeks. During this time I frequently had the pleasure 
of meeting with old and young Tom, who appeared very 
anxious that I should rejoin them ; and I must say that I was 
equally willing to^ return to the lighter. Still Mr. Drummond 
put his veto on it, and Mrs. Drummond was also constantly 
pointing out the very desirable situation I might have on shore 
as a clerk in the office; but I could not bear it — seated 
nearly the whole day — perched up on a high stool— turning 
over Dr., contra Cr., and only occasionally interrupted by the 
head clerk, with his attempts to make rhymes. When the new 
clerk came I expected my release, but I was disappointed. 
Mr. Drummond discovered him to be so awkward, and the 
head clerk declared that the time was so busy, that he could 
not spare me. This was true ; Mr. Drummond had just come 
to a final arrangement, which had been some time pending, by 
which he purchased a wharf and large warehouses, with a 
house adjoining, in Lower Thames Street— a very large 
concern, for which he had paid a considerable sum of money. 
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What with the valuations, winding up of the Brentford concern on 
the old account, etc., there was much to do, and I toiled at the 
desk until the removal took place ; and when the family were 
removed, I was still detained, as there was no warehouseman 
to superintend the unloading and hoisting up of goods. Mr. 
Tomkins, the head clerk, who had been many years a faithful 
servant to Mr. Drummond, was admitted as a partner, and had 
charge of the Brentford wharf, a species of promotion which 
he and his wife resolved to celebrate with a party. After a 
long debate, it was resolved that they should give a ball, and 
Mrs. Tomkins exerted all her taste and ingenuity on the 
occasion. My friend Tomkins lived at a short distance from 
the premises, in a small house, surrounded with half an acre of 
garden, chiefly filled with gooseberry bushes, and perambulated 
by means of four straight gravel walks. Mr. and Mrs. 
Drummond were invited, and accepted the invitation, which 
was considered by the Tomkinses as a great mark of con- 
descension. As a specimen of Mr. Tomkins’s poetical talents, 
I shall give his invitation to Mr. Drummond, written in the 
very best German text : — 

Mr. and Mrs. T— 

Sincerely hope to see 
Mr. and Mrs. Drum- 
Mond, to a very hum- 
Ble party that they in- 
Tend to ask their kin 
To, on the Saturday 
Of the week ensuing ; 

When fiddles they will play, 

And other things be doing. 

Belle Vue Hotm, 

To which jiu ePssj^ril Mr. Drummond answered with a pencil 
on a card — 

Mr. and Mrs. Drum- 
Mond intend to come. 

‘ Here, give Tomkins that, Jacob ; it will please him bettw 
than any formal acceptation.’ Mr. and Mrs. Turnbull were 
also asked: the form^ accepted, but the latter indignantly 
refused. 

When I arrived with Mr, and Mrs. Drummond, many of the 
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company were there ; the garden was what they called 
illuminated, that is, every gooseberry bush had one variegated 
lamp suspended about the centre ; and, as Mr. Tomkins told me 
afterwards, the lamps were red and yellow, according to the 
fruit they bore. It was a cold, frosty, clear night, and the 
lamps twinkled as brightly among the bare boughs of the 
gooseberry trees as the stars did in the heavens. The company 
in general were quite charmed with the novelty, ‘Quite a 
minor Wauxhal^ cried one lady, whose exuberance of fat kept 
her warm enough to allow her to stare about in the open air. 
The entrance porch had a dozen little lamps, backed with 
laurel twigs, and looked very imposing. Mrs. Tomkins received 
her company upon the steps outside, that she might have the 
pleasure of hearing their praises of her external arrangements ; 
still it was freezing, and she shivered not a little. The 
drawing-room, fourteen feet by ten, was fitted up as the ball- 
room, with two fiddlers and a fifer sitting in a corner, and a 
country-dance was performing when we arrived. Over the 
mantelpiece was a square of laurel twigs, inclosing as a frame 
this couplet, from the poetical brain of the master of the house, 
cut out in fed paper, and bespangled with blue and yellow 
tinsel — 

Here we are to dance so gay, 

While the fiddlers play away. 

Other appropriate distichs, which I have now forgotten, were 
framed in the same way on each of the other compartments. 
But the dining-room was the ckef d^muvn. It was formed 
into a bower, with evergreens, and on the evergreen boughs 
were stuck real apples and oranges in all directions, so that 
you could help yourself. 

‘ Veil, I do declare, this is a paradise ! ^ exclaimed the fat 
lady who entered with me. 

‘ In all but one thing, ma^am,’ replied Mr. Turnbull, who, 
with his coat off, was squeezing lemons for the punch — there^s 
no forbidden fruit. You may help yourself.’ 

This bonm^t was repeated by Mr. Tomkins to the end of 
his existence, not only for its own sake, but because it gave him 
an opportunity of entering into a detail of the whole fiU — the 
first he had ever given in his life. ‘Ah, Jacob, my boy, glad 
to see you — ^come and help here — they’ll soon be thirsty, I’ll 
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warrant,’ said Mr. Turnbull, who was in his glory. The 
company, although not so very select, were very happy ; they 
danced, drank punch, laughed, and danced again ; and it was 
not till a late hour, long after Mr. and Mrs. Drummond 
had gone home, that I quitted the ‘ festive scene ’ ; Mr, Turn- 
bull, who walked away with me, declaring that it was worth a 
dozen of his party, although they had not such grand people as 
Mrs. Tagliabue, or the Right Honourable Lord Viscount Bab- 
bleton. I thought so too ; every one was happy, and every one 
at their ease ; and I do believe they would have stayed much 
longer, but the musicians took so much punch, that one fiddler 
broke his fiddle, the other broke his head in going down the 
steps into the garden, and the fifer swore he could blow no 
longer ; so, as there was an end to the music, clogs, pattens, 
and lanterns were called for, the shawls were brought out of 
the kitchen, and every one went away. Nothing could go off 
better. Mrs. Tomkins had a cold and rheumatism the next 
day ; but that was not surprising, a minor Wauxhall not being 
seasonable in the month of December. 

A week after this party, we removed to Thames Street, and 
I performed the duty of warehouseman. Our quantity of 
lighters was now much increased, and employed in carrying dry 
goods, etc. One morning old Tom came under the crane to 
discharge his lighter, and wishing to see me, when the fall had 
been overhauled down, to heave up the casks with which the 
lighter was laden, instead of hooking on a cask, held on by his 
hands, crying, ' Hoist away,’ intending to be hoisted himself 
up to the door of the warehouse where I was presiding. Now, 
there was nothing unusual in this whim of old Tom’s, but still 
he ran a very narrow chance, in consequence of an extra whim 
of young Tom’s, who, as soon as his father was suspended in 
the air, caught hold of his two wooden stumps, to be hoisted 
up also; and as he caught hold of them, standing on tiptoe, 
they both swung clear of the lighter, which could not approach 
to within five feet of the buildings. The crane was on the 
third story of the warehouse, and very high up. ^ Tom, Tom, 
you rascal, what the devil are you about ? ’ cried the old 
man, when he felt the weight of his son’s body hanging to 
him. 

‘ Going up along with you, father — hope we shall go to 
heaven the same way.’ 
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^ More likely to go to the devil together, you little fool ; I 
never can bear your weight. Hoist away, there, quick,* 

Hearing the voices, I looked out of the door, and perceiving 
their situation, ordered the men to hoist as fast as they could, 
before old Tom's strength should be exhausted ; but it was a 
compound movement crane, and we could not hoist very fast, 
although we could hoist very great weights. At last, as they 
were wound up higher and higher, old Tom's strength was 
going fast. ^ Oh, Tom, Tom, what must be done ? I can't — 
I can't hold on but a little longer, and we shall be both dashed 
to pieces. My poor boy 1 ' 

< Well then, I'll let go, father ; it was all my folly, and I'll 
be the sufferer.’ 

‘ Let go ! ' cried old Tom ; * no, no, Tom — don't let go, my 
boy ; I’ll try a little longer. Don’t let go, my dear boy — don't 
let go I ’ 

‘Well, father, how much longer can you hold on ?' 

‘ A little— very little longer,' replied the old man, struggling. 

‘Well, hold fast now,' cried young Tom, who, raising his 
head above his arms, with a great exertion shijfted one of his hands 
to his father's thigh, then the other; raising himself as before, he 
then caught at the seat of his father^s trousers with his teeth ; 
old Tom groaned, for his son had taken hold of more than the 
garments ; he then shifted his hands round his father's body- — 
from thence he gained the collar of his jacket — ^from the collar 
he climbed on his father's shoulders, from thence he seized 
hold of the fall above, and relieved his father of his weight. 

‘ Now, father, are you all right?' cried Tom, panting as he 
clung to the fall above him. 

‘ I can’t hold on ten seconds more, Tom — ^no longer — my 
clutch is going now.' 

‘ Hang on by your eyelids, father, if you love me,' cried 
young Tom, in agony. 

It was indeed an awful moment ; they were now at least sixty 
feet above the lighter, suspended in the air ; the men whirled 
round the wheel, and I had at last the pleasure of hauling 
them both in on the floor of the warehouse, the old man so 
exhausted that he could not speak for more than a minute. 
Young Tom, as soon as all was safe, laughed immoderately. 
Old Tom sat upright ^ It might have been no laughing 
matter, Mr. Tom,' said he, looking at his son* 
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‘Whafs done can*t be helped, father, as Jacob says. After 
all, you’re more frightened than hurt.’ 

‘ I don’t know' that, you young scamp,’ replied the old man, 
putting his hand behind him, and rubbing softly ; you’ve bit a 
piece clean out of my starn. Now let this be a warning to 
you, Tom. Jacob, my boy, couldn’t you say that I’ve met 
with an accident^ and get a drop of something from Mr. 
Drummond ? ’ 

I thought, after his last observation, I might honestly say 
that he had met with an accident, and I soon returned with a 
glass of brandy, which old Tom was drinking off, when his son 
interrupted him for a share. 

‘You know, father, I shared the danger,’ 

‘Yes, Tom, I know you did,’ replied the father; ‘but this 
was sent to me on account of my accident^ and as I had that 
all to myself, I shall have all this too.’ 

‘ But, father, you ought to give me a drop, if it were only to 
take the taste oitt of my mouthJ 

‘Your own flesh and blood, Tom,’ replied his father, 
emptying his glass. 

‘Well, I always heard it was quite unnatural not to like 
your own flesh and blood,’ replied Tom ; ‘but I see now that 
there may be reasons for it’ 

‘Be content, Tom,’ replied his father, putting down the 
glass : ‘ we’re now just square. You’ve had your raw nip, and 
I’ve had mine.’ 

Mr. Drummond now came up, and asked what had been 
the matter. ‘Nothing, sir — only an accident. Tom and I 
had a bit of a hoist,’ 

As this last word had a double meaning, Mr. Drummond 
thought that a cask had surged, when coming out of the lighter, 
and struck them down. He desired old Tom to be more careful, 
and walked away, while we proceeded to unload the lighter. 
The new clerk was a very heavy, simple young man, plodding 
and attentive certainly, but he had no other merit ; he was 
sent into the lighter to take the marks and numbers of the 
casks as they were hoisted up, and soon became a butt to 
young Tom, who gave him the wrong marks and numbers of 
all the casks, to his interrogations. 

‘ What’s that, boy ? ’ cried the pudding-faced fellow, with 
his pencil in one hand, and his book in the other. 
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'Pea soup, 13,’ replied Tom; ‘ladies^ bonnets, 24. Now, 
then, master, chalk again, pipe-clay for sodgers, 3 ; red herrings, 
26.’ All of which were carefully noted down by Mr. Gubbins, 
who, when the lighter was cleared, took the memoranda to 
Mr. Drummond. 

Fortunately, we had checked the number of the casks as 
they were received above — their contents were dour. Mr. 
Drummond sent for young Tom, and asked him how he dared 
play such a trick. Tom replied very boldly, ‘that it was 
meant as a good lesson to the young man, that in future he 
did his own work, and did not trust to others.^ To this Mr. 
Drummond agreed, and Master Tom was dismissed without 
punishment. 

As the men had all gone to dinner, I went down into the 
lighter to have a little chat with my old shipmates. ‘ Well, 
Jacob,’ said old Tom, ‘Tom’s not a bit wiser than he was 
before — two scrapes to-day, already.’ 

‘ Well, father, if I prove my folly by getting into scrapes, 
I prove my wit by getting out of them.’ 

‘ Yes, that may be true, Tom ; but suppose we had both 
come down with a run, what would you have thought then ? ’ 

‘ I suspect, father, tlxat I should have been past all thinking.’ 

‘ I once did see a thing of that kind happen,’ said old Tom, 
calling to mind former scenes in his life; ‘and I’ll tell you a 
yam about it, boys, because they say danger makes friends.’ 
Tom and I sat down by old Tom, who narrated as follows 

‘ When I was captain of the maintop in the La Mimrvi^ 
forty-four gun frigate, we were the smartest ship up the 
Mediterranean ; and many’s the exercise we were tbe means 
of giving to other ships’ companies, because they could not 
beat us — ^no, not even hold a candle to us. In both fore and 
main top we had eight-and-twenty as smart chaps m ever put 
their foot to a rattling, or slid down by an a’ter backstay. 
Now the two captains of the foretop were both prime young 
men, active as monkeys, and bold as lions. One was nameci 
Tom Herbert, firoih North Shields, a dark, good-looking chap, 
with teeth as white as a nigger’s, and a merry chap he was, 
always a-showing them* The other was a cockney chap* 
Your Lunnuners ar’n’t often good seamen ; but when they are 
seamen, there’s no better ; they never allow any one to show 
them the way, that’s for sartain, being naturally spunky sort 
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of chaps, and full of tricks and fun. This fellow^s name was 
Bill Wiggins, and between him and Herbert there was always 
a jealousy, who should be the smartest man. IVe seen both 
of them run out on the yard, in fine weather, without holding 
on nothing, seize the lift, and down to their station, haul up 
the earing, in no time ; up by the lift again, and down on deck, 
by the backstay, before half the men had time to get clear of 
the top. In fact, they often risked their lives in bad weather, 
when there was no occasion for it, that one might outdo the 
other. Now this was all very well, and a good example to 
the other men : the captain and officers appeared to like these 
contests for superiority, but it ended in their hating each other, 
and not being even on speaking terms, which, as the two captains 
of the top, was bad. They had quarrelled often, and fought 
five times, neither proving the better man ; either both done 
up, or parted by the master-at-arms, and reported to the first 
lieutenant, so that at last they were not so much countenanced 
by the officers, and were out of favour with the captain, who 
threatened to disrate them both if ever they fought again. 

^ We were cruising off the Gulf of Lyons, where sometimes 
it blows hard enough to blow the deviPs horns off, though the 
gales never last very long. We were under close-reefed fore 
and main topsails, stoim staysail and trysail, when there was 
a fresh hand at the bellows, and the captain desired the officer 
of the watch, just before dinner, to take in the foretopsail. 
Not to disturb the watch below, the maintop men were ordered 
up forward, to help the foretop men of the watch j and I was 
of course aloft, ready to lie out on the lee yard-arm — when 
Wiggins, who had the watch below, came up in the top, not 
liking that Herbert should be at work in such weather, without 
he being there too. 

‘ “ Tom,” says Wiggins to me, I’ll take the yard-arm.” 

« <iVery well,” says I, <‘with all my heart, then Til look to 
the bunt.” 

‘Just at that time there came on a squall with rain, which 
almost blinded us ; the sail was taken in very neatly, clew-lines 
chpck-a-bjock, bunt-lines and leech-lines well up, reef-tackles 
overhauled, rolling tackles taut, and all as it should be. The 
men lied out on the yard, the squall wore worse and worse, 
but they were handing in the leech of the sail, when snap went 
one bunt-line, then the other, the sail flapped and flagged, till 
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away went the leech-lines, and the men clung to the yards for 
their lives; for the sail mastered them, and they could do 
nothing. At last it split like thunder, buffeting the men^ on 
the yard-arms, till they were almost senseless, until to wind- 
ward it wore away into long coach whips, and the whole of the 
canvas left was at the lee yard-arm. The men laid in at last 
with great difficulty, quite worn out by fatigue and clinging 
for their existence ; all but Wiggins, who was barred by the 
sail to leeward from making his footing good on the horse ; 
and there he was, poor fellow, completely in irons, and so 
beaten by the canvas that he could hardly be said to be 
sensible. It takes a long while to tell all this, but it wasn't 
the work of a minute. At last he made an attempt to get up 
by the lift, but was struck down, and would have been hurled 
overboard, if it hadn't been that his leg fell over the horse, 
and there he was head downwards, hanging over a raging sea, 
ready to swallow him up as soon as he dropt into it. As every 
one expected he would be beat off before any assistance could 
be given, you may guess that it was an awful moment to those 
below who were looking up at him, watching for his fall and 
the roll of the ship, to see if he fell clear into the sea or was 
dashed to pieces in the fore-chains. 

‘ I couldn’t bear to see a fellow-creature, and good seaman 
in the bargain, in that state, and although the captain dared 
not order any one to help him, yet there were one or two mid- 
shipmen hastening up the fore-rigging, with the intent, I have 
no doubt, of trying to save him (for midshipmen don't value 
their lives at a quid of tobacco), so I seizes the studding-sail 
halyards, and runs up the topmast rigging, intending to go 
down by the lift, and pass a bowling knot round him before 
he fell, when who should I meet at the cross-trees but Tom 
Herbert, who snatched the rope out of my hand, bawling to 
me through the gale, This is my business, Tom." 

‘ Down he goes by the lift, the remainder of the canvas 
flapped over him, and I seed no more until I heard a cry from 
all below, and away went Herbert and Wiggins, both together, 
flying to leeward just as the ship was taking her recovery to 
windward. Fortunately they both fell clear of the ship about 
two feet, not more, and as their fall was expected, they had 
prepared below. A master's mate, of the name of Simmonds, 
and the captain of the forecastle, both went overboard In 
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bowling knots, with another in their hands, and in a minute 
or two they were all four on board again ; but Herbert and 
Wiggins were both senseless, and a long while coming to again. 
Well, now, what do you think was the upshot of it ? why, they 
were the best friends in the world ever afterwards, and would 
have died for one another ; and if one had a glass of grog from 
the officers for any little job, instead of touching his forelock 
and drinking it off to the officer's health, he always took it out 
of the gun-room, that he might give half of it to the other. 
So, d'ye see, my boys, as I said before I began my yam, that 
danger makes friends. 

'Tis said we vent’rous die hard, 

When we leave the shore, 

Our friends may mourn, lest we return 
To bless their sight no more. 

But this is all a notion 
Bold Jack can’t understand ; 

Some die upon the ocean. 

And some upon dry land/ 

‘ And if we had tumbled, father, we should have just died 
betwixt and between, not water enough to float us. It would 
have been woolez worn ^arlez nvous^ plump in the mud, as 
you say sometimes.' 

‘Why, yes, Tom. I've a notion that I should have been 
planted too deep, ever to have struck root,' replied the old 
man, looking at his wooden stumps. 

‘ Why, yes, father, legs are legSy when you tumble into six 
foot of mud. How you would have dibbled down, if your daddies 
hadn't held on.' 

‘ Well, then, Tom, recollect that you never sell your father 
for a lark again.' 

Tom laughed, and catching at the word, although used 
•sin ^ different sense, sung, 

‘Just like the lark, high poised in air. 

And so were you, father, only that you didn't sing as he 
does, and you didn't leave your young one below in the nest' 

‘ Ay, it is the young uns which prevent the old ones from 
rising in the world — ^that's very true, Tom. HoUa, who have 
we got here ? My service to you at all events/ 


148 


JACOB FAITHFUL 


CHAPTER XVm 

The art of hard lying made easy, though I am made very uneasy by hard 
lying — I send my ruler as a missive, to let the parties concerned know 
that I’m a rebel to tyrannical rule — I am arraigned, tried, and con- 
demned without a hearing — ^What I lose in speech is made up in 
feeling, the whole wound up with magnanimous resolves and a little 
sobbing. 

It was the captain of the American schooner, from out of 
which we were then taking the casks of flour. 

‘We’ve no sarvice in our country, IVe a notion, my old 
bob-tail roarer,’ said. he. ‘When do you come alongside of 
my schooner, for t’other lading, with this raft of yours ? Not 
to-night, I guess.’ 

‘ Well, you’ve guessed right this time,’ replied old Tom ; 
‘we shall lie on the mud till to-morrow morning, with your 
permission.’ 

‘Yes, for all the world like a Louisiana alligator. You 
take things coolly, I’ve a notion, in the old country. I don’t 
want to be hanging head and starn in this little bit of a 
river of your’n. I must be back to New York afore fever 
time.’ 

‘ She be a pretty craft, that little thing of yours,’ observed 
old Tom ; ‘ how long may she take to make the run ? ’ 

‘ How long ? I expect in just no time ; and she’d go as 
fast again, only she won’t wait for the breeze to come up 
with her.’ 

‘ Why don’t you heave-to for it ? ’ said young Tom. 

‘Lose too much time, I guess. I’ve been chased by an 
easterly wind all the way from your Land’s End to ou^, 
Narrows, and it never could overhaul me/ 

‘And I presume the porpoises give it up in despair, don’t 
they ? ’ replied old Tom, with a leer ; ‘ and yet I’ve seen the 
creatures playing across the bows of an English frigate at 
her speed, and laughing at her/ 

‘They never play their tricks with me, old snapper? If 
they do, I cuts them in halves, and astam they go, head 
part floating on one side, and tail part on the other/ 
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‘ But don’t they join together again when they meet in your 
wake ? ’ inquired Tom. 

^ Shouldn’t wonder,’ replied the American captain. 

‘ Pray, captain, what may be that vessel they talk so much 
about at New York ? ’ Old Tom referred to the first steam 
vessel, whose qualities at that time had been tried, and an 
exaggerated report of which had been copied from the 
American papers. ^ That ship, or whatever she may be, that 
sails without masts, yards, or canvas ; it’s quite above my 
comprehension.’ 

Old-country heads can’t take it in. I’ll tell you what — 
she goes slick through the water, ahead or astarn, broadside 
on, or up or down, or any way ; and all you have to do is 
to poke the fire and warm your fingers ; and the more you 
poke, the faster she goes, ’gainst wind and tide.’ 

‘ Well, I must see that, to believe it, though,’ replied old Tom. 

‘ No fear of a capsize, I calculate. My little craft did 
upset with me one night, in a pretty considerable heavy gal; 
but she’s smarts and came up again on the other side in a 
moment, all right as before. Never should have known any- 
thing about it, if the man at the wheel had not found his 
jacket wet, and the men below had a round turn in all the 
clues of their hammocks.’ 

‘ After that round turn, you may belay,’ cried young Tom, 
laughing. 

‘ Yes, but don’t let’s have a stopper over all, Tom,’ replied 
his father. ‘ I consider all this excessively dwariing. Pray, 
captain, does everything else go fast in the new country ? ’ 

‘ Everything with us clean slick, I guess.’ 

‘ What sort of horses have you in America ? ’ inquired I, 

‘ Our Kentucky horses, I’ve a notion, would surprise you. 
They’re almighty goers ; at a trot, beat a N.W, gal of wind. 
I once took an Englishman with me in a gig up Allibama 
country, and he says, What’s this great churchyard we are 
passing through?” ‘^And, stranger,” says I, calculate 
it’s nothing but the milestones we are passing so jZ/kvIr,” But 
I once had a horse, who, I expect, was a deal quicker than 
that. I once seed a flash of lightning chase him for half 
an hour round the clearance, and I guess it couldn’t catch him. 
But I can’t wait no longer. I expect you’ll come alongside 
to-morrow afore meridian/ 
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‘Ay, ay, master,^ replied old Tom, tuning up, 

‘ ’Twas post meridian, half-past four, 

By signal I from Nancy parted, 

At five she lingered on the shore, 

With uplift eyes and broken-hearted/ 

‘I calculate you are no fool of a screamer,’ said the 
American, shoving off his boat from the barge, and pulling 
to his vessel. 

‘ And I calculate you’re no fool of a liar,’ said young Tom, 
laughing. 

‘Well, so he is; but I do like a good He, Jacob, there’s 
some fun in it. But what the devil does the fellow mean by 
calling a gale of wind — a gal f ’ 

‘ I don’t know,’ replied Tom, ‘ unless for the same reason 
that we call a girl — a blowngll 

Our conversation was here interrupted by Mr. Hodgson, 
the new head clerk, of whom I have hitherto said nothing. 
He came into the establishment in the place of Mr, Tomkins, 
when we quitted the Battersea wharf, and had taken an 
evident dislike to me, which appeared to increase every day, 
as Mr. Drummond gave me fresh marks of his approbation. 
‘You, Faithful, come out of that barge directly, and go to 
your desk. I will have no eye-servers under me. Come out, 
sir, directly.’ 

‘I say, Mr. Quilldriver,’ cried old Tom, ‘do you mean for 
to say that Jacob is an eye-sarver?’ 

‘Yes, I do: and want none of your impertinence, or I’ll 
unship you, you old blackguard.’ 

‘Well, then, for the first part of your story, my sarvice to 
you, and you lies; and as for the second, that remains to be 
proved.’ 

Mr. Hodgson’s temper was not softened by this reply of 
old Tom, My blood was also up, for I had borne much 
already; and young Tom was bursting with impatience to 
take my part. He walked carelessly by the head-clerk, saying 
to me as he passed by, ‘Why, I thought, Jacob, you were 
’prentice to the river ; but it seems that you’re bound to the 
counting-house. How long do you mean to sarve ? ’ 

‘ I don’t know,’ replied I, as I walked away sulkily ; < but 
I wish I was out of my time/ 
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‘Very well, sir, I shall report your behaviour to Mr. 
Drummond. Til make him know your tricks.’ 

‘ Tricks ! you won’t let him know his tricks. His duty 
is to take his trick at the wheel,’ replied old Tom; ‘not to 
be brought up at your cheating tricks at the desk.’ 

‘ Cheating tricks, you old scoundrel, what do you mean 
by that ? ’ replied Mr. Hodgson, in a rage. 

‘ My father means ledgerA^mmx^ I suppose,’ replied young 
Tom. 

This repartee from a quarter so little expected sent off the 
head-clerk more wroth than ever. 

‘You seemed to hit him hard there, Tom,’ said his father ; 
‘ but I can’t say that I understand how.’ 

‘You’ve had me taught to read and write, father,’ replied 
young Tom ; ‘ and a’ter that, a lad may teach himself every- 
thing. I pick up every day, here and there ; and I never see 
a thing or a word that I don’t understand, but I find out the 
meaning when I can. I picked up that hard word at Bartlemy 
fair.’ 

‘And very hard you hit him with it.’ 

‘ Who wouldn’t, to serve a friend ? But mark my words, 
father, this won’t last long. There’s a squall blowing up, and 
Jacob, quiet as he seems to be, will show his teeth ere long.’ 

Tom was correct in his surmise, I had not taken my 
seat at my desk more than a minute, when Mr. Hodgson 
entered, and commenced a tirade of abuse, which my pride 
could no longer allow me to submit to. An invoice, perfectly 
correct and well written, which I had nearly completed, he 
snatched from before me, tore into fragments, and ordered me 
to write it over again. Indignant at this treatment, I refused, 
and throwing down my pen, looked him determinedly in the 
face. Irritated at this defiance, he caught up a directory, 
and threw it at my head. No longer able to command myself, 
I seized a ruler and returned the salute. It was whizzing 
through the air as Mr. Drummond entered the room ; and he 
was just in time to witness Mr. Hodgson struck on the fore- 
head and felled to the ground, while I remained with tny arm 
raised, standing upon the cross-bar of my high stool, my £stce 
glowing with passion. 

Appearances were certainly against 'me. Asslsteice was 
summoned, and the head-clerk removed to his chamber, during 
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all which time I remained seated on my stool before the desk, 
my breast heaving with tumultuous feelings. How long I 
remained there I cannot say, it mig'ht have been two hours ; 
feelings long dormant had been aroused, and whirled round 
and round in a continual cycle in my feverish brain. I should 
have remained probably much longer in this state of absorption, 
had I not been summoned to attend Mr. Drummond. It 
appeared that in the meantime Mr. Hodgson had come to his 
own senses, and had given his own version of the fracas, which 
had been to an unjustifiable degree corroborated by the stupid 
young clerk, who was no friend of mine, and who sought favour 
with his principal. I walked up to the drawing-room, where 
I found Mr. and Mrs. Drummond, and little Sarah, whose 
eyes were red with crying. I entered without any feeling of 
alarm, my breast was too full of indignation. Mrs. Dnimmond 
looked grave and mournful, Mr. Drummond severe. 

^ Jacob Faithful, I have sent for you to tell you, that in 
consequence of your disgraceful conduct to my senior clerk, 
you can no longer remain under my roof. It appears that 
what I have been a witness to, this day, has been but a sequel 
to behaviour equally improper, and impertinent ; that so far 
from having,, as I thought, done your duty, you have constantly 
neglected it ; and that the association you have formed with 
that drunken old man and his insolent son has led you into 
this folly. You may say that it was not your wish to remain 
on shore, and that you preferred being on the river. At your 
age, it is too often the case that young people consult their 
wishes rather than their interests ; and it is well for them if 
they find those who are older, and wish them well, to decide 
for them. I had hoped to have been able to place you in a 
more respectable situation in society, than was my original 
intention when you were thrown upon me a destitute orphan ; 
but I now perceive my error. You have proved yourself not 
only deceitful but ungrateful.' 

^ I have not,' interrupted I, calmly. 

‘You have. I have been a witness myself to your impro- 
priety of conduct, which it appears has long been concealed 
from me ; but no more of that. I bound you apprentice to 
the river, and you must now follow up your apprenticeship ; but 
expect nothing further from me. You must now work your 
own way up in the world, and I trust that you will reform and 
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do well. You may return to the lighter until I can procure 
you a situation in another craft, for I consider it my duty to 
remove you from the influence of those who have led you 
astray, and with the old man and his son you shall not remain. 
I have one thing more to say. You have been in my counting- 
house for some months, and you are now about to be thrown 
upon the world. There are ten pounds for your services^ 
(and Mr. Drummond laid the money on the table). ‘ You may 
also recollect that I have some money belonging to you, which 
has been laid by until you shall be out of your apprenticeship. 
I consider it my duty still to retain that money for you ; as 
soon as your apprenticeship is expired, you may demand it, 
and it shall be made over to you. I trust, sincerely trust, 
Jacob, that the severe lesson you are now about to receive, 
will bring you to a sense of what is right, and that you will 
forget the evil counsel you have received from your late com- 
panions. Do not attempt to justify yourself, it is useless.' Mr. 
Drummond then rose, and left the room. 

I should have replied, had it not been for this last sentence 
of Mr. Drummond’s, which again roused the feelings of indig- 
nation, which, in their presence, had been gradually giving 
way to softer emotions. I therefore stood still, and firmly 
met the glance of Mr. Drummond, a.s he passed me. My 
looks were construed into hardness of heart. 

It appeared that Mr. Drummond had left the room by 
previous arrangement, that he might not be supposed to be 
moved from his purpose, and that Mrs. Drummond was then 
to have talked to me, and to have ascertained how far there 
was a chance of my pleading guilty, and begging for a mitiga- 
tion of my sentence ; but the firm composure of innocence was 
mistaken for defiance ; and the blood mounting to my forehead 
from a feeling of injustice—of injustice from those I loved and 
venerated— perhaps the most poignant feeling in existence 
to a sensitive and generous mind— was falsely estimated as 
proceeding from impetuous and disgraceful sources. Mrs. 
Drummond looked upon me with a mournful face, sighed, and 
said nothing ; little Sarah watching me with her large black 
eyes, as if she would read my inmost soul 

^Have you nothing to say, Jacob,' at last observed Mrs, 
Drummond, ‘that I can tell Mr. Drummond when his anger 
is not so great ? ’ 
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'Nothing, madam,’ replied I, ‘except that I’ll try to forgive 
him.’ 

This reply was offensive even to the mild Mrs. Drummond. 
She rose from her chair. ‘ Come, Sarah,’ said she : and she 
walked out of the room, wishing me, in a kind, soft voice, a 
‘ good-bye, Jacob,’ as she passed me. 

My eyes swam with tears. I tried to return the salutation, 
but I was too much choked by my feelings ; I could not speak, 
and my silence was again looked upon as contumacy and in- 
gratitude. Little Sarah still remained — she had not obeyed 
her mother’s injunctions to follow her. She was now nearly 
fourteen years old, and I had known her as a companion and 
a friend for five years. During the last six months that I had 
resided in the house, we had become more intimately ac- 
quainted. I joined her in the evening in all her pursuits, and 
Mr. and Mrs. Drummond appeared to take a pleasure in our 
intimacy. I loved her as a dear sister ; my love was based 
on gratitude. I had never forgotten her kindness to me when 
I first came under her father’s roof, and a long acquaintance 
with the sweetness of her disposition had rendered the attach- 
ment so firm, that I felt I could have died for her. But I 
never knew the full extent of the feeling until now that I was 
about to leave her, perhaps for ever. My heart sank when 
Mr. Drummond left the room — a bitter pang passed through 
it as the form of Mrs. Drummond vanished from my 
sight ; but now was to be the bitterest of all I felt it, and I 
remained with the handle of the door in my hand, gasping for 
breath — blinded with the tears that coursed each other rapidly 
down my cheeks. I remained a minute in this state, when I 
felt that Sarah touched my other listless hand. 

‘Jacobi’ she would have said, but before half my name 
was out, she burst into tears, and sobbed on my shoulder. My 
heart was too much surcharged not to take the infection — my 
grief found vent, and I mingled my sobs with those of the 
affectionate girl. When we were more composed, I recounted 
to her all that had passed, and one, at least, in the world 
acknowledged that I had been treated unjustly. I had but 
just finished, when the servant interrupted us with a message 
to Sarah, that her mother desired her presence. She threw 
herself into my arms, and bade me farewell. Wbau I released 
her, she hastened to obey her mother^ but fwo^ving the 
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money still upon the table, she pointed to it. ‘ Your money, 
Jacob ! ’ 

‘No, Sarah, I will not accept it. I would accept of any- 
thing from those who treat me kindly, and feel more and more 
grateful to them ; but that I will not accept — I cannot, and 
you must not let it be left here. Say that I could not take it' 

Sarah would have remonstrated, but perceiving that I was 
firm, and at the same time, perhaps, entering into my feelings, 
she again bade me farewell, and hastened away. 

The reader may easily imagine that I did not put off my 
departure. I hastened to pack up my clothes, and in less 
than ten minutes after Sarah had quitted me, I was on board 
the lighter, with old Tom and his son, who were then going to 
supper. They knew a part of what had happened, and I 
narrated the rest. 

‘Well,' replied old Tom, after I had finished my story, ‘I 
don't know that I have done you any harm, Jacob, and Fm 
sorry that Mr. Drummond should suppose so. Pm fond of a 
drop, that's true ; but I appeals to you, whether I ever force 
it on you — and whether I don't check that boy as much as I 
can ; but then, d'ye see, although I preach, I don't practise, 
that’s the worst of it ; and I know I’ve to answer for making 
Tom so fond of grog j and though I never says anything about 
it, I often think to myself, that if Tom should chance to be 
pressed some of these days, and be punished for being in 
liquor, he’ll think of his old father, and curse him in his heart, 
when he eyes the cat flourishing round before it strikes.' 

‘ I'll curse the cat, father, or the boatswain's mate, or the 
officer who complained of me, or the captain who flogs me, or 
my own folly, but I’ll be hanged if ever I curse you, who 
have been so kind to me,' replied Tom, taking his father’s 
hand. 

‘Well, we must hope for the best, my dear boy,' replied old 
Tom ; ‘ but, Jacob, you've not had fair play, that's sartain. 
It’s very true, that naaster did take you as an orphan, and help 
you to an education ; but that’s no reason why he should take 
away your free will, and after binding you 'prentice to the 
river, perch you up on a high stool, and grind your nose doTO 
to the desk. If so be he was so kind to you only to make you 
a slave, why then there was no kindness at all in my opinion ; 
and as for punishment without hearing what a man has to say 
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in his own defence — there’s ne’er a Tartar in the sarvice but 
would allow a man to speak before he orders him to strip. I 
recollect a story about that in the sarvice, but I’m in no 
humour to spin a yam now. Now you see, Jacob, Master 
Drummond has done a great deal for you, and now he has 
undone a great deal. I can’t pretend to balance the account, 
but it does appear to me that you don’t owe him much ; for 
what thanks is there if you take a vessel in tow, and then cast 
her off, half-way, when she most needs your assistance ? But 
what hurts me most, is his saying that you shan’t stay in the 
lighter with us ; if you had, you shouldn’t have wanted, as 
long as pay and pension are forthcoming. Never mind— Tom, 
my boy, bring out the bottle — hang care : it killed the cat.’ 

The grog did not, however, bring back old Tom’s spirits ; 
the evening passed heavily, and we retired to our beds at a 
seasonable hour, as we were to drop down to the schooner 
early the next morning. That night 1 did not close my eyes. 
I ran over, in my mind, all that had occurred, and indignation 
took full possession of my soul. My whole life passed in 
review before me. I travelled back to my former days — to 
the time which had been almost obliterated from my memory, 
when I had navigated the barge with my father. Again was 
the scene of his and my mother’s death presented to my view ; 
again I saw him disappear, and the column of black smoke 
ascend to the sky. The Domine, the matron, Marables, and 
Fleming, the scene in the cabin — all passed in rapid succes- 
sion. I felt that I had done my duty, and that had been 
unjustly treated; my head ached with tumultuoul and long- 
suppressed feelings. Reader, I stated that when I was first 
taken in hand by Mr. Drummond I was a savage, although a 
docile one, to be reclaimed by kindness, and kindness only. 
You may have been surprised at the rapid change which took 
place in a few years ; that change was produced by kindness. 
The conduct of Mr. Drummond, of his amiable wife and 
daughter, had been all kindness ; the Domine and the worthy 
old matron had proved equaky beneficent. Marables had 
been kind ; and, although now and then, as in the case of the 
usher at the school, and Fleming on b^d the lighter, I had 
received injuries, still, these were but trifling checks to the 
uninterrupted series of kindness with which I !iad been treated 
by everybody. Thus was my nature rapidly foimed by a 



JACOB FAITHFUL 


system of kindness assisted by education ; and had this been 
followed up, in a few years my new character would have been 
firmly established. But the blow was now struck, injustice 
roused up the latent feelings of my nature, and when I rose 
the next morning I was changed. I do not mean to say that 
all that precept and education had done for me was over- 
thrown ; but if not overthrown, it was so shaken to the base, 
so rent from the summit to the foundation, that, at the slightest 
impulse, in a wrong direction, it would have fallen in and left 
nothing but a mixed chaos of ruined prospects. If anything 
could hold it together, it was the kindness and affection of 
Sarah, to which I would again and again return in my revolving 
thoughts, as the only and bright star to be discovered in my 
clouded horizon. 

How dangerous, how foolish, how presumptuous, is it in 
adults to suppose that they can read the thoughts and the 
feelings of those of a tender age ! How often has this pre- 
sumption, on their part, been the iiiin of a young mind, which, 
if truly estimated and duly fostered, would have blossomed 
and produced good fruit ! The blush of honest indignation is 
as dark as the blush of guilt — and the paleness of concentrated 
courage as marked as that of fear— the firmness of conscious 
innocence is but too often mistaken as the effrontery of 
hardened vice — and the tears springing from a source of injury, 
the tongue tied from the oppression of a wounded heart, the 
trembling and agitation of the little frame convulsed with 
emotion, have often and often been ascribed by prejudging and 
self-opinionated witnesses, to the very opposite passions to those 
which have produced them. Youth should never be judged 
harshly, and even when judged correctly, should it be in an 
evil course, may always be reclaimed ; — those who decide 
otherwise, and leave it to drift about the world, have to answer 
for the cast-away. 
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CHAPTER XIX 
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like to acknowledge that they have been in error. Mr. 
Drummond therefore left his wife to examine further into the 
matter, and gave her permission to send for me. The message 
given, and the results of it, have been stated. The answer 
returned was, that I would not come, and that I had threatened 
to break the clerk’s head as well as that of Mr. Drummond ; for 
although the scoundrel knew very well that in making use of 
the word ‘ master,’ I referred to the senior clerk, he thought it 
proper to substitute that of Mr. Drummond. The effect of 
this reply may easily be imagined. Sarah was astonished, 
Mrs. Drummond shocked, and Mr. Drummond was almost 
pleased to find that he could not have been in the wrong. 
Thus was the breach made even wider than before, and all 
communication broken off. Much depends in this world upon 
messages being correctly given. 

In half an hour we had hauled out of the tier and dropped 
down to the American schooner, to take out a cargo of flour, 
which old Tom had directions to land at the Battersea wharf j 
so that I was, for the time, removed from the site of my mis- 
fortune. I cannot say that I felt happy, but I certainly felt 
glad that I was away. I was reckless to a degree that was 
insupportable. I had a heavy load on my mind which I could 
not shake off — a prey upon my spirits — a disgust at almost 
everything. How well do I recollect with what different 
feelings I looked upon the few books which Mr. Drummond 
and the Domine had given me to amuse my leisure hours. I 
turned from them with contempt, and thought I would never 
open them again. I felt as if all ties on shore were now cut 
off, and that I was again wedded to the Thames j my ideas, 
my wishes, extended no farther, and I surveyed the river and 
its busy scene, as I did before I had been taken away from it, 
as if all my energies, all my prospects, were, in future, to be 
bounded by its shores. In the course of four-and-twenty 
hours a revulsion had taken place, which again put me on the 
confines of barbarism. 

My bargemates were equally dull as I was : they were too 
partial to me, and had too much of kindness of heart, not to 
feel my situation, and anger at the injustice with which I had 
been treated. Employment, however, for a time relieved our 
melancholy thoughts. Our cargo was on board of the lighter, 
and we were again tiding it through the bridges. 
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We dropped our anchor above Putney Bridge a little after 
twelve o^clock, and young Tom, with the wish of amusing me, 
proposed that we should go on shore and walk. ‘ Ah ! do, 
my lads, do — it will do you good, Jacob ; no use moping here 
a whole tide. Pll take care of the ’barkey. Mind you make 
the boat well fast, and take the sculls into the public-house 
there. Fll have the supper under weigh when you come back, 
and then we^ll have a night on’t. It’s a poor heart that never 
rejoices ; and, Tom, take a bottle on shore, get it filled, and 
bring it off with you. Here’s the money. But I say, Tom, 
honour bright.’ 

‘ Plonour bright, father ; ’ and to do Tom justice, he always 
kept his promise, especially after the word had passed of 
‘honour bright.’ Had there been gallons of spirits under his 
charge he would not have tasted a drop after that pledge. 

‘Haul up the boat, Jacob, quick,’ said Tom, as his father 
went into the cabin to fetch an empty bottle. Tom hastened 
down below forward, and brought up an old gun, which he put 
under the stem sheets before his father came out on the deck. 
We then received the bottle from him, and Tom called out for 
the dog Tommy. 

‘ Why, you’re not going to take the dog. What’s the use 

of that ? I want him here to keep watch with me,’ said old 
Tom. 

‘ Pooh I father ; why can’t you let the poor devil have a 
run on shore ? He wants to eat grass, I’m sure, for I have 
watched him this day or two. We shall be back before dark.’ 

‘Well, well, just as you please, Tom.’ Tommy jumped 
into the boat, and away we went. 

‘ And now, Tom, what are you after ? ’ said I, as soon as 
we were ten yards from the lighter. 

‘ A’ter, Jacob, going to have a little shooting on Wimbledon 
Common j but father can’t bear to see a gun in my hand, 
because I once shot my old mother. I did pepper her, sure 
enough ; her old flannel petticoat was full of shot, but it was 
so thick that it saved her. Are you anything of a shot ? ’ 

‘ Never fired a gun in my life.’ 

‘ Well, then, we’ll fire in turns, and toss up, if you like, for 
first shot’ 

We landed, canied the sculls up to the publicrhouse, and 
left the bottle to be filled, and then, with Tommy bounding 
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before us, and throwing about his bushy tail with delight, 
ascended Putney Hill, and arrived at the Green Man public- 
house, at the corner of Wimbledon Common. ‘ I wonder 
where green men are to be found ? ^ observed Tom, laughing ; 
‘ I suppose they live in the same country with the blue dogs 
my father speaks about sometimes. Now, then, it’s time to 
load.’ 

The bowl of a tobacco-pipe full of powder was then inserted, 
with an equal dose of shot, and all being ready, we were soon 
among the furze. A halfpenny decided it was my first shot, 
and fate further decided that a water-wagtail should be the 
mark. I took good aim, as I thought, at least I took sufficient 
time, for I followed him with the muzzle of the gun for three 
or four minutes at least, as he ran to and fro ; at last I fired, 
Tommy barked with delight, and the bird flew away. * I think 
I must have hit it,’ said I, ‘I saw it wag its tail.’ 

‘ More proof of a miss than a hit,’ replied Tom. ‘ Had you 
hit it, he’d never have wagged his tail again.’ 

‘Never mind,’ said I, ‘better luck next time.’ 

Tom then knocked a blackbird off a furze bush, and loading 
the gun, handed it to me. I was more successful than before ; 
a cock sparrow three yards distant yielded to the prowess of 
my arm, and I never felt more happy in my life, than in this 
first successful attempt at murder. 

Gaily did we trudge over the common, sometimes falling in 
with gravel-pits half full of water, at others bogs and swampy 
plains, which obliged us to make a circuit. The gun was fired 
again and again; but our game-bag did not fill very fast. 
However, if we were not quite so well pleased when we missed 
as when we hit, Tommy was, every shot being followed up 
with a dozen bounds, and half a minute’s barking. At last we 
began to feel tired, and agreed to repose a while in a cluster 
of furze bushes. We sat down, pulled out our game, and 
spread it in a row before us. It consisted of two sparrows, 
one greenfinch, one blackbird, and three tomtits. All of a 
sudden we heard a rustling in the furze, and then a loud squeal. 
It was the dog, who scenting something, had forced his way 
into the bush, and had caught a hare, which having been 
wounded in the loins by some other sportsman, had dragged 
itself there to die. In a minute we had taken possession of it, 
much to the annoyance of Tommy, who seemed to consider 
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that there was no copartnership in the concern, and would not 
surrender his prize until after sundry admonitory kicks. When 
we had fairly beaten him off we were in an ecstasy of delight. 
We laid the animal out between us, and were admiring it from 
the ear to the tip of his tail, when we were suddenly saluted 
with a voice close to us. ‘ Oh 1 you blam’d young poachers, 
so I’ve caught you, have I ?’ We looked up and beheld the 
common-keeper. ^ Come — come along with me ; we’ve a nice 
clink at Wandsworth to lock you up in. I’ve been looking 
arter you some time. Hand your gun here.’ 

‘ I should rather think not,’ replied I. ‘ The gun belongs 
to us and not to you ; ’ and I caught up the gun, and presented 
the muzzle at him. 

‘ What ! do you mean to commit murder ? Why, you 
young villains ! ’ 

‘ Do you mean to commit a robbery ? ’ retorted I, fiercely ; 
‘ because if you do, I mean to commit murder. Then I shoot 
him, Tom ? ’ 

‘No, Jacob, no; you mustn’t shoot men,’ replied Tom, 
who perceived that I was in a humour to keep my word with 
the common -keeper. ‘ Indeed you can’t,’ continued he, 
whispering to me, ‘ the gun’s not loaded.’ 

‘ Do you mean to refuse to give me up your gun ? ’ repeated 
the man. 

‘Yes, I do,’ replied I, cocking the lock, ‘so keep off.’ 

‘ Oh I you young reprobates — you’ll come to the gallows 
before long, that’s certain. Then do you refuse to come with 
me ? ’ 

‘ I should rather think we do,’ replied I. 

‘ You refuse, do you ? Recollect I’ve caught you in the fact, 
poaching, with a dead hare in your possession.’ 

‘ Well, it’s no use crying about it. What’s done can’t be 
helped,’ replied I. 

‘ Don’t you know that all the game, and all the turf, and 
all the bog, and all the gravel, and all the furze on this 
common, belong to the Right Honourable Earl Spencer ? ’ 

‘And all the blackbirds, and all the greenfinches, and all 
the sparrows, and all the tomtits too, I suppose?’ replied 1. 

‘To be sure they do — and I’m common-keeper. Now 
you’ll give me up that hare immediately.’ 

‘ Look you,’ replied Tom, ‘ we didn’t kill that hare, the dog 
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caught it, and it is his property. We shan’t interfere in the 
matter. If Tommy chooses to let you have it, well and good. 
Here, Tommy, this here gentleman says ’ (and Tom pointed 
to the keeper) ‘ that this hare ’ (and Tom pointed to the hare) 
‘ is not yours ,* now will you “ watch it,” or let him have it ? ’ 

At the word ^ watch it,’ Tommy lay down with his fore- 
paws over the hare, and showing a formidable set of ivories, 
looked fiercely at the man and growled. 

‘ You see what he says : now you may do as you please,’ 
continued Tom, addressing the man. 

« Yes — very well — you’ll come to the gallows, I see that ; 
but I’ll just go and fetch half a dozen men to help me, and 
then we’ll have you both in gaol.’ 

^ Then, be smart,’ replied I, jumping up and levelling the 
gun. Tommy jumped up also to fly at the man, but Tom 
caught him by the neck, and restrained him. The common- 
keeper took to his heels, and as soon as he was out of gun- 
shot, turned round, shook his fist, and then hastened away to 
obtain the reinforcement he desired. 

^ I wish the gun had been loaded,’ said I. 

‘ Why, Jacob, what’s come over you ? Would you have 
fired at him ? The man is only doing his duty — we have no 
business here.’ 

‘ I think otherwise,’ replied I. ‘A hare on a common is as 
much mine as Lord Spencer’s. A common belongs to every- 
body.’ 

‘ That’s my opinion, too ; but, nevertheless, if he gets hold 
of us, he’ll have us in gaol ; and therefore I propose we make 
off as fast as we can in the opposite way to which he is gone.’ 

We started accordingly, and as the keeper proceeded in the 
direction of Wandsworth, we took the other direction ; but it 
so happened, that on turning round, after a quarter of an 
hour’s walk, we perceived the man coming back with three or 
four others. ^ We must run for it,’ cried Tom, * and then hide 
ourselves.’ After ten minutes’ hard run we descended into a 
hollow and swampy place, looking round to see if they could 
perceive us, and finding that they were not in sight, we plunged 
into a thick cluster of furze bushes, which complet€sly concealed 
us. Tommy followed us, and there we lay. ‘ Now they never 
will find us,’ said Tom, ‘ if I can only keep the dog quiet. Lie 
down, Tommy. Watch, and lie down.’ The dog appeared to 
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understand what was required; he lay between us perfectly 
still. 

We had remained there about half an hour when we heard 
voices. I motioned to Tom to give me the powder to load 
the gun, but he refused. The voices came nearer ; Tommy 
gave a low growl. Tom held his mouth with his hands. At 
last they were close to the bushes, and we heard the common- 
keeper say, ‘ They never went over the hill, that’s for certain, 
the little wagrants ; they can’t be far off— they must be down 
in the hollow. Come along.’ 

‘ But I’m blessed if Pm not up to my knees in the bog,’ 
cried one of the men ; ‘ I’ll not go farther down, dang me if 
I do.’ 

* Well, then, let’s try the side of the bog,’ replied the keeper ; 

‘ I’ll show you the way.’ And the voices retreated, fortunately 
for us, for there had been a continual struggle between us and 
the dog for the last minute, I holding his fore-paws, and Tom 
jamming up his mouth. We were now all quiet again, but 
dare not leave our hiding-place. 

We remained there for half an hour, when it became nearly 
dark, and the sky, which had been quite clear when we set 
out, clouded over. Tom put up his head, looked all round, 
and perceiving nobody, proposed that we should return as fast 
as we could, to which I agreed. But we were scarcely clear 
of the furze in which we had been concealed, when a heavy 
fall of snow commenced, which, with the darkness, prevented 
us from distinguishing our way. Every minute the snow-storm 
increased, the wind rose, and hurled the flakes into our faces 
until we were blinded. Still we made good way against it, 
and expected every minute to be on the road, after which our 
task would be easy. On we walked in silence, I carrying the 
gun, Tom with the hare over his shoulder, and Tommy at our 
heels. For upwards of an hour did we tread our way through 
the furze, but could find no road. Above us all was dark as 
pitch ; the wind howled ; our clothes were loaded with snow ; 
and we began to feel no inconsiderable degree of fatigue. 

At last, quite tired out, we stopped. ‘Tom,’ said I, ‘Pm 
sure we’ve not kept a straight course. The wind was on our 
starboard side, and our clothes were flaked with snow on that 
side, and now you see we’ve got it on our quarter. What the 
devil shall we do ? ’ 
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^We must go on till we fall in with something, at all 
events/ replied Tom. 

‘ And I expect that will be a gravel-pit/ replied I ; ‘ but 
never mind, “ better luck next time.’^ I only wish I had that 
rascal of a common-keeper here. Suppose we turn back again, 
and keep the wind on the starboard side of us as before ; we 
must pitch upon something at last.’ 

We did so, but our difficulties increased every moment ; 
we floundered in the bogs, we tumbled over the stumps of the 
cut furze, and had I not caught hold of Tom as he was sliding 
down, he would have been at the bottom of a gravel-pit. This 
obliged us to alter our course, and we proceeded for a quarter 
of an hour in another direction, until, worn out with cold and 
fatigue, we began to despair. 

‘This will never do, Tom,’ said I, as the wind rose and 
roared with double fury. ‘ I think we had better get into the 
furze, and wait till the storm is over.’ 

Tom’s teeth chattered with the cold ; but before he could 
reply, they chattered with fear. We heard a loud scream 
overhead, ‘ What was that ? ’ cried he. I confess that I was 
as much alarmed as Tom. The scream was repeated, and it 
had an unearthly sound. It was no human voice^ — it was 
between a scream and a creak. Again it was repeated, and 
carried along with the gale. I mustered up courage sufficient 
to look up to where the sound proceeded from ; but the dark- 
ness was so intense, and the snow blinded me so completely, 
that I could see nothing. Again and again did the dreadful 
sound ring in our ears, and we remained fixed and motionless 
with horror ; even the dog crouched at our feet trembling. 
We spoke not a word^ — neither of us moved ; the gun had 
fallen from my hand, the hare lay at Tom’s feet ; we held each 
other’s hand in silence, and there we remained for more than 
a quarter of an hour, every moment more and more sinking 
under the effects of cold, fatigue, and horror. Fortunately 
for us, the storm, in which, had it continued much longer, we 
should, in all probability, have perished, was by that time 
over ; the snow ceased to fall ; the clouds were rolled away 
to leeward; and a clear sky, bespangled with a thousand 
twinkling lights, roused us from our state of bodily and mental 
suffering. The first object which caught my eye was a post 
within two yards of us. I looked at it, followed it up with my 
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eyes, and, to my horror, beheld a body suspended and swing- 
ing in chains over our heads. 

As soon as I recovered from the shock which the first view 
occasioned, I pointed it out to Tom, who had not yet moved. 
He looked up, started back, and fell over the dog — jumped up 
again, and burst out into as loud a laugh as his frozen jaws 
would permit ‘ It’s old Jerry Abershaw,’ said he ; ‘ I know 
him well, and now I know where we are.’ This was the case ; 
Abershaw had, about three years before, been hung in chains 
on Wimbledon Common ; and the unearthly sound we had 
heard was the creaking of the rusty iron as the body was 
swung to and fro by the gale. ‘All’s right, Jacob,’ said Tom, 
looking up at the brilliant sky, and then taking up the hare, 
‘ we’ll be on the road in five minutes.’ I shouldered the gun, 
and off we set. ‘ By the Lord, that rascally common-keeper 
was right,’ continued Tom, as we renewed our steps ; ‘ he 
prophesied we should come to the gallows before long, and so 
we have. Well, this has been a pretty turn-out. Father will 
be in a precious stew.’ 

‘ Better luck next time, Tom,’ replied I ; ‘ it’s all owing to 
that turf-and-bog rascal. I wish we had him here.’ 

‘ Why, what would you do with him ? ’ 

‘ Take down old Abershaw, and hang him up in his place, 
as sure as my name’s Jacob.’ 


CHAPTER XX 

Our last adventure not fatal — ^Take to my grog kindly — Grog makes me a 
very unkind return— Old Tom at his yams again— How to put your 
foot in a mischief, without having a hand in it — Candidates for the 
cat-o’ -nine-tails. 

We soon recovered the road, and in half an hour were at 
Putney Bridge ; cold, wet, and tired, but not so bad as when 
we were stationary under the gallows; the quick walking 
restored the circulation. Tom went in for the bottle of spirits, 
while I went for the sculls and carried them down to the boat, 
which was high and dry, and nearly up to the thwarts with snow* 
When Tom joined me, he appeared with two bottles under his 
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anus. ‘I have taken another upon tick, Jacob,’ said he, ‘for 
I’m sure we want it, and so will father say, when he hears our 
story.’ We launched our boat, and in a couple of minutes were 
close to the lighter, on the deck of which stood old Tom. 

‘ Boat ahoy ! is that you, lads ? ’ cried he, 

‘ Yes, father, all’s right,’ replied Tom, as we laid in our oars, 

‘ Thank God I ’ replied the old man. ‘ Boys, boys, how 
you frightened me ! where have you been ? I thought you had 
met with some disaster. How have I been peeping through 
the snow-storm these last two hours, watching for the boat, 
and I’m as wet as a shag, and as cold as charity. What has 
been the matter ? Did you bring the bottle, Tom ?’ 

‘ Yes, father ; brought two, for we shall want them to-night, 
if we go without for a week ; but we must all get on dry rigging 
as fast as possible, and then you shall have the story of our 
cruise.’ 

In a few minutes we had changed our wet clothes and were 
seated at the cabin-table, eating our supper, and narrating our 
adventures to the old man. Tommy, poor fellow, had his 
share, and now lay snoring at our feet, as the bottles and 
pannikins were placed upon the little table. 

‘ Come, Jacob, a drop will do you good,’ said old Tom, 
filling me one of the pannikins. ‘ A’ter all, it’s much better 
being snug here in this little cabin, than shivering with fear 
and cold under old Abershaw’s gallows ; and, Tom, you scamp, 
if ever you go gunning again, I’ll disinherit you.’ 

‘ What have you got to leave, father, except your wooden 
leg.?’ replied Tom. ‘Yours would be but a waoden-leg’-zs:'^? 
‘How do you know but what I can ^^post the coaP^ P 
‘ So you will, if I boil a pot o’ ’tatoes with your legacy^ — but 
it will only be char-coal.’ 

‘ Well, I believe you are about right, Tom ; still, somehow 
or other, the old woman always picks out a piece or two of 
gold when I’m rather puzzled how to raise the wind. I never 
keeps no ’count with her. If I follow my legs before she, I 
hope the old soul will have saved something; for you know 
when a man goes to kingdom come, his pension goes with him. 
However, let me only hold on another five years, and then 
you’ll not see her want, will you, Tom ? ’ 

‘No, father, I’ll sell myself to the king, and stand to be 
shot at, at a shilling a day, and give the old woman halfi’ 
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'Well, Tom, ’tis but natural for a man to wish to serve 
his country; so here’s to you, my lad, and may you never 
do worse ! Jacob, do you think of going- on board of a 
man-of-war ? ’ 

' rd like to serve my apprenticeship fix'st, and then I don’t 
care how soon.’ 

' Well, my boy, you’ll meet more fair play on board of a 
king’s ship, than you have from those on shore.’ 

' I should hope so,’ replied I, bitterly. 

‘And I hope to see you a man before I die, yet, Jacob. I 
shall very soon be laid up in ordinary — my toes pain me a 
good deal lately ! ’ 

‘ Your toes ! ’ cried Tom and I, both at once. 

‘ Yes, boys ; you may think it odd, but sometimes I feel 
them just as plain as if they were now on, instead of being 
long ago in some shark’s maw. At nights I has the cramp in 
them till it almost makes me halloo out with pain. It’s a 
hard thing, when one has lost the sarvice of his legs, that all 
the feelings should remain. The doctor says as how it’s narvous. 
Come, Jacob, shove in your pannikin. You seem to take it 
more kindly than you did.’ 

‘ Yes,’ replied I, ‘ I begin to like grog now.’ The no%u^ 
however, might be comprehended within the space of the last 
twenty-four hours. My depressed spirits were raised with the 
stimulus, and, for the time, I got rid of the eternal current of 
thought which pressed upon my brain. 

‘ I wonder what your old gentleman, the Domine, as you 
call him, thought, after he got on shore again,’ said old Tom, 

‘ He seemed to be mighty cut up. I suppose you’ll give him 
a hail, Jacob ?’ 

‘ No,’ replied I, ^ I shall not go near him, nor any one else, 
if I can help it. Mr. Drummond may think I wish to make it 
up again. I’ve done with the shore. I only wish I knew 
what is to become of me ; for you know I am not to serve in 
the lighter with you.’ 

‘ Suppose Tom and I look out for another craft, Jacob ? I 
care nothing for Mr. Drummond. He said t’other day I was a 
drunken old swab — for which, with my sarvice to him, he lies. 
A drunken fellow is one who can’t, for the soul of him, keep 
from liquor, when he can get it, and who’s overtaken before he 
Is aware of it. Now that’s not the case with me ; I keep sober 
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when there^s work to be done ; and when I knows that every- 
thing is safe under hatches, and no fear of nothing, why, then, 
I gets drunk like a rational being, with my eyes open — ^^cause 
why — ’cause I chooses.’ 

‘That’s exactly my notion of the thing,’ observed Tom, 
draining his pannikin, and handing it over to his father for a 
fresh supply, 

‘ Mind you keep to that notion, Tom, when you gets in the 
king’s sarvice, that’s all ; or you’ll be sure to have your back 
scratched, which I understand is no joke a’ter all. Yet I do 
remember once, in a ship I was in, when half a dozen fellows 
were all fighting who should be flogged.’ 

‘ Pray give us that yarn, father ; but before you begin, just 
fill my pannikin. I shoved it over half an hour ago, just by 
way of a hint’ 

‘Well, then,’ said old Tom, pouring out some spirits into 
Tom’s pannikin, ‘it was just as follows. It was when the 
ship was lying at anchor in Bermuda harbour, that the purser 
sent a breaker of spirits on shore, to be taken up to some lady’s 
house, whom he was very anxious to splice, and I suppose that 
he found a glass of grog helped the matter. Now there were 
about twenty of the men who had liberty to go on shore to 
stretch their limbs — little else could they do, poor fellows, for 
the first lieutenant looked sharp after their kits, to see that they 
did not sell any of their rigging ,* and as for money, we had 
been five jears without touching a farthing of pay, and I 
don’t suppose there was a matter of threepence among the men 
before the mast However, libert^s liberty, a’ter all ; and if 
they couldn’t go ashore and get glorious, rather than not go 
on shore at all — they went ashore, and kept sober perforce. I 
do think, myself, it’s a very bad thing to keep the seamen 
without a farthing for so long — for you see a man who will be 
very honest with a few shillings in his pocket, is often tempted 
to help himself, just for the sake of getting a glass or two of 
^og, and the temptation’s very great, that’s sartain, ’ticularly 
in a hot climate, when the sun scorches you, and the very 
ground itself is so heated, that you can hardly bear the naked 
foot to it.^ But to go on. The yawl was ordered on shore for 

^ This has been corrected ; the men have for some time received a 
portion of their pay on foreign stations, and this portion has been greatly 
increased during Sir James Graham's administration. 
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the liberty men, and the purser gives this breaker, which was 
at least half full, and I daresay there might be three gallons 
in it, under my charge as coxswain, to deliver to madam at the 
house. Well, as soon as we landed, I shoulders the breaker, 

and starts with it up the hill. 

‘ '' What have you there, Tom ? ” said Bill Short. 

‘ ‘‘ What I wish I could share with you, Bill,’^ says I ; it’s 
some of old Nipcheese’s eighths^ that he has sent on shore to 
bowse his jib up with, with his sweetheart.” 

‘‘^I’ve seen the madam,” said Holmes to me — ^for you see 
all the liberty men were walking up the hill at the same time 
— “ and I’d rather make love to the breaker than to her. She’s 
as fat as an ox, as broad as she’s long, built like a Dutch 
schuyt, and as yellow as a nabob.” 

‘ But old Tummings knows what he’s about,” said a Scotch 
lad, of the name of M‘Alpine ; ‘^they say she has lots of gold 
dust, more ducks, and ingons, and more inches of water in her 
tank, than any one on the island.” 

‘You see, boys, Bermuda be a queer sort of place, and 
water very scarce ; all they get there is a God-send, as it comes 
from heaven ; and they look sharp out for the rain, which is 
collected in large tanks, and an inch or two more of water in 
the tank is considered a great catch. I’ve often heard the 
ladies there talking after a shower : — 

‘ “ Good morning, marm. How do you do this fine 
morning ? ” 

‘“Pretty well, I tank you, marm. Charming dhower hab 
last night.” 

‘ “ Yes, so all say ; but me not very lucky. Cloud not come 
over my tank. How many inches of water you get last night, 
marm ? ” 

‘ “ I get good seven inches, and I tink a little bit more, 
which make me very happy.” 

‘ “ Me no so lucky, marm ; so help me God, me only get 
four inches of water in my tank ; and dat noting.” 

‘Well, but I’ve been yawing again, so now to keep my 
course. As soon as I came to the house I knocked at the 
door, and a little black girl opens the jalousies, and put her 
finger to her thick lips. 

“‘No make noise ; missy sleep.” 

‘ “ Where am I to put this ? ” 
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" Put down there ; by and by I come fetch it ” ; and then 
she closed the jalousies, for fear her mistress should be woke 
up, and she get a hiding, poor devil. So I puts the breaker 
down at the door, and walks back to the boat again. Now 
you see these liberty men were all by when I spoke to the girl 
a,nd seeing the liquor left with no one to guard it, the tempta- 
tion was too strong for them. So they looked all about them, 
and then at one another, and caught one another's meaning by 
the eye ; but they said nothing. “ I’ll have no hand in it,” at 
last says one, and walked away. “ Nor I,” said another,'and 
walked away too. At last all of them walked away except 
eight, and then Bill Short walks up to the breaker and says 
‘‘‘I won’t have no hand in it either”; but he gave the 

breaker a kick, which rolls it away two or three yards from 
the door. 


‘ Nor more will I,” said Holmes, giving the breaker 
another kick, which rolled it out in the road. So they all went 
on, without having a hand in it, sure enough, till they had 
kicked the breaker down the hill to the beach. Then they, 
were at a dead stand, as no one would spile the breaker. At" 
last a black carpenter came by, and they olfered him a glass, 
if he would bore a hole with his gimlet, for they were 
determined to be able to swear, every one of them, that they 
had no hand in it Well, as soon as the hole was bored, one 
of them borrowed a couple of little mugs from a black woman 
who sold beer, and then they let it run, the black carpenter 
shoving one mug under as soon as the other was full, and they 
drinking as fast as they could. Before they had half finished 
more of the liberty men came down ; I suppose they scented 
the good stuff from above, as a shark does anything in the 
wato, and they soon made a finish of it ; and when it was all 
foished, they were all drunk, and made sail for a cruise, that 
they might not be found too near the empty breaker. Well a 
IMe before sunset, I was sent on shore with the boat to fetch 
off the liberty men, and the purser takes this opportunity of 
going asho-re to see his madam, and the first thing he falls 
athwart of is his own empty breaker. 

‘ » How's this ? » says he ; « didn’t you take this breaker up 
as I ordered you ? ” ^ 


b- ^ it ctorgrc to the 

little black thing ; but madam was asleep, mid the girl did not 
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allow me to put it inside the door.” At that he began to stonn, 
and swore that he'd find out the malefactors, as he termed the 
liberty men, who had emptied his breaker ; and away he went 
to the house. As soon as he was gone, we got hold of the 

breaker, and made a bull of it.' 

' How did you manage that ? ' inquired L 

' Why, Jacob, a bull means putting a quart or two of water 
into a cask which has had spirits in it ; and what with the little 
that may be left, and what has soaked in the wood, if you roll 
it and shake it well, it generally turns out pretty fair grog. At 
all events it’s always better than nothing. Well, to go on,— 
but suppose we fill up again and take a fresh departure, as this 
is a tolerable long yarn, and I must wet the threads, or they 
may chance to break.' 

Our pannikins, which had been empty, were all replenished, 
and then old Tom proceeded. 

‘ It was a long while before we could pick up the liberty 
men, who were reeling about every corner of the town, and 
quite dark before I came on board. The first lieutenant was 
on deck, and had no occasion to ask me why I waited so long, 
when he found they were all lying in the stern sheets. Where 
the devil could they have picked up the liquor ? " said he, and 
then he ordered the master-at-arms to keep them under the 
half-deck till they were sober. The next morning the purser 
comes off, and makes his complaint on the quarter-deck, as 
how somebody had stolen his liquor. The first lieutenant 
reports to the captain, and the captain orders up all the men 
who came off tipsy. 

‘‘‘Which of you took the liquor?” said he. They all 
swore that they had no hand in it. “ Then how did you get 
tipsy? Come now, Mr. Short, answer me; you came off 
beastly drunk — who gave you the liquor ? ” 

“‘A black fellow, sir,” replied Short; which was true 
enough, as the mugs were filled by the black carpenter, and 
handed by him. 

‘ Well, they all swore the same, and then the captain got into 
a rage, and ordered them all to be put down on the report. 
The next day the hands were turned up for punishment, and 
the captain said, “Now, my lads, if you won't tell who stole 
the purser's grog, I will flog you all round. I only want to 
flog those who committed the theft, for it is too much to expect 
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of seamen that they would refuse a glass of grog when offered 
to them.” 

‘ N ow Short and the others had a parley together, and they 
had agreed how to act ; they knew that the captain could not 
bear flogging, and was a very kind-hearted man. So Bill 
Short steps out, and says, touching his forelock to the captain, 
“ If you please, sir, if all must be flogged if nobody will peach^, 
I think it better to tell the truth at once. It was I who took 
the liquor.” 

« “Very well, then,” said the captain ; “strip, sir.” So Bill 
Short pulls off his shirt, and is seized up. “ Boatswain's mate,” 
said the captain, “give him a dozen.” 

‘ “ Beg your honour’s pardon,” said Jack Holmes, stepping 
out of the row of men brought out for punishment ; “but I 
can’t bear to see an innocent man punished, and since one 
must be flogged, it must be the right one. It warn’t Bill Short 
that took the liquor, it was I.” 

' “ Why, how’s this ? ” said the captain ; “ didn’t you own 
that you took the liquor, Mr. Short ? ” 

‘ “ Why, yes, I did say so, ’cause I didn’t wish to see every- 
body flogged—but the truth’s the truth, and I had no hand 
in it.” 

'“Cast him loose— Holmes, you’ll strip, sir.” Holmes 
stripped and was tied up. “Give him a dozen,” said the 
captain ; when out steps M ‘Alpine, and swore it was him, and 
not Holmes ; and axed leave to be flogged in his stead. At 
which the captain bit his lips to prevent laughing, and then 
they knew all was right. So another came forward, and says 
it was him, and not M ‘Alpine ; and another contradicts him 
again, and so on. At last the captain says, “ One would think 
flogging was a very pleasant affair, you are all so eager to be 
tied up ; but, however, I shan’t flog, to please you. I shall 
find out who the real culprit is, and then punish him severely. 

In the meantime, you keep them all on the report, Mr. P ,” 

speaking to the first lieutenant. “ Depend upon it, I’ll not let 
you off, although I do not choose to flog innocent men.” So 
they piped down, and the first lieutenant, who knew that the 
captain never meant to take any more notice of it, never made 
no inquiries, and the thing blew over. One day, a month or 
two after, I told the officers how it was managed, and they 
laughed heartily.’ 
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We continued our carouse till a late hour, old Tom con- 
stantly amusing us with his long yarns ; and that night, for 
the first time, I went to bed intoxicated. Old Tom and his 
son assisted me into my bed-place, old Tom observing, ‘Poor 
Jacob, it will do him good; his heart was heavy, and now 
he’ll forget it all, for a little time, at all events.’ 

‘Well but, father, I don’t like to see Jacob drunk,’ replied 
young Tom. ‘It’s not like him — it’s not worthy of him; 
as for you or me, it’s nothing at all ; but I feel Jacob was 
never meant to be a toper. I never saw a lad so altered in 
a short time, and I expect bad will come of it, when he 
leaves us.’ 

I awoke, as might be supposed, after my first debauch, 
with a violent headache, but I had also a fever, brought on 
by my previous anxiety of mind. I rose, dressed, and went 
on deck, where the snow was nearly a foot deep. It now 
froze hard, and the river was covered with small pieces of 
floating ice. I rubbed my burning forehead with the snow, 
and felt relief. For some time I assisted Tom to heave it 
overboard, but the fever pressed upon me, and in less than 
half an hour I could no longer stand the exertion. I sat 
down on the water cask, and pressed my hands to my throb- 
ing temples. 

‘You are not well, Jacob?’ inquired Tom, coming up to 
me with the shovel in his hand, and glowing with health and 
exercise. 

‘ I am not indeed, Tom,’ replied I ; ‘feel how hot I am.’ 

Tom went to his father, who was in the cabin, padding, 
with extra flannel, his stumps, to defend them from the cold, 
which always made him suffer much, and then led me into 
the cabin. It was with much difficulty I could walk ; my 
knees trembled, and my eyesight was defective. Old Tom 
took my hand as I sank on the locker. 

‘ Do you think that it was taking too much last night ? ’ 
inquired Tom of his father. 

‘ There’s more here than a gallon of liquor would have 
brought about,’ replied old Tom. ‘No, no^ — I see it all 
Go to bed again, Jacob.’ 

They put me into bed, and I was soon in a state of stupor, 
in which I remained until the lighter had arrived at tibe 
Brentford Wharf, and for many days afterwards. 
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CHAPTER XXI 

On a sick bed — Fever, firmness, and folly — ‘ Bound ’prentice to a water- 
man' — I take my first lesson in love, and give my first lesson in 
Latin — The love lesson makes an impression on my auricular organ 
— ^Verily, none are so deaf as those who won’t hear. 

When I recovered my senses, I found myself in bed, and 
Captain Turnbull sitting by my side. I had been removed 
to his house when the lighter had arrived at the wharf. 
Captain Turnbull was then talking with Mr. Tomkins, the 
former head clerk, now in charge. Old Tom came on shore 
and stated the condition I was in, and Mr. Tomkins having 
no spare bed in his house. Captain Turnbull immediately 
ordered me to be taken to his residence, and sent for medical 
advice. During the time I had remained in this state, old 
Tom had informed Captain Turnbull, the Domine, and Mr. 
Tomkins, of the circumstances which had occurred, and how 
much I had been misrepresented to Mr. Drummond ; and 
not saying a word about the affair of Wimbledon Common, 
or my subsequent intemperance, had given it as his opinion 
that ill-treatment had produced the fever. In this, I believe, 
he was nearly correct, although my disease might certainly 
have been aggravated and hastened by those two unmentioned 
causes. They all of them took my part, and Mr. Turnbull 
went to London to state my condition to Mr. Drummond, 
and also to remonstrate at his injustice. Circumstances had 
since occurred which induced Mr. Drummond to lend a 
ready ear to my justification ; but the message I had sent 
was still an obstacle. This, however, was partly removed 
by the equivocating testimony of the young clerk, when he 
was interrogated by Captain Turnbull and Mr. Drummond; 
and wholly so by the evidence of young and old Tom, who, 
although in the cabin, had overheard the whole of the con- 
versation ; and Mr. Drummond desired Captain Turnbull to 
inform me, as soon as I recovered, that all was forgotten and 
forgiven. It might have been on his part, but not on mine ; 
and when Captain Turnbull told me so, with the view of 
raising my spirits, I shook my head as I lay on the pillow. 
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As the reader will have observed, the feeling roused in me 
by the ill-usage I had received was a vindictive one — one 
that must have been deeply implanted in my heart, although, 
till then, it had never been roused into action, and now, 
once roused, was not to be suppressed. That it was based 
on pride was evident, and with it my pride was raised in 
proportion. To the intimation of Captain Turnbull, I there- 
fore gave a decided dissent. ‘No, sir, I cannot return to 
Mr. Drummond: that he was kind to me, and that I owe 
much to his kindness, I readily admit ; and now that he has 
acknowledged his error in supposing me capable of such in- 
gratitude, I heartily forgive him ; but I cannot and will not 
receive any more favours from him. I cannot put myself in 
a situation to be again mortified as I have been. I feel I 
should no longer have the same pleasure in doing my duty 
as I once had, and I never could live under the same roof 
with those who at present serve him. Tell him all this, and 
pray tell little Sarah how grateful I feel to her for all her 
kindness to me, and that I shall always think of her with 
regret, at being obliged to leave her.’ And at the remem- 
brance of little Sarah, I burst into tears, and sobbed on my 
pillow. Captain Turnbull, whether he rightly estimated my 
character, or felt convinced that I had made up my mind, 
did not renew the subject 

‘Well, Jacob,’ replied he, ‘we’ll not talk of that any more. 
I’ll give your messages just in your own words. Now, take 
your draught, and try to get a little sleep.’ 

I complied with this request, and, nothing but weakness 
now remaining, I rapidly regained my strength, and with 
my strength, my feelings of resentment increased in pro- 
portion. Nothing but the very weak state that I was in 
when Captain Turnbull spoke to me, would have softened 
me down to give the kind message that I did j but my 
vindictive mind was subdued by disease, and better feelings 
predominated. The only effect this had was to increase my 
animosity against the other parties who were the cause of 
my ill-treatment, and I vowed that they, at least, should one 
day repent their conduct 

The Domine called upon me the following Sunday. I 
was dressed and looking through the window when he arrived. 
The frost was now intense, and the river was covered with 
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large masses of ice, and my greatest pleasure was to watch 
them as they floated down with the tide. ‘Thou hast had 
a second narrow escape, my Jacob,’ said he, after some pre- 
liminary observations. ‘ Once again did death (jpalhda mors) 
hover over thy couch; but thou hast arisen, and thy fair 
fame is again established. When wilt thou be able to visit 
Mr. Drummond, and be able to thank him for his kindness ? ’ 

‘Never, sir,’ replied I. ‘I will never again enter Mr. 
Drummond’s house.’ 

‘Nay, Jacob, this savoureth of enmity. Are not we all 
likely to be deceived — all likely to do wrong? Did not I, 
even I, in thy presence, backslide into intemperance and 
folly? Did not I disgrace myself before my pupil — and 
shalt thou, in thy tender years, harbour ill-will against one 
who hath cherished thee when thou wert destitute, and who 
was deceived with regard to thee by the base and evil- 
speaking ? ’ 

‘ I am obliged to Mr. Drummond for all his kindness, sir,’ 
replied I ; ‘ but I never wish to enter his house. I was turned 
out of it, and never will again go into it.’ 

‘ Eheu j Jacobs^ thou art in error ; it is our duty to forgive, 
as we hope to be forgiven.’ 

‘ I do forgive, sir, if that is what is requested ; but I 
cannot, and will not, accept of further favours.’ 

The Domine urged in vain, and left me. Mr. Tomkins 
also came, and argued the point without success. I was 
resolved. I was determined to be independent ; and I looked 
to the river as my father, mother, home, and everything. 
As soon as my health was reinstated, Captain Turnbull one 
day came to me. ‘Jacob,’ said he, ‘the lighter has returned; 
and I wish to know if you intend to go on board again, and 
afterwards go into the vessel into which Mr- Drummond 
proposes to send you.’ 

‘ I will go into no vessel through Mr. Drummond’s means 
or interest,’ replied I. 

‘ What will you do then ? ’ replied he. 

‘ 1 can always enter on board a man-of-war,’ replied I, ‘ if 
the worst comes to the worst ; but if I can serve out my 
apprenticeship on the river, I should prefer it’ 

‘ I rather eaqpected this answer, Jacob, from what you have 
said to me already >* and I have been trying if I cannot hel^ 
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you to something which may suit you. You don’t mind 
being- obliged to me ? ’ 

‘Oh no ; but promise you will never doubt me — never 
accuse me.’ My voice faltered, and I could say no more. 

‘ ISIo, my lad, that I will not ; I know you, as I think, 
pretty well ; and the heart that feels a false accusation as 
yours does, is sure to guard against committing what you are 
so angry at being accused of. Now, Jacob, listen to me. 
You know old deaf Stapleton, whose wherry we have so often 
pulled up and down the river ? I have spoken to him to take 
you as his help, and he has consented. Will you like to go ? 
He has served his time, and has a right to take a ’prentice.’ 

‘Yes,’ replied I, ‘with pleasure; and with more pleasure, 
from expecting to see you often.’ 

‘Oh, I promise you all my custom, Jacob,’ replied he, 
laughing. ‘ We’ll often turn old Stapleton out, and have a row 
together- Is it agreed ? ’ 

‘ It is,’ replied I ; ‘ and many thanks to you.’ 

‘ Well, then, consider it settled. Stapleton has a very good 
room, and all that’s requisite on shore at Fulham, I have 
seen his place, and I think you will be comfortable.’ 

I did not know at the time how much Captain Turnbull 
had been my friend — that he had made Stapleton take better 
lodgings, and had made up the difference to him, besides 
allowing him a trifle per week, and promising him a gratuity 
occasionally, if I were content with my situation. In a few 
days I had removed all my clothes to Stapleton’s, had taken 
my leave of Mr. Turnbull, and was established as an 
apprentice to a waterman on the Thames. The lighter was 
still at the wharf when I left, and my parting with old Tom 
and his son was equally and sincerely felt on both sides. 

‘Jacob,’ said old Tom, ‘ I likes your pride after all, ’cause 
why, I think you have some right to be proud ; and the man 
who only asks fair play, and no favour, always will rise in this 
world. But look you, Jacob, there’s sometimes a current 
’gainst a man, that no one can make head against ; and if so 
be that should be your case for a time, recollect the old 
house, the old woman, and old Tom, and there you’ll always 
find a hearty welcome, and a hearty old couple, who’ll share 
with you what they have, be it good, bad, or indififere^t 
Here’s luck to you, my boy ; and recollect, I to go 
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to the expense of painting the sides of my craft blue, and 
then you’ll always know her as she creeps up and down the 
river.’ 

‘And, Jacob,’ said young Tom; — “I maybe a wild one, 
but I’m a true one ; if ever you want me, in fair weather and 
in foul — good or bad — for fun or for mischief — for a help, or 
for a friend in need, through thick or thin, I’m yours, even to 
the gallows ; and here’s my hand upon it.’ 

‘Just like you, Tom,’ observed his father; ‘but I know 
what you mean, and all’s right’ 

I shook hands with them both, and we parted. 

Thus did I remove from the lighter, and at once take up 
the profession of a waterman. I walked down to the Fulham 
side, where I found Stapleton at the door of the public-house, 
standing with two or three others, smoking his pipe. ‘ Well, 
lad, so you’re chained to my wherry for two or three years ; 
and I’m to ’nitiate you into all the rules and regulations of 
the company. Now, I’ll tell you one thing, which is, d’ye 
see, when the river’s covered with ice, as it is just now, haul 
your wherry up high and dry, and smoke your pipe till the 
river is clear, as I do now.’ 

‘ I might have guessed that,’ replied I, bawling in his ear, 

‘ without your telling me.’ 

‘Very true, my lad; but don’t bawl in my ear quite so 
loud, I hears none the better for it,; my ears require coaxing, 
that’s all.’ 

‘ Why, I thought you were as deaf as a post.’ 

‘Yes, so I be with strangers, ’cause I don’t know the pitch 
of their voice ; but with those about me I hear better when 
they speak quietly — that’s human natur. Come, let’s go 
home, my pipe is finished, and as there’s nothing to be done 
on the river, we may just as well make all tidy there.’ 

Stapleton had lost his wife ; but he had a daughter, fifteen 
years old, who kept his lodgings, and did for him^ as he 
termed it. He lived in part of some buildings leased by a 
boat-builder; his windows looked out on the river; and, on 
the first floor, a bay-window was thrown out, so that at high- 
water the river ran under it. As for the rooms, consisting of 
five, I can only say, that they could not be spoken of as 
large and small, but as small and smaller. The sitting-room 
was eight feet square, the two bedrooms at the back, 
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for himself and his daughter, just held a small bed each, and 
the kitchen, and my room below, were to match ; neither were 
the tenements in the very best repair, the parlour especially, 
hanging over the river, being lopsided, and giving you the 
uncomfortable idea that it would every minute fall into the 
stream below. Still the builder declared that it would last 
many years without sinking further, and that was sufficient. 
At all events, they were veiy respectable accommodations for a 
waterman, and Stapleton paid for them £to per annum. 
Stapleton’s daughter was certainly a very well-favoured girl. 
She had rather a large mouth ; but her teeth were very fine, 
and beautifully white. Her hair was auburn—her complexion 
very fair, her eyes were large, and of a deep blue, and from 
her figure, which was very good, I should have supposed her 
to have been eighteen, although she was not past fifteen, as I 
found out afterwards. There was a frankness and honesty of 
countenance about her, and an intellectual smile, which was 
very agreeable. 

^ Well, Mary, how do you get on said Stapleton, as we 
ascended to the sitting-room. ‘ Here’s young Faithful come 
to take up with us.’ 

^ Well, father, his bed’s all ready ; and I have taken so 
much dirt from the room, that I expect we shall be indicted 
for filling up the river. I wonder what nasty people lived in 
this house before us.’ 

‘ Very nice rooms, nevertheless ; a’n’t they, boy ? ’ 

^ Oh yes, very nice for idle people ; you may amuse yourself 
looking out on the river, or watching what floats by, or fishing 
with a pin at high water,’ replied Mary, looking at me. 

^ I like the river,’ replied I, gravely ; ‘ I was bom on it, 
and hope to get my bread on it.’ 

^ ‘ And I like this sitting-room,’ rejoined Stapleton ; ‘ how 
mighty comfortable it will be to sit at the open window, 
and smoke in the summer time, with one’s jacket ofFl’ 

* At all events you’ll have no excuse for dirtying the room, 
father ; and as for the lad, I suppose his smoking days have 
not come yet’ 

‘No,’ replied I ; ‘but my days for taking off my jacket 
are, I suspect’ 

‘ Oh yes,’ replied she, ‘ never fear that : father will let you 
do all the work you please, and look on** — won’t you, father ? ’ 
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‘ Don’t let your tongue run quite so fast, Mary ; you’re not 

over fond of vsrork yourself.’ _ , v 

‘ No ; there’s only one thing 1 dislike more, replied she, 

‘ and that’s holding my tongue.’ 

‘Well I ghaii leave you and Jacob to make it out together ; 

I am going back to the Feathers.’ And old Stapleton walked 
downstairs, and went hack to the inn, saying, as he went out, 

that he should be back to his dinner. _ • r 

Mary continued her employment, of wiping the furniture o 
the room with a duster, for some minutes, during which I did 
not speak, but watched the floating ice on the river. ‘ Well,’ 
said Mary, ‘ do you always talk as you do now ? if so, you 11 
be a very nice companion. Mr. Turnbull, who came to my 
father, told me that you was a sharp fellow, could read, write, 
and do everything, and that I should like you very much ; but 
if you mean to keep it all to yourself, you might as well not 
have had it.’ 

‘ I am ready to talk when I have anything to talk about, 
replied 1 • 

‘ That’s not enough. I’m ready to talk about nothing, and 

you must do the same.’ 

‘ Very well,’ replied I. ‘ How old are you ? ’ 

‘ How old am I I Oh then you consider me nothing. I’ll 
try hard but you shall alter your opinion, my fine fellow. 
However, to answer your question, I believe I’m about 
fifteen.’ 

‘ Not more ! well, there’s an old proverb, which I will not 
repeat.’ 

‘ I know it, so you may save yourself the trouble, you saucy 
boy ; but now, for your age ? ’ 

‘ Mine 1 let me see ; well, I believe that I am nearly 
seventeen.’ 

‘ Are you really so old 1 well, now, I should have thought 
you no more than fourteen.’ 

This answer at first surprised me, as I was very stout and 
tall for my age ; but a moment’s reflection told me that it was 
given to annoy me. A lad is as much vexed at being supposed 
younger than he really is, as a man of a certain age is annoyed 
at being taken for so much older, ‘ Pooh ! ’ replied I : ‘ that 
shows how little you know about men.’ 

< I wasn’t talking about men, that I know of j but still I do 
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know something about them. Pve had two sweethearts 
already.’ 

‘ Indeed I and what have you done with them ? ’ 

‘ Done with them ! I jilted the first for the second, because 
the second was better looking ; and when Mr. Turnbull told 
me so much about you, I jilted the second to make room for 
you ; but now, I mean to try if I can’t get him back again.’ 

‘ With all my heart,’ replied I, laughing. I shall prove but 
a sorry sweetheart, for I never made love in my life.’ 

‘ Have you ever had anybody to make love to ? ’ 

/No.’ 

‘ That’s the reason, Mr. Jacob, depend upon it. All you 
have to do, is to swear that I’m the prettiest girl in the world, 
that you like me better than anybody else in the world ; do 
anything in the world that I wish you to do — spend all the 
money you have in the world in buying me ribbons and fairings, 
and then^ ^ 

‘ And then, what ? ’ 

‘ Why, then I shall hear all you have to say, take all you 
have to give, and laugh at you in the bargain.’ 

‘ But I shouldn’t stand that long/ 

‘ Oh yes you would. I’d put you out of humour, and coax 
you in again ; the fact is, Jacob Faithful, I made my mind up, 
before I saw you, that you should be my sweetheart, and when 
I will have a thing, I will, so you may as well submit to it at 
once ; if you don’t, as I keep the key of the cupboard, I’ll half 
starve you ; that’s the way to tame any brute, they say. And 
I tell you why, Jacob, I mean that you shall be my sweetheart, 
it’s because Mr. Turnbull told me that you knew Latin ; now 
tell me, what is Latin ? ’ 

‘ Latin is a language which people spoke in former times, 
but now they do not.’ 

‘Well, then, you shall make love to me in Latin, that’s 
agreed’ 

‘ And how do you mean to answer me ? ’ 

‘ Oh, m plain English, to be sure,’ 

‘ But how are you to understand me ? ’ replied I, much 
amused with the conversation. 

‘ Oh, if you make love properly, I shall soon understand you ; 
I shall read the English of it in your eyes/ 

‘Very well, I’ve no objection ; when am I to begin ?’ 
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‘Why, directly, you stupid fellow, to be sure. What a 
question ! ' 

I went close up to Mary, and repeated a few words of Latin 
— ‘Now,^ says I, ‘look into my eyes, and see if you can 
translate them.^ 

‘Something impudent, Fm sure,’ replied she, fixing her 
blue eyes on mine. 

‘Not at all,’ replied I; ‘I only asked for this,’ and I 
snatched a kiss, in return for which I received a box on the 
ear, which made it tingle for five minutes. ‘ Nay,’ replied I, 

‘ that’s not fair ; I did as you desired — I made love in Latin.’ 

‘ And I answered you, as I said I would, in plain English,’ 
replied Mary, reddening up to the forehead, but directly after 
bursting out into a loud laugh. ‘ Now, Mr. Jacob, I plainly 
see that you know nothing about making love, ^^y, bless 
me, a year’s dangling and a year’s pocket-money should not 
have given you what you have had the impudence to take in 
so many minutes. But it was my own fault, that’s certain, 
and I have no one to thank but myself. I hope I didn’t hurt 
you- — I’m very sorry if I did ; but no more making love in 
Latin, I’ve had quite enough of that.’ 

‘Well, then, suppose we make friends,’ replied I, holding 
out my hand. 

‘ That’s what I really wished to do, although I’ve been 
talking so much nonsense,’ replied Mary. ‘ I know we shall 
like one another, and be very good friends. You can’t help 
feeling kind towards a girl you’ve kissed ; and I shall try by 
kindness to make up to you for the box on the ear ; so now 
sit down, and let’s have a long talk. Mr. Turnbull told us 
that he wished you to serve out your apprenticeship on the 
river with my father, so that if you agree, we shall be a long 
while together. I take Mr, TumbuU’s word, not that I can 
find it out yet, that you are a very good-tempered, good- 
looking, clever, modest lad; and as an apprentice who 
remains with my father must live with us, of course I had 
rather it should be one of that sort, than some ugly, awkward 
brute who ^ 

‘ Is not fit to make love to you,’ replied I. 

‘ Who is not fit company for me,’ replied Mary. * I want 
no more love from you, at present The fact is, that father 
spends all the time he can spare from the wherry, at the ale- 
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house, smoking ; and it’s very dull for me, and having nothing 
to do, I look out of window, and make faces at the young men 
as they pass by, just to amuse myself. Now there was no 
great harm in that a year or two ago ; but now, you know, 
Jacob ^ 

^ Well, now, what then ? ’ 

‘ Oh, Pm bigger, that’s all ; and what might be called 
sauciness in a girl, may be thought something more of in a 
young woman. So Pve been obliged to leave it off : but being 
obliged to remain at home, with nobody to talk to, I never was 
so glad as when I heard that you were to come ; so you see, 
Jacob, we must be friends. I daren’t quarrel with you long, 
although I shall sometimes, just for variety, and to have the 
pleasure of making it up again. Do you hear me — or what 
are you thinking of?’ 

‘ I’m thinking that you’re a very odd girl.’ 

‘ I dare say that I am, but how can I help that ? Mother 
died when I was five years old, and father couldn’t afford to 
put me out, so he used to lock me in all day, till he came 
home from the river ; and it was not till I was seven years old, 
and of some use, that the door was left open, I never 
shall forget the day when he told me that in future he should 
trust me, and leave the door open. I thought I was quite a 
woman, and have thought so ever since. I recollect, that I 
often peeped out, and longed to run about the world ; but I went 
two or three yards from the door, and felt so frightened, that 
I ran back as fast as I could. Since that I have seldom quitted 
the house for an hour, and never have been out of Fulham.’ 

‘ Then you have never been at school ? ’ 

‘ Oh no — never. I often wish that I had. I used to see 
the little girls coming home, as they passed our door, so 
merrily, with their bags, from the school-house ; and Pm sure, 
if it were only to have the pleasure of going there and back 
again for the sake of the run, I would have worked hard, 
if for nothing else.’ 

‘ Would you like to learn to read and write ? ’ 

* Will you teach me ? ’ replied Mary, taking me by the arm, 
and looking me earnestly in the face. 

* Yes, I will, with pleasure,’ replied I, laughing. ‘ We will 
pass the evening better than making love, after all, especially if 
you hit so hard. How came you so knowing in those matters V 
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‘ I don’t know,’ replied Mary, smiling ; ‘ I suppose, as 
father says, it’s human nature, for I never learnt anything; 
but you will teach me to read and write ? ’ 

« I will teach you all I know myself, Mary, if you wish to 
leam. Everything but Latin — we’ve had enough of that.’ 

< Oh ! I shall be so much obliged to you. I shall love 

you so 1 ’ 

‘ There you are again.’ 

< No, no, I didn’t mean that,’ replied Mary, earnestly. ‘ I 

meant that after all, I don’t know what else to say. I 

mean that I shall love you for your kindness, without your 
loving me again, that’s it.’ 

‘ I understand you ; but now, Mary, as we are to be such 
good friends, it is necessary that your father and I should be 
good friends ; so I must ask you what sort of a person he is, 
for I know little of him, and of course wish to oblige him.’ 

‘Well, then, to prove to you that I am sincere, I will tell 
you something. My father, in the first place, is a very good- 
tempered sort of man. He works pretty well, but might gain 
more, but he likes to smoke at the public-house. All he 
requires of me is his dinner ready, his linen clean, and the 
house tidy. He never drinks too much, and is always civil- 
spoken ; but he leaves me too much alone, and talks too much 
about human nature, that’s all.’ 

‘ But he’s so deaf — he can’t talk to you.’ 

‘ Give me your hand — ^now promise — for I’m going to do a 
very foolish thing, which is to trust a man — promise you’ll 
never tell it again.’ 

‘Well, I promise,’ replied I; supposing her secret of no 
consequence. 

‘Well, then — mind — you’ve promised. Father is no more 
deaf than you or I.’ 

‘ Indeed 1 ’ replied I ; ‘ why, he goes by the name of Deaf 
Staj^eton ? ’ 

‘ I know he does, and makes everybody believe that he is 
so ; but it is to make money.’ 

‘ How can he make money by that ? ’ 

‘There’s many people in business who go down the river, 
and they wish to talk of their affairs without being overheard 
as they go down. They always call for Deaf Stapleton : and 
there’s many a gentleman and lady, who have much to say 
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to each other, without wishing people to listen — you under- 
stand me ? ^ 

* Oh yes, I understand — Latin 1 ’ 

‘ Exactly — and they call for Deaf Stapleton ; and by this 
means he gets more good fares than any other waterman, and 
does less work.' 

‘ But how will he manage now that I am with him ? ' 

‘ Oh, I suppose it will depend upon his customers ; if a 
single person wants to go down, you will take the sculls ; if 
they call for oars, you will both go; if he considers Deaf 
Stapleton only is wanted, you will remain on shore ; or, 
perhaps, he will insist upon your being deaf too.' 

‘ But I do not like deceit' 

‘ No, it's not right ; although it appears to me that there is 
a great deal of it. Still I should like you to sham deaf, and 
then tell me all that people say. It would be so fhnny. 
Father never will tell a word.' 

‘ So far, your father, to a certain degree, excuses himself.' 

‘ Well, I think he will soon tell you what I have now told 
you, but till then you must keep your promise ; and now you 
must do as 'you please, as I must go down in the kitchen, and 
get dinner on the fire.' 

‘ I have nothing to do,' replied I ; ‘can I help you ?' 

‘To be sure you can, and talk to me, which is better still. 
Come down and wash the potatoes for me, and then I'll find 
you some more work. Well, I do think we shall be very 
happy.' 

I followed Mary Stapleton down into the kitchen, and we 
were soon very busy, and very noisy, laughing, talking, 
blowing the fire, and preparing the dinner. By the time that 
her father came home, we were sworn friends. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

Is very didactic, and treats learnedly of the various senses, and * human 
nature ’ ; is also diffuse on the best training to produce a moral 
philosopher — indeed, it contains materials with which to build up 
one system, and half a dozen theories, as these things are now made. 

I WAS rather curious, after the secret confided to me by 
Mary Stapleton, to see how her father would behave ; but 
when we had sat and talked some time, as he appeared to 
have no difficulty in answering to any observation in a common 
pitch of the voice, I observed to him that he was not so deaf 
as I thought he was. 

‘ No, no,’ replied he ; ‘in the house I hear very well, but 
in the open air I can’t hear at all, if a person speaks to me 
two yards off. Always speak to me close to my ear in the 
open air, but not loud, and then I shall hear you very well’ 
I caught a bright glance from Mary’s blue eye, and made no 
answer. ‘ This frost will hold, I’m afraid,’ continued Stapleton, 
‘ and we shall have nothing to do for some days but to blow 
our fingers and spend our earnings ; but there’s never much 
doing at this time of the year. The winter cuts us watermen 
up terribly. As for me, I smokes my pipe and thinks on 
human natur; but what you are to do, Jacob, I can’t tell’ 

‘ Oh 1 he will teach me to read and write,’ replied Mary. 

‘ I don’t know that he shall,’ replied Stapleton. ‘ What’s 
the use of reading and writing to you? We’ve too many 
senses already in my opinion, and if so be we have learning to 
boot, why then all the worse for us.’ 

‘ How many senses are there, father ? ’ 

‘ How many 1 I’m sure I can’t tell, but more than enough 
to puzzle us.’ 

‘ There are only five, I believe,’ said I : ‘ first, there’s 
hearing,^ 

‘ Well,’ replied Stapleton, ‘ hearing may be useful at times, 
but not hearing at times is much more convenient. I make 
twice as much money since I lost the better part of my 
hearing.’ 

‘ Well, then, there’s seeing^ continued I. 
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‘ Seeing is useful at times, I acknowledge : but I knows 
this, that if a man could pull a young couple about the river, 
and not be able to see now and then, it would be many a half- 
crown in his pocket.’ 

‘Well, then, now we come to tasting? 

‘ No use at all — only a vexation. If there was no tasting, 
we should not care whether we ate brown bread or roast beef, 
drank water or XX ale ; and in these hard times, that would 
be no small saving.’ 

‘ Well, then, let me see, there’s smelling? 

‘Smelling’s no use whatever. For one good smell by the 
river’s side, there be ten nasty ones ; and so there is every- 
where, to my conviction.’ 

‘Which is the next, Jacob ?’ said Mary, smiling archly. 

‘ Feeling? 

‘Feeling! that’s the worst of the whole. Always feel too 
cold in winter, too hot in summer — feel a blow too ; feeling 
only gives pain ; — that’s a very bad sense.’ 

‘ Well, then, I suppose you think we should get on better 
without our senses.’ 

‘ No ; not without all of them. A little hearing and a little 
seeing be all very well ; but there are other senses which you 
have forgot, Jacob. Now one I takes to be the very best of 
the bunch, is smoking? 

‘ I never heard that was a sense,’ replied I, laughing. 

‘Then you haven’t half finished your education, Jacob. ^ 

‘ Are reading and writing senses^ father ? ’ inquired Mary. 

‘ To be sure they be, girl ; for without sense you can’t read 
and write ; and rowing be a sense just as well : and there be 
many other senses j but, in my opinion, most of the senses be 
nonsense, and only lead to mischief.’ 

‘ Jacob,’ said Mary, whispering to my ear, ‘ isn’t loving a 
sense ? ’ 

‘ No, that’s nonsense,’ replied 1. 

‘ Well, then,’ replied she, ‘ I agree with my father, that 
nonsense is better than sense ; but still I don’t see why I 
should not learn to read and write, father.’ 

‘ I’ve lived all my life without it, and never felt the want of 
it — why can’t you ? ’ 

‘ Because I do feel the want of it.’ 

‘ So you may, but they leads to no good. Look at these 
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fellows at the Feathers, all were happy enough before Jim 
Holder, who's a scholar, came among them, and now since he 
reads to them, they do nothing but grumble, and growl, and 
talk about I don’t know what — corn laws, and taxes, and 
liberty, and all other nonsense. Now what could you do 
more than you do now, if you lamt to read and write ? ’ 

‘ I could amuse myself when I’ve nothing to do, father, 
when you and Jacob are away. I often sit down, after I’ve done 
all my work, and think what I shall do next, and at last I look 
out of the window and make faces at people, because I’ve 
nothing better to do. Now, father, you must let him learn me 
to read and write.’ 

‘ Well, Mary, if you will, you will ; but recollect, don’t blame 
me for it — it must be all on your own head, and not on my 
conscience. I’ve lived some forty or fifty years in this world, 
and all my bad luck has been owing to having too much 
senses, and all my good luck to getting rid of them.’ 

^ I wish you would tell me how that came to pass,’ said I ; 
‘ I should like to hear it very much, and it will be a lesson to 
Mary.’ 

‘Well, I don’t care if I do, Jacob, only I must light my 
pipe first ; and, Mary, do you go for a pot o’ beer.’ 

‘Let Jacob go, father. I mean him to run on all my 
errands now.’ 

‘ You mustn’t order Jacob, Mary.’ 

‘No, no — I wouldn’t think of ordering him, but I know he 
will do it — won’t you, Jacob ? ’ 

‘Yes, with pleasure,’ replied I. 

‘Well, with all my heart, provided it be all for love,’ said 
Stapleton. 

‘ Of course all for love,’ replied Mary, looking at me, ‘ or 
Latin — which, Jacob?’ 

‘ What’s litin ? ’ said her father. 

‘ Oh 1 that’s a new sense Jacob has been showing me 
something of, which, like many others, proved to be nonsense.’ 

I went for the beer, and when I returned found the fiire 
htiming brightly, and a strong sense of smoking from old 
Stapleton’s pipe. He puffed once or twice more, and then 
commenced his history as follows : — 

‘ I can’t exactly say when I were bom, nor where,’ said old 
Stapleton, taking his pipe out of his mouth, ‘ because I never 
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axed either father or mother, and they never told me, because 
why, I never did ax, and that be all agreeable to human 
natur.’ Here Stapleton paused, and took three whiffs of his 
pipe. ‘ I recollects when I was a little brat about two foot 
nothing, mother used to whack me all day long, and I used to 
cry in proportion. Father used to cry shame, and then 
mother would fly at him : he would whack she ; she would up 
with her apron in one comer and cry, while I did the same 
with my pinbefore in another : all that was nothing but human 
natur. [A pause, and six or seven whiffs of the pipe.] 

‘ I was sent to a school at a penny a week, to keep me out 
of the way, and out of mischief. I lamt nothing but to sit 
still on the form and hold my tongue, and so I used to amuse 
myself twiddling my thumbs, and looking at the flies as they 
buzzed about the room in the summer time ; and in the winter, 
’cause there was no flies of no sort, I used to watch the old 
missus a-knitting of stockings, and think how soon the time 
would come when I should go home and have my supper, 
which, in a child, was nothing but human natur. [Puff, puff, 
puff.] Father and mother lived in a cellar ; mother sold coals 
and ’tatoes, and father used to go out to work in the barges on 
the river. As soon as I was old enough, the schoolmissus 
sent word that I ought to larn to read and write, and that she 
must be paid threepence a week, so father took me away from 
school, because he thought I had had education enough ; and 
mother perched me on a basket upside down, and made me 
watch that nobody took the goods while she was busy down 
below ; and then I used to sit all day long watching the coals 
and ’tatoes, and never hardly speaking to nobody ; so, having 
nothing better to do, I used to think about this, and that, and 
every thing, and when dinner would be ready, and when I 
might get off the basket ; for you see thinking be another of 
the senses, and when one has nothing to do, and nothing to 
say, to think be nothing more than human natur. [Puff, puff, 
and a pause for a drink out of the pot.] At last, I grew a big 
stout boy, and mother said that I ate too much, and must earn 
my livelihood somehow or other, and father for once agreed 
with her ; but there was a little difficulty how that was to be 
done ; so until that was got over, I did nothing at all but 
watch the coals and ’tatoes as before. One day mother 
wouldn’t give me wituals enough, so I helped myself j so she 
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whacked me ; so I being strong whacked she ; so father 
coming home whacked me, so I takes to my heels and runs 
away a good mile before I thought at all about how I was to 
live ; and there I was, very sore, very unhappy, and very 
hungry. [Puff, puff, puff, and a spit.] I walks on, and on, 
and then I gets behind a coach, and then the fellow whips me, 
and I gets down again in a great hurry, and tumbles into the 
road, and before I could get up again, a gemman in a gig 
drives right over me and breaks my leg. I screams with the 
pain, which if I hadn’t had the sense of feelings of course I 
shouldn’t have minded. He pulls up and gets out, and tells 
me he’s very sorry. I tells him so am 1. His servant calls 
some people, and they takes me into a public-house, and lays 
me on the table all among the pots of beer, sends for a doctor 
who puts me into bed, and puts my leg right again ; and then 
I was provided for, for at least six weeks, during which the 
^ gemman calls and axes how I feel myself ; and I says, “ Pretty 
well, I thanky.” [Puff, puff — knock the ashes out, pipe refilled, 
relighted, a drink of beer, and go on.] So when I was well, 
and on my pins again, the gentleman says, What can I do 
for you ? ” and the landlord cuts him short by saying that he 
wanted a pot-boy, if I liked the profession. Now, if I didn’t 
like the pots I did the porter, which I had no share of at 
home, so I agrees. The gemman pays the score, gives me 
half a guinea, and tells me not to be lying in the middle of the 
road another time. I tells him I won’t, so he jumps into his 
gig, and I’ve never cast eyes upon him since. I stayed three 
years with my master, taking out beer to his customers, and 
always taking a little out of each pot for myself, for that’s 
nothing but human natur, when you likes a thing ; but I never 
got into no trouble until one day I sees my missus a-kissing in 
the back parlour with a fellow who travels for orders. I never 
said nothing at first; but at last I sees too much, and then I 
tells master, who gets into a rage, and goes in to his wife, stays 
with her half an hour, and then comes out and kicks me out 
of the door, calling me a liar, and telling me never to show 
my face again. I shies a pot at his head, and showed him 
anything but my face, for I took to my heels, and ran for it 
as fast as I could. So much for seeing; if I hadn’t seen, that 
wouldn’t have happened. So there I was adrift, and good-bye 
to porter. [Puff, puff ; * Mary, where’s my ’baccy stopper ? ’ 

197 





JACOB FAITHFUL 

poke down, puff, puff, spit, and proceed.] Well, I walks 
towards Lunnen, thinking on husbands and wives, porter and 
human natur, until I finds myself there, and then I looks ^ at 
all the lighted lamps, and recollects that I haven t no lodging 
for the night, and then all of a sudden I thinks of my father 
and mother, and wonders how they be going on. So I 
thought I’d go and see, and away I went ; comes to the cellar, 
and goes down. There is my mother with a quartern of gin 
before her, walking to and fro, and whimpering to herself; so 
says I, Mother, what’s the matter now ?” at which she jumps 
up and hugs me, and tells me I’m her only comfort left. I 
looks at the quartern and thinks otherwise ; so down I sits by 
her side, and then she pours me out a glass, and pours out all 
her grief, telling me how my father had left her for another 
woman, who kept another cellar in another street,^ and how 
she was very unhappy, and how she had taken to gin which 
was nothing but human natur, you see, and how she meant to 
make away with herself ; and then she sent for more quarterns, 
and we finished them. What with the joy of finding me, and 
the grief at losing my father, and the quarterns of gin, she 
went to bed crying drunk, and fell fast asleep. So did I, and 
thought home was home, after all. Next morning I takes up 
the business, and finds trade not so bad after all ; so I takes 
the command of all, keeps all the money, and keeps mother in 
order ; and don’t allow drinking nor disorderly conduct in the 
house ; but goes to the public- house every night for a pipe 
and a pot. 

‘Well, everything goes on very well for a month, when 
who should come home but father, which I didn’t approve of, 
because I liked being master. So I being a strong chap, then 
says, “ If you be come to ill-treat my mother, I’ll put you in 
the kennel, father. Be off to your new woman. Ar’n’t you 
ashamed of yourself? ” says 1. So father looks me in the face, 
and tells me to stand out of his way, or he’ll make cat’s meat 
of me ; and then he goes to my mother, and after a quarter of 
an hour of sobbing on her part, and coaxing on his, they kiss 
and make friends : and then they both turns to me, and orders 
me to leave the cellar, and never to show my face again. I 
refuses : father flies at me, and mother helps him ; and between 
the two I was hustled out to find my bread how and where I 
could. I’ve never taken a woman?s part since. [Puff, pufif^ 
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puff, and a deep sigh.] I walks down to the water-side, and 
having one or two shillings in my pocket, goes into a public- 
house to get a drop of drink and a bed. And when I comes 
in, I sees a man hand a note for change to the landlady, and 
she gives him change. “ That won’t do,” says he, and he was 
half tipsy : “I gave you a ten-pound note, and this here lad 
be witness,” “ It was only a says the woman. “ You are 

a d d old cheat,” says he, ‘‘ and if you don’t give me the 

change, I’ll set your house on fire, and bum you alive.” With 
that there was a great row, and he goes out for the constable, 
and gives her in charge, and gives me in charge as a witness, 
and then she gives him in charge, and so we all went to the 
watchhouse together, and slept on the benches. The next 
morning we all appeared before the magistrate, and the man 
tells his story, and calls me as a witness ; but recollecting how 
much I had suffered from seeing^ I wouldn’t see anything this 
time. It might have been a ten-pound note, for it certainly 
didn’t look like a one ; but my evidence went rather for than 
against the woman, for I only proved the man to be drunk ; 
and she was let off, and I walked home with her. So says 
she, You’re a fine boy, and I’ll do you a good turn for what 
you have done for me. My husband is a waterman, and I’ll 
make you free of the river ; for he hasn’t no ’prentice, and you 
can come on shore and stay at the public-house, when you 
ar’n’t wanted.” I jumped at the offer, and so, by not seeing^ 

I gets into a regular livelihood. Well, Jacob, how do you 
like it ? ’ 

‘Very much,’ replied 1. 

‘ And you, Mary ? ’ 

‘ Oh ! I like it very much ; but I want father to go on, and 
to know how he fell in love, and married my mother.’ 

‘ Well, you shall have it all by and by j but now I must 
take a spell.’ 
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CHAPTER XXm 

A very sensible chapter, having reference to the senses — Stapleton, by keep- 
ing his under control, keeps his head above water in his wherry— 
Forced to fight for his wife, and when he had won her, to fight on to 
keep her — No great prize, yet it made him a prize-fighter. 

Old Stapleton finished his pipe, took another swig at the 
porter, filled, relighted, puffed to try it, cleared his mouth, 
and then proceeded : — 

‘Now you see, Bartley, her husband, was the greatest rogue 
on the river j he was up to everything, and stood at nothing. 
He fleeced as much on the water as she did on the land ; for 
I often seed her give wrong change afterwards when people 
were tipsy, but I made a rule always to walk away. As for 
Bartley, his was always night work, and many’s the coil of rope 
I have brought on shore, what, although he might have pai^ 
for, he didn’t buy it of the lawful owner, but I never seed or 
heard^ that was my maxim ; and I fared well till I served my 
time, and then they gave me their old wherry, and built a new 
one for themselves. So I set up on my own account, and 
then I seed, and heard, and had all my senses, just as they 
were before — more’s the pity, for no good came of it [Puff, 
puff, puff, puff] The Bartleys wanted me to join them, but 
that wouldn’t do ; for though I never meddled with other 
people’s concerns, yet I didn’t choose to go wrong myself. 
Pve seed all the world cheating each other for fifty years or 
more, but that’s no concern of mine ; I can’t make the world 
better ; so all I thinks about it, is to keep honest myself : and 
if every one was to look after his own soul, and not trouble 
themselves about their neighbours, why then it would be all 
the better for human natur, I plied at the Swan Stairs, gained 
my livelihood, and spent it as I got it ; for I was then too 
young to look out a’ter a rainy day. 

‘ One night a young woman in a cloak comes down to the 
stairs with a bundle in her arms, and seems in a very great 
taking, and asks me for a boat. I hauls out of the row along- 
side of the hard, and hands her in. She tri|m as she steps in, 
and I catches to save her from falling, and in catching her I 
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puts my hand upon the bundle in her arms, and feels the warm 
face of a baby. “ Where am I to go, ma’am says L ‘*01 
pull across, and land me on the other side,” says she ; and 
then I hears sobbing to herself, as if her heart would break* 
When we were in the middle o’ the stream she lifts up her 
head, and then first she looks at the bundle and kisses it, and 
then she looks up at the stars which were glittering above in 
the sky. She kisses the child once more, jumps up, and afore I 
could be aware of what she was about, she tosses me her purse, 
throws the child into the water, and leaps in herself. I pulls 
sharp round immediately, and seeing her again, I made one or 
two good strokes, comes alongside of her, and gets hold of her 
clothes. A’ter much ado I gets her into the wherry, and as 
soon as I seed she was come to again, I pulls her back to the 
stairs where she had taken me from. As soon as I lands I 
hears a noise and talking, and several people standing about ; 
it seems it were her relatives, who had missed her, and were 
axing whether she had taken a boat ; and while they were 
describing her, and the other watermen were telling them how 
I had taken a fare of that description, I brings her back. Well, 
they takes charge of her, and leads her home ; and then for 
the first time I thinks of the purse at the bottom of the boat, 
which I picks up, and sure enough there were four golden 
guineas in it, beside some silver- Well, the men who plied at 
the stairs axed me all about it ; but I keeps my counsel, and 
only tells them how the poor girl threw herself into the water, 
and how I pulled her out again ; and in a week I had almost 
forgot all about it, when up comes an officer, and says to me, 
“You be Stapleton the waterman?” and I says, “Yes, 1 be.” 
“ Then you must come along with me ” ; and he takes me to 
the police-office, were I finds the poor young woman in 
custody for being accused of having murdered her infant. So 
they begins to tax me upon my Bible oath, and I was forced 
to tell the whole story ; for though ;fyou may lose all your senses 
when convenient, yet somehow* drimother, an oath on the 
Bible brings them back again. “ Did you see the child ?” 
said the magistrate. “ I seed a bundle,” said 1. “ Did you 

hear the child cry?” said he. “ No,” says I, “ I didn’t ” ; and 
then I thought I had got the yoimg woman off ; but the 
magistrate was an old fox, and had all the senses at his fingers' 
ends. So says he, “ When the young woman stepped into 
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the boat, did she give you the bundle ?” No/^ says I again. 
‘^Then you never touched it?” ^‘Yes, I did, when her foot 
slipped.” “ And what did it feel like ? ” ‘‘ It felt like a piece 

of human natur,” says I, ‘‘and quite warm like*” “How do 
you mean?” says he. “Why, I took it by the feel fora 
baby.” “And it was quite warm, was it?” “Yes,” replied 
I, “it was.” “Well, then, what else took place?” “Why, 
when we were in the middle of the stream, she and her child 
went overboard; I pulled her in again, but couldn^t see the 
child.” Fortunately for the poor girl, they didn^t ask me 
which went overboard first, and that saved her from hanging. 
She was confined six months in prison, and then let out again ; 
but you see, if it hadn't been for my unfortunately feeling the 
child, and feeling it was warm, what proved its being alive, 
the poor young woman would have got off altogether, perhaps. 
So much for the sense of feeling, which I says is of no use to 
nobody, but only a vexation.' [Puff— the pipe out, relighted 
— puff, puff.' 

‘But, father,’ said Mary, ‘did you ever hear the history 
of the poor girl ? ’ 

‘Yes, I heard as how it was a hard case, how she had 
been sedwced by some fellow who had left her and her baby, 
upon which she determined to drown herself, poor thing I 
and her baby too. Had she only tried to drown her baby, I 
should have said it was quite unnatural ; but as she wished 
to drown herself at the same time, I considers that drowning 
the baby to take it to heaven with her was quite natural, and 
all agreeable to human* natur. Love’s a sense which young 
women should keep down as much as possible, Mary; no 
good comes of sense.’ 

‘ And yet, father, it appears to me to be human nature,’ 
replied Mary. 

‘ So it is, but there’s mischief in it, girl, so do you never 
have anything to do with it.’ 

‘Was there mischief when you fell in love with my mother 
and married her ? ’ 

‘You shall hear, Mary,’ replied old Stapleton, who re- 
commenced. 

‘ It was ’bout two months after the poor girl threw herself 
into the ri'^er, that I first seed your mother. She was then 
mayhap two years older than you may be, and much such 
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a same sort of person in her look^ There was a young 
man who plied from our stairs, named Ben Jones ; he and 
I were great friends, and used for to help each other, and 
when a fare called for oars, used to ply together. One night 
he says to me, “Will, come up and Pll show you a devilish 
fine piece of stuff.” So I walks with him, and he takes me 
to a shop where they dealed in marine stores, and we goes 
and finds your mother in the back parlour. Ben sends out 
for pipes and beer, and we sat down and made ourselves 
comfortable. Now, Mary, your mother was a very jilting 
kind of girl, who would put one fellow off to take another, 
just as her whim and fancy took her. [I looked at Mary, 
who cast down her eyes.] Now these women do a mint of 
mischief among men, and it seldom ends well ; and Pd sooner 
see you in your coffin to-morrow, Mary, than tihink you should 
be one of this flaunting sort* Ben Jones was quite in for 
it, and wanted for to marry her, and she had turned off a 
fine young chap for him, and he used to come there .every 
night, and it was supposed that they would be spliced in the 
course of a month ; but when I goes there, she cuts him 
almost altogether, and takes to me, making such eyes at me, 
and drinking beer out of my pot and refusing his^n, till 
poor Jtmes was quite mad and beside himself. Well, it 
wasn’t in human natur to stand those large blue eyes 0ust 
like yours, Mary) darting fire at a poor fellow; and when 
Jones got up in a surly humour, and said it was time to go 
away, instead of walking home arm in arm, we went side 
by side, like two big dogs with their tails as stiff up as a 
crowbar, and all ready for a fight ; neither he nor I ^ying 
a word, and we parted without saytag good-riight Well, 

I dreamed eff your mother aH that night, and the next day 
went to see her, and felt worser and worser each time, and 
she snuhb^ Jones, and at last told him to go about his 
business. This was ’bout a month after I had first seen her ; 
and then one day Jones, who was a prime fighter, says to 
me, “ Be you a man ? ” and slaps me on the ear. So I, 
knowing what he’d be a’ ter, pulls off my duds, and we sets 
to. We fights for ten minutes or so, and then I hits him a 
round blow on the ear, and he foils down on the hard^ and 
couldn’t come to time. No wonder, poor fellow I for he had 
gone to eternity. [Hefe old Stapleton paused for half a 
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minute, and passed his hand across his eyes*] I was tried 
for manslaughter ; but it being proved that he came up and 
struck me first, I was acquitted, after lying two months in 
gaol, for I couldn’t get no bail ; but it was because I had 
been two months in gaol that I was let off. At first, when 
I came out, I determined never to see your mother again ; 
but she came to me, and wound round me, and I loved her 
so much, that I couldn’t shake her off As soon as she 
found that I was fairly hooked, she began to play with 
others ; but I wouldn’t stand that, and every fellow that 
came near her was certain to have a turn out with me, and 
so I became a great fighter; and she, seeing that I was 
the best man, and that no one else would come to her, one 
fine morning agreed to marry me. Well, we were spliced, 
and the very first night I thought I saw poor Ben Jones 
standing by my bedside, and, for a week or so, I was not 
comfortable ; but, howsomever, it wore off, and I plied at 
the stairs, and gained my money. But my pipe’s out, and 
Pm dry with talking. Suppose I take a spell for a few 
minutes.’ 

Stapleton relighted his pipe, and for nearly half an hour 
smoked in silence. What Mary’s thoughts were I cannot 
positively assert; but I imagined that, like myself, she was 
thinking about her mother’s conduct and her own. I certainly 
was making the comparison, and we neither of us spoke a 
word. 

‘ Well,’ continued Stapleton, at last, * I married your 
mother, Mary, and I only hope that any man who may take 
a fancy to you, will not have so much trouble with his wife 
as I had. I thought that a’ter she were settled she would 
give up all her nonsense and behave herself — ^but I suppose it 
was in her natur and she couldn’t help it She made eyes 
and gave encouragement to the men, until they became saucy, 
and I became jealous, and I had to fight one and then the 
other, until I became a noted pugilist, I will say that your 
mother seemed always very happy when I beat my naan, 
which latterly I always did ; but still she liked to be fit for, 
and I had hardly time to earn my bread At last, some one 
backed me against another man in the ring for fifty pound 
a-side, and I was to have half, if I won. I was very short 
of blunt at the time, and I agreed; so, a’ter a Me training, 
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the battle was fought, and I won easy ; and the knowing 
ones liked my way of hitting so much, that they made up 
another match with a better man, for two hundred ^unds ; 
and a lord and other great people came to me, and I wm 
introduced to them at the public-house, and all was settled. 
So I became a regular prize-fighter, all through your mother, 
Mary. Nay, don’t cry, child, I don’t mean to say that your 
mother, with aU her love of being stared at and talked to, 
would have gone wrong; but still it vms ^most as bad m 
my opinion. Well, I was put into trying, and after five 
weeks we met at Moulsey Hurst, and a hard fight it was— 
but I’ve got the whole of it somewhere, Mary ; look in the 

drawer there, and you’ll see a newspaper-’ 

Mary brought out the newspaper, which was rolled up 
and tied with a bit of string, and Staplet^ handed it ovw 
to mo, telling' me to restd it aloticL I I 

not enter into the details. 

‘ Yes, that's all right enough,' said Stapleton, who had 
taken advantage of my reading to smoke furiously, to make 
up for lost time ; ‘ but no good came of it, for one of the 
gemmen took a fancy to your mother, Mary, and tried to 
win her away from me. I found him attempting to kiss 
her, and she refusing him — but laughing, and, as I thought, 
more than half-willing ; so I floored him, and put him out 
of the house, and after that I never would have anything 
more to say with lords and gemmen, nor with fighting either. 
I built a new wherry and stuck to the river, and I shifted 
my lodgings, that I mightn't mix any more with those who 
knew me as a boxer. Your mother was then brought to 
bed with you, and I hoped for a good deal of happiness, as 
I thought she would only think of her husband and child ; 
and so she did until you were weaned, and then she went 
on just as afore. There was a captain of a vessel lying in 
the river, who used now and then to stop and talk with her ; 
but I thought little about that, seeing how every one talked 
with her and she with everybody; and besides, she knew 
the captain's wife, who was a very pretty woman, and used 
very often to ask Mary to go and see her, which I permitted* 
But one morning when I was going off to the boat— for he 
had come down to me to take him to his vessel—just as I 
was walking away with the sculls over my shoulder, I 
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recollects my ’baccy box, which I had left, and I goes back 
and hears him say before I came into the door, Recollect, 
I shall be here again by two o’clock, and then you promised 

to come on board my ship, and see ” I didn’t hear the 

rest, but she laughed and said yes, she would. I didn’t 
show myself, but walked away and went to the boat. He 
followed me, and I rowed him up the river and took my 
fare — and then I determined to watch them, for I felt mighty 
jealous. So I lays olf on my oars in the middle of the 
stream, and sure enough I see the captain and your mother 
get into a small skiff belonging to his ship, and pull away ; 
the captain had one oar and one of his men another. I 
pulled a’ter them as fast as I could, and at last they seed 
me ; and not wishing me to find her out, she begged them 
to pull away as fast as they could, for she knew how savage 
I would be. Still I gained upon them, every now and then 
looking round and vowing vengeance in my heart, when 
all of a sudden I heard a scream, and perceived their boat 
to capsi:^e, and all hands in the water. They had not seen 
a warp of a vessel getting into the row, and had run over it, 
and, as it tautened, they capsized. Your mother went down 
like a stone, Mary, and was not found for three days a’ter- 
ward ; and when I seed her sink I fell down in a fit.’ Here 
old Stapleton stopped, laid down his pipe, and rested his 
face in his hands. Mary burst into tears. After a few 
minutes he resumed : ‘ When I came to, I found myself on 
board of the ship in the captain’s cabin^ with the captain 
and his wife watching over me — ^and then I came to under- 
stand that it was she who had sent for your mother, and 
that she was living on board, and that your mother had at 
first refused, because she knew that I did not like her to be 
on the river, but wishing to see a ship, had consented. So 
it was not so bad a’ter all, only that a woman shouldn’t act 
without her husband— .^but you see, Mary, all this would not 
have happened if it hadn’t been that I overheard part of 
what was said ; and you might now have had a mother, and 
I a wife to comfort us, if it hadn’t been for my unfortunate 
hearing — so, as I said before, there’s more harm than good 
that comes from these senses — at least, so it has proved to 
nie. And now you’ve heard my story, and how your mother 
died, Mary, so take caire you don’t fall into the same fault, 

207 



JACOB FAITHFUL 

and be too fond of being looked at, which it does somehow 
^anShrappear to me you have a bit of a hanUing a’ter 
—but like mother like chUd, they say, and thats human 

Stapleton had concluded his narrative, he smoked 
his pipe in silence. Mary sat at the table, with her hands 
pressed to her temples, apparently m deep thought ; ^nd I fe 
but communicative. In half an hour the pot of be 

was finished, and Stapleton rose. , , „ 

‘ Come, Mary, don’t be thinking so much ; let s all go to 

bed Show Jacob his room, and then come up.’ 

< Jacob can find his own room, father,’ replied Mary, 
* without my showing him ; he knows the kitchen, and there is 

but one other below.’ 

I took my candle, wished them good-night, and went to 
my bed, which, although very homely, was at all events 

ccHnfortable. 


CHAPTER XXIV 

The warmth of ray gratitude proved by a very cold test — The road to 
fortune may sometimes lead over a bridge of ice — Mine lay raider 
\t—Amor vincit everything but my obstinacy, which young Tom 
and the old Domine in the sequel will prove to their cost. 

For many days the frost continued, until at last the river was 
frasen over, and all communication by it was stopped. 
Stapleton’s money ran short, our fere became very indifferent, 
arid Mary declared that we must all go begging with the 
market gardeners if it lasted much longer. 

* I must go and call upon Mr. Turnbull, and ax him to help 
said Stapleton, one day, pulling his last shilling out and 
laymg it on the table. ‘ I’m cleaned out ; but he’s a good , 
gs^iHeaEBajn, and will lend me a trifle.’ In the afternoon 
returned, and I saw by his looks that he had been 
SQCcesslid. ‘Jacob,’ said he, ‘Mr. Turnbull desires that you 
wM with him to-morrow morning, as he wishes to 

sese you.* 

I set oiT a^xofdpngly at daylight the next morning, and was 
^ Ipood ttee jfe ba^kfest. Mr. Turnbull was as kind as ever, 
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and began telling me long stories about the ice in the northern 
regions. 

‘ By the bye, I hear there is an ox to be roasted whole, 
Jacob, a little above London Bridge ; suppose we go and see 
the fun.^ 

I consented, and we took the Brentford coach, and were 
put down at the comer of Queen Street, from whence we 
walked to the river. The scene was very amusing and 
exciting. Booths were erected on the ice, in every direction, 
with flags flying, people walking, and some skating, although 
the ice was too rough for that pastime. The whole river was 
crowded with people, who now walked in security over where 
they a month before would have met with death. Here and 
there smoke ascended from various fires, on which sausages 
and other eatables were cooking ; but the great attraction was 
the ox roasting whole, close to the centre pier of the bridge. 
Although the ice appeared to have fallen at the spot where so 
many hundreds were assembled, yet as it was now four or five 
feet thick, there was no danger. Here and there, indeed, were 
what were called rotten places, where the ice was not sound ; 
but these were intimated by placards, warning people not to 
approach too near ; and close to them were ropes and poles 
for succour, if required. We amused ourselves for some time 
with the gaiety of the scene, for the sun shone out brightly, 
and the sky was clear. The wind was fresh from the north- 
ward, and piercing cold in the shade, the thermometer being 
then, it was said, twenty-eight degrees below the freezing point. 
We had been on the ice about three hours, amusing ourselves, 
when Mr. Turnbull proposed our going home, and we walked 
up the river towards Blackfriars Bridge, where we proposed to 
land, and take the coach at Charing Cross, 

‘ I wonder how the tide is now,' observed Mr. Turnbull to 
me ; ‘it would be rather puzzling to find out' 

‘ Not if I can find a hole,' replied I, looking for one. 

‘ Stop, here is one.' I threw in a piece of ice, and found that 
it was strong ebb. We continued our walk over the ice, which 
was now very rough, when Mr. Turnbull's hat fell off, and the 
wind catching it, it blew away, skinaming across the ice at a 
rapid rate. Mr. Turnbull and I gave chase, but could scarcely 
keep up with it, and, at all events, could not overtake it. 
Many people on the river laughed as we passed, and watched 
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us in our chase. Mr. Turnbull was the foremost, and, heedless 
in the pursuit, did not observe a large surface of rotten ice 
before him ; neither did I, until all at once I heard it break 
and saw Mr. Turnbull fall in and disappear. Many people 
were close to us, and a rope was laid across the spot to 
designate the danger. I did not hesitate — I loved Mr. Turn- 
bull, and my love and my feelings of resentment were equally 
potent. I seized the bight of the rope, twisted it round my 
arm, and plunged in after, recollecting it was ebb tide ; 
fortunate for Mr. Turnbull it was, that he had accidentally put the 
question. I sank under the ice, and pushed down the stream, 
and in a few seconds felt myself grappled by him I sought, 
and at almost the same time the rope hauling in from above. 
As soon as they found there was resistance, they knew that I 
at least was attached to it, and they hauled in quicker, not, 
however, until I had lost my recollection. Still I clung to the 
rope with the force of a drowning man, and Mr. Turnbull did 
the same to me, and we shortly made our appearance at the 
hole in which we had been plunged. A ladder was thrown 
across, and two of the men of the Humane Society came to 
our assistance, pulled us out, and laid us upon it. They then 
drew back and hauled us on the ladder to a more secure 
situation. We were both still senseless ; but having been 
taken to a public-house on the river-side, were put to bed, and 
medical advice having been procured, were soon restored. 
The next morning we were able to return in a chaise to 
Brentford, where our absence had created the greatest alarm. 
Mr. Turnbull spoke but little the whole time j but he often 
pressed my hand, and when I requested him to drop me at 
Fulham, that I might let Stapleton and his daughter know that 
I was safe, he consented, saying, ‘God bless you, my fine 
boy ; I will see you soon.^ 

When I went up the stairs of Stapleton^s lodgings, I found 
Mary by herself ; she started up as soon as she saw me. 

‘ Where ham you been, you naughty boy ? said she, half 
crying, half smiling. 

‘Under the ice,' I replied, ‘and only thawed again this 
morning.' 

‘ Are you in earnest, Jacob ? ' said she ; ‘ now don't plague 
and frighten me, I've been too frightened already. I never 
slept a wink last night.' I then told her the circumstances 
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which had occurred. ‘ I was sure something had happened,^ 
she replied. ‘ I told my father so, but he wouldn’t believe it. 
You promised to be at home to give me my lesson, and I know 
you never break your word ; but my father smoked away, and 
said, that when boys are amused, they forget their promises, 
and that it was nothing but human natur. O Jacob, Pm so 
glad you’re back again, and after what has happened, I don’t 
mind your kissing me for once.’ And Mary held her face 
towards me, and returned my kiss. 

‘ There, that must last you a long while, recollect,’ said she, 
laughing ; ^ you must not think of another, until you’re under 
the ice again.’ 

‘ Then I trust it will be the last,’ replied I, laughing. 

‘ You are not in love with me, Jacob, that’s clear, or you 
would not have made that answer,’ replied Mary. 

I had seen a great deal of Mary, and though she certainly 
was a great flirt, yet she had many excellent and amiable 
qualities. For the first week after her father had given us the 
history of his life, his remarks upon her mother appeared to 
have made a decided impression upon her, and her conduct 
was much more staid and demure ; but as the remembrance wore 
off, so did her conduct become coquettish and flirting as before ; 
still it was impossible not to be fond of her, and even with all 
her caprice there was such a fund of real good feeling and 
amiableness, which when called forth was certain to appear, 
that I often thought how dangerous and captivating a girl she 
would be when she grew up. I had again produced the books, 
which I had thrown aside with disgust, to teach her to read 
and write. Her improvement was rapid, and would have 
been still more so, if she had not been just as busy in trying 
to make me fond of her, as she was in surmounting the 
difficulties of her lessons. But she was very young ; and 
although, as her father declared, it was her natur to run after 
the men, there was every reason to hope that a year or two 
would render her less volatile, and add to those sterling good 
qtialities ^hich she really possessed. In heart and feeling she 
was a modest girl, although the buoyancy of her spirits often 
carried her beyond the bounds prescribed by decorum, and 
often called forth a blush upon her own animated countenance, 
when her good sense, or the remarks of others, reminded her 
of her having committed herself. It was impossible to know 
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Mary and not like her, although, at a casual meeting, a rigid 
person might go away with an impression by no means 
favourable. As for myself, I must say, that the more I was 
in her company, the more I was attached to her, and the more 
I respected her. 

Old Stapleton came home in the evening. He had, as 
usual, been smoking, and thinking of human natur, at the 
Feathers public-house. I told him what had happened, and 
upon the strength of it he sent for an extra pot of beer for 
Mary and me, which he insisted upon our drinking between us 
— a greater proof of goodwill on his part could not have been 
given. Although Captain Turnbull appeared to have recovered 
from the effects of the accident, yet it seemed that such was 
not the case, as the morning after his arrival he was taken ill 
with shivering and pains in his loins, which ended in ague and 
fever, and he did not quit his bed for three or four weeks. 
I, on the contrary, felt no ill effects ; but the constitution of a 
youth is better able to meet such violent shocks than that of 
a man of sixty years old, already sapped by exposure and 
fatigue. As the frost still continued, I complied with Captain 
TumbulPs request to come up and stay with him, and for many 
days, until he was able to leave his bed, I was his constant 
nurse. The general theme of his conversation was on my 
future prospects, and a wish that I would embark in some 
pursuit or profession more likely to raise me in the world ; 
but on this head I was positive, and also another point, which 
was, that I would in future put myself under an obligation to 
no one. I could not erase from my memory the injuries I had 
received, and my vindictive spirit continually brooded over 
them. I was resolved to be independent and ftree. I felt that 
in the company I was in, I was with my equals, or, if there 
were any superiority, it was on my part, arising from education, 
and I never would submit to be again in the society of those 
above me, in which I was admitted as a ]fevour, and by the 
major part looked down upon, and at the same time liable, as 
I had once been, to be turned out with contumely on the first 
moment of caprice. Still I was very fond of Captain Turnbull 
He Imd always been kind to me, spoke to me on terms of 
equality, and had behaved with consistency, and my feeHr^s 
towards him since the accident had consequently strength^ed J 
but *«ye always feel an increased regard towards thoso to whom 
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we have been of service, and my pride was softened by the 
reflection that, whatever might be Mr. Turnbull’s goodwill 
toward me, he never could, even if I would permit it, repay 
me for the life which I had preserved. Towards him I felt 
unbounded regard — towards those who had ill-treated me, 
unlimited hatred ; towards the world in general a mixture of 
feeling which I could hardly analyse ; and, as far as regarded 
myself, a love of liberty and independence, which nothing 
would ever have induced me to compromise. As I did not 
wish to hurt Captain Turnbull’s feelings by a direct refusal to 
all his proflers of service, and remarks upon the advantages 
which might arise, I generally made an evasive answer; but 
when, on the day proposed for my departure, he at once came 
to the point, offering me everything, and observing that he was 
childless, and therefore my acceptance of his offer would be 
injurious to nobody, when he took me by the hand, and draw- 
ing me near to him, passed his arm round me, and spoke to 
me in the kind accents of a father almost entreating me to 
consent — the tears of gratitude coursed each other rapidly 
down my cheeks, but my resolution was no less Arm — although 
it was with a faltering voice that I replied, * You have been 
very kind to me, sir — very kind — and I shall never forget it ; 
and I hope I shall deserve it — but — Mr. Drummond, and 
Mrs. Drummond, and Sarah, were also kind to me — very kind 
to me — you know the rest. I will remain as I am, if you 
please ; apd if you wish to do me a kindness — if you wish me 
to love you, as I really do, let me be as I am— free and 
independent. I beg it of you as the greatest favour that you 
can possibly confer on me — the only favour which I can accept, 
or shall be truly thankful for.’ 

Captain Turnbull was some minutes before he could reply. 
He then said — ^ I see it is useless, and I will not tease you 
any more ; but, Jacob, do not let the fire of injustice which you 
have received from your fellow-creatures prey so much upon 
your mind, or induce you to form the mistaken idea that the 
world is bad. As you live on, you will find much good ; and 
recollect, that those who have injured you, from the misrepre- 
sentation of others, have been willing, and have offered, to 
repair their fault. They can do no more, and I wish you 
could get over this vindictive feeling. Recollect, we must 
fbtgive, as we hope to be forgiven.’ 
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‘I do forgive — at least, I do sometimes,’ replied I, ‘for 
Sarah’s sake — but I can’t always.’ 

‘ But you ought to forgive, for other reasons, Jacob.’ 

‘ I know I ought — but if I cannot, I cannot.’ 

‘Nay, my boy, I never heard you talk so — I was going to 
say — wickedly. Do you not perceive that you are now in 
error ? You will not abandon a feeling which your own good 
sense and religion tell you to be wrong — you cling to it^ — and 
yet you will admit of no excuse for the errors of others.’ 

‘ I feel what you say — and the truth of it, sir,’ replied I ; 
‘ but I cannot combat the feeling. I will therefore admit every 
excuse you please, for the faults of others ; but at the same 
time, I am surely not to be blamed if I refuse to put myself in 
a situation where I am again liable to meet with mortification. 
Surely I am not to be censured, if I prefer to work for my 
bread after my own fashion, and prefer the river to dry land ? ’ 

‘No, that I acknowledge; but what I dislike in the choice 
is, that it is dictated by feelings of resentment’ 

‘ Whaf s done canH be hebped, ’ replied I, quickly, wishing 
to break off the conversation. 

‘Very true, Jacob; but I follow that up with another of 
your remarks, which is, “ Better luck next time.” God bless 
you, my boy ; take care of yourself, and don’t get under the 
ice again 1 ’» 

‘ For you I would to-morrow,’ replied I, taking the proffered 
hand ; ‘ but if I could only see that Hodgson near a hole ’ 

‘ You’d not push him in ? ’ 

‘ Indeed I would,’ replied I, bitterly. 

‘Jacob, you would not, I tell you— -you think so now, but 
if you saw him in distress, you would assist him as you did 
me. I know you, my boy, better than you know yourself.’ 

Whether Captain Turnbull or I were right, remains to be 
proved in the sequel. We then shook hands, and I hastened 
away to see Mary, whom I had often thought of during my 
absence. 

‘ Who do you think has been here ? ’ said Mary, after our 
first greeting. 

‘ I cannot guess,’ replied I. ‘ Not old Tom and his son ? ’ 

_ ‘ No ; I don’t think it was old Tom, but it was such an old 
quiz— TOth such a nose— O heavens 1 I thought I should have 
died with laughing as soon as he went downstairs. Do you 
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know, Jacob, that I made love to him, just to see how heM 
take it. You know who it is now ?’ 

‘ Oh yes 1 you mean the Domine, my schoolmaster.’ 

‘ Yes, he told me so ; and I talked so much about you, and 
about your teaching me to read and write, and how fond I 
was of learning, and how I should like to be married to an 
elderly man who was a great scholar, who would teach me 
Latin and Greek, that the old gentleman became quite chatty 
and sat for two hours talking to me. He desired me to say 
that he should call here to-morrow afternoon, and I begged 
him to stay the evening, as you are to have two more of your 
friends here. Now, who do you think are those?’ 

‘ I have no others, except old Tom Beazeley and his son.’ 

‘ Well, it is your old Tom after all, and a nice old fellow 
he is, although I would not like him for a husband ; but as 
for his son — he’s a lad after my own heart — I’m quite' in love 
with him.’ 

‘ Your love will do you no harm, Mary ; but recollect, what 
may be a joke to you may not be so to other people. As for 
the Domine meeting old Beazeley and his son, I don’t exactly 
know how that will suit, for I doubt if he will like to see them.’ 

‘ Why not ? ’ inquired Mary. 

Upon a promise never to hint at them, I briefly stated the 
circumstances attending the worthy man’s voyage on board of 
the lighter. Mary paused, and then said, < Jacob, did we not 

read the last time, that the most dangerous rocks to men were 
wine and women f ’ 

‘ Yes, we did, if I recollect right.’ 

Humph, said she | ‘ the old gentleman has given plenty 

of lessons in his time, and it appears that he has received 
oneJ 

‘ We may do so to the last day of our existence, Mary.’ 

‘ Well, he is a very clever, learned man, I’ve no doubt, and 
looks down upon all us (not you, Jacob) as silly people. I’ll < 
try if /can’t give him a lesson.’ 

' You, Ma^, what can you teach him ? ’ . ^ 

'Never nimd, we shall see’ ; and Mary turned the discourse 
to ^ suppose, timt fether is gone up J 

‘ No, 1 did not’ ‘ I 

‘Yes, he has; he was desired to go theto this morning, | 
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and hasn^t been back since. Jacob, I hope you won^t be so 
foolish again, for I don’t want to lose my master.’ 

‘ Oh, never fear ; I shall teach you all you want to know 
before I die,’ I replied. 

‘ Don’t be too sure of that,’ replied Maiy, fixing her large 
blue eyes upon me ; ‘ how do you know how much I may 
wish to have of your company ? ’ 

‘ Well, if I walk off in a hurry, I’ll make you over to young 
Tom Beazeley. You’re half in love with him already, you 
know,’ replied I, laughing. 

‘ Well, he is a nice fellow,’ replied she ; ‘ he laughs more 
than you do, Jacob.’ 

‘ He has suffered less,’ replied I, gloomily, calling to mind 
what had occurred ; ‘ but, Mary, he is a fine young man, and 
a good-hearted clever fellow to boot ; and when you do know 
him, you will like him very much.’ As I said this, I heard 
her father coming upstairs ; he came in high good humour 
with his interview with Captain Turnbull, called for his pipe 
and pot, and was excessively fluent upon ^ human naiurJ' 


CHAPTER XXV 

‘ The feast of reason and the flow of soul ’ — Stapleton, on human nature, 
proves the former ; the Domine, in his melting mood, the latter~ 
Sail's shoe particularly noted^ and the true * reading made easy ^ of a 
mind at ease, by old Tom. 

The afternoon of the next day I heard a well-known voice, 
which carolled forth, as Mary huddled up her books, and put 
them out of the way ; for at that time I was, as usual, giving 
her a lesson : 

‘ And many strange sights I’ve seen, 

And long I’ve been a rover, 

And everywhere I’ve been, 

But now the wars are over. 

I’ve been across the line, 

Where the sun will bum your nose off, 

And I’ve been in northern climes, 

Where the flrost would bite your toes off. 

Fal de ral, fal de ral, fal de ral de Uddy. 
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Heave ahead, Tom, and let me stump up at my leisure. 
It’s like warping ’gainst wind and tide with me — and I gfets 
up about as fast as lawyers go to heaven.’ 

I thought when Tom came up first, that he had been a.t 
unusual trouble in setting off his person, and certainly a 
better-looking, frank, open, merry countenance, was seldom 
to be seen. In person he was about an inch taller than I, 
athletic, and well formed. He made up to Mary, who, 
perceiving his impatience, and either to check him before me, 
or else from her usual feeling of coquetry, received him rather 
distantly, and went up to old Tom, with whom she shook 
hands warmly. 

^ Whew 1 what’s in the wind now, Jacob ? Why, we parted 
the best friends in the world,’ said Tom, looking at Mary. 

‘ Sheer off yourself, Tom,’ replied I, laughing ; ^ and you’ll 
see that she’ll come to again.’ 

‘ Oh, oh ! so the wind’s in that quarter, is it ? ’ replied 
Tom ; ^ with all my heart — I can show false colours as well 
as she can. But I say, Jacob, before I begin my manoeuvres, 
tell me if you wish me to hoist the neutral flag — for I won’t 
interfere with you.’ 

< Here’s my hand upon it, Tom, that the coast is clear as 
fax as I’m concerned ; but take care — she’s a clipper, and not 
unlikely to slip through your fingers, even when you have her 
under your lee, within hail.’ 

* Let me alone, Jacob, for that’ 

‘And more, Tom, when you’re in possession of her, she 
will require a good man at the helm.’ 

Then she s Just the craft after my fancy. I hate your 
steady, slow-sailing craft, that will steer themselves, almost ; 

give me one that requires to be managed by a man, and a 
seaman,’ 



‘if well manned, she will do anything, depend upon it, 
iar she’s as sound below as possible ; and although she 

to her bearings on the puff of the moment, yet she’d 
careen ferther.’ 

th^ Jacob, all’s right ; and now you’ve told me 

wtot tack she’s on, see if I don’t shape a course to cut her 
oft. 

‘Well, Jacob, my good boy, so ycwiVe been under the 
agam ; I ttought you had enough of it when Fleming: 
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gave you such a twist ; but, however, this time you went to 
sarve a friend, which was all right. My sarvice to you, Mr. 
Stapleton,^ continued old Tom, as Stapleton made his appear- 
ance. ‘ I was talking to Jacob about his last dive.^ 

‘ Nothing but human natur,* replied Stapleton. 

‘Well, now,^ replied old Tom, ‘ I consider that going plump 
into the river, when covered with ice, to be quite contrary to 
human natur.' 

‘ But not to save a friend, father ? ’ 

‘No — because that be Jacob’s nature; so you see, one 
nature conquered the other, and that’s the whole long and 
short of it.’ 

‘ Well, now, suppose we sit down and make ourselves 
comfortable,’ observed Stapleton; ‘but here be somebody 
else coming up — who can it be ? ’ 

‘ I say, old codger, considering you be as deaf as a post, 
you hears pretty well,’ said old Tom. 

‘Yes, I hear very well in the house, provided people don’t 
speak loud.’ 

‘ Well, that’s a queer sort of deafness ; I think we are all 
troubled with the same complaint,’ cried Tom, laughing. 

During this remark the Domine made his appearance. 

‘ Salve Domine^ said I upon his entering, taking my worthy 
pedagogue by the hand. 

^Et tu quoque^Jili mi^Jacobe! but whom have we here? 
the deaf man, the maiden, and — eheu I — the old man called old 
Tom, and likewise the young Tom’ ; and the Domine looked 
very grave. 

‘ Nay, sir,’ said young Tom, going up to the Domine, ‘ I 
know you are angry with us, because we both drank too much 
when we were last in your company ; but we promise — ^don’t 
we, father ? — not to do so again.’ 

This judicious reply of young Tom’s put tlie Domine 
more at his ease ; what he most feared was raillery and ex- 
posure on their parts. 

‘ Very true, old gentleman ; Tom and I did bowse our jibs 

up a little too taut when last we met — but what then ? there 

was the grog, and there was nothing to do.’ 

‘ All human natur,’ observed Stapleton. 

‘ Come, sir, you have not said one word to me,’ said Mary, 
going up to the Domine. ‘ Now you must sit down by me, 
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and take care of me, and see that they all behave themselve 
and keep sober/ 

The Domine cast a look at Mary, which was intended fo; 
her alone, but which was not unperceived by young Toxn oi 
me. ‘ We shall have some fun, Jacob,’ said he, aside, as 
all sat down to the table, which just admitted six, with olosc 
stowage. The Domine on one side of Mary, Tom on the 
other, Stapleton next to Tom, then I and old Tom, who closed 
in on the other side of the Domine, putting one of his timt>ei 
toes on the old gentleman’s corns, which induced him. to 
lift up his leg in a hurry, and draw his chair still closex' to 
Mary, to avoid a repetition of the accident ; while old Tom 
was axing pardon, and Stapleton demonstrating that on the 
part of old Tom, not. to feel with a wooden leg, and orx the 
part of the Domine, to feel with a bad com, was all no tiling" 
but ^ human natur.^ At last we were all seated, and MIa.2ry> 
who had provided for the evening, produced two or three pots 
of beer, a bottle of spirits, pipes, and tobacco. 

< Liberty Hall — I smokes,’ said Stapleton, lighting his pipe, 
and falling back on his chair. 

‘ I’ll put a bit of clay in my mouth, too,’ followed up old 
Tom ; ‘it makes one thirsty, and enjoy one’s liquor.’ 

‘Well, I malts,’ said Tom, reaching a pot of porter, and 
taking a long pull, till he was out of breath. ‘ What do vou 
do, Jacob ? ’ 

‘ I shall wait a little, Tom.’ 


And what do you do, sir ? ’ said Mary to the Doniinc. 

The Domine shook his head. ‘ Nay, but you must or I 

shall think you do not like my company. Come, let me fill 
a pii^ for you.’ Mary fiUed a pipe, and handed it to tixe 
Domine, who hesitated, looked at her, and was overcome 
He Eghted it and smoked furiously. 

ke is breaking up— we shall have a change- o£ 
weaker— the moon quarters to-morrow,’ observed old Tom. 

honl 

again. Bad times for you, old codger, heh » » 
oewton^ addressing Stapleton. Stapleton nodded axi ' 

perceived by old 

Mn l ^ weather to , 

msw ycmt make your eyes bright.’ 
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‘ Rather to blow a cloud and make your eyes water,’ replied 
Tom, taking up the pot : ^ I’m just as thirsty with swallowing 
smoke, as if I had a pipe myself — at all events, I pipe my 
eye. Jacob,’ continued Tom, to me apart, ‘do look how the 
old gentleman is funking Mary, and casting sheep’s eyes at 
her through the smoke.’ 

‘ He appeal's as if he were inclined to board her in the 
smoke,’ replied I. 

‘Yes, and she to make no fight of it, but surrender imme- 
diately,’ said Tom. 

‘ Don’t you believe it, Tom ; I know her better ; she wants 
to laugh at him ; nothing more ; she winked her eye at me 
just now, but I would not lauglj, as I do not choose that the 
old gentleman should be trifled with. I will tax her severely 
to-morrow.’ 

During all this time old Tom and Stapleton smoked in 
silence : the Domine made use of his eyes in dumb parlance 
to Mary, who answered him with her own bright glances, and 
Tom and I began to find it rather dull ; when at last old 
Tom’s pipe was exhausted, and he laid it down. ‘ There, I’ll 
smoke no more — the worst of a pipe is, that one can’t smoke 
and talk at the same time. Mary, my girl, take your eyes off 
the Domine’s nose, and hand me that bottle of stuff. What, 
glass to mix it in, that’s more genteel than we are on board, 
Tom.’ Tom filled a rummer of grog, took half off at a huge 
sip, and put it down on the table. ‘ Will you do as we do, 
sir ? ’ said he, addressing the Domine. 

‘Nay, friend Dux, nay — pFythee persuade me not — 
avaunt 1’ and the Domine, with an appearance of horror, 
turned away from the bottle handed towards him by old Tom. 

‘Not drink anything?’ said Mary to the Domine, looking 
at him with surprise ; ‘ but indeed you must, or I shall think 
you despise us, and do not think us fit to be in your company.’ 

‘Nay, maiden, entreat me not. Ask anything of me but 
this,’ replied the Domine. 

‘Ask anything but this^ — that’s just the way people have 
of refusing,’ replied Mary ; ‘ were I to ask anything else, it 
would be the same answer>^“ask anything but this.” Now 
if you will not drink to please me, I shall quarrel with you. 
You shall drink a glass, and I’ll mix it for you.’ The Domine 
shook his head. Mary made a glass of grog, and then put it 
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to her lips. Now if you refuse to drink it, after I have tasted 
it, ril never speak to you again.’ So saying she handed the 
glass to the Domine. 

‘Verily, maiden, I must needs refuse, for I did make a 
mental vow.’ 

‘ What vow was that ? was it sworn on the Bible ?’ 

‘ Nay, not on the sacred book, but in my thoughts, most 
solemnly.’ 

‘ Oh ! I make those vows every day, and never keep one of 
them; so that won’t do. Now, observe, I give you one more 
chance. I shall drink a little more, and if you do not immedi- 
ately put your lips to the same part of the tumbler, I’ll never 
drink to you again.’ Mary put the tumbler again to her lips, 
drank a little, with her eyes fixed upon the Domine, who 
watched her with distended nostrils and muscular agitation of 
countenance. With her sweetest smile, she handed him the 
tumbler ; the Domine half held out his hand, withdrew it, put 
it down again, and by degrees took the tumbler. Mary con- 
quered, and I watched the malice of her look as the liquor 
trickled down the Domine’s throat. Tom and I exchanged 
glances. The Domine put down the tumbler, and then, look- 
ing round like a guilty person, coloured up to the eyes ; but 
Mary, who perceived that her victory was but half achieved, 
put her hand upon his shoulder, and asked him to let her taste 
the grog again. 1 also, to make him feel more at ease, helped 
myself to a glass. Tom did the same, and old Tom, with 
more regard to the feelings of the Domine than in his own 
bluntness of character I would have given him credit for, said 
in a quiet tone, ‘ The old gentleman is afraid of grog, because 
he seed me take a drop too much, but that’s no reason why 
grog ar’n’t a good thing, and wholesome, in moderation. A 
glass or two is very well, and better still when sweetened by 
the lips of a pretty girl ; and even if the Domine does not like 
it, he’s too much of a gentleman not to give up his dislikes to 
please a lady. More’s the merit ; for if he did like it, it 
would be no sacrifice, that’s sartain. Don’t you think so, my 
old boozer ? ’ continued he, addressing Stapleton, who smoked 
in silence. 

‘Human natur,’ replied Stapleton, taking the pipe out of 
his mouth, and spitting under the table. 

‘Very true, master; and so here’s to your health, Mr. 
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Domine, and may you never want a pretty girl to talk to, or a 
glass of grog to drink her health with.* 

^ Oh, but the Domine don’t care about pretty girls, father,’ 
replied Tom ; ‘ he’s too learned and clever ; he thinks about 
nothing but the moon, and Latin, and Greek, and philosophy, 
and all that.’ 

^Who can say what’s under the skin, Tom? there’s no 
knowing what is, and what isn’t — Sail’s shoe for that.’ 

‘ Never heard of Sail’s shoe, father ; that’s new to me.’ 

‘ Didn’t I ever tell you that, Tom ? Well, then, you shall 
have it now — that is, if all the company be agreeable.’ 

‘ Oh yes,’ cried Mary ; ‘ pray tell us.’ 

‘Would you like to hear it, sir?’ 

‘ I never heard of Sail Sue in my life, and would fain hear 
her history,’ replied the Domine ; ‘ proceed, friend Dux.’ 

‘Well, then, you must know when I was aboard of the 
Terp-sy-chore^ there was a foretopman, of the name of Bill 
Harness, a good sort of chap enough, but rather soft in the 
upper- works. Now we’d been on the Jamaica station for . 
some years, and had come home, and merry enough, and . 
happy enough we were (those that were left of us), and we : 
were spending our money like the devil. Bill Harness had a • 
wife, who was very fond of he, and he were very fond of she, 
but she was a slatternly sort of a body, never tidy in her 
rigging, all adrift at all times, and what’s more, she never had 
a shoe up at heel, so she went by the name of Slatternly Sail, 
and the first lieutenant, who was a ’ticular sort of a chap, 
never liked to see her on deck, for you see she put her hair in 
paper bn New Year’s day, and never changed it or took it out 
tin the year came round again. However, be it as it may be, 
she loved Bill, and Bill loved she, and they were very . ; 
happy together. A’ter all, it arin’t whether a woman’s tidy ■ 
without, that makes a man’s happiness, it depends upon ; 
whether she be right within ; that is, if she be goc^-tempered, ; 
and obliging, and civil, and ’commodating, and so forth. 
A’ter the first day or two, person’s nothing — eyes get palled, . 
like the capstem when the anchor’s up to the bows ; but what 
a man likes is, not to be disturbed by vagaries, or gusts of : 
temper. Well, Bill was happy^ — ^but one day he was devilish , ; 
unhappy, because Sail had lost one of her shoes, which wasn’t 1 
to be wondered at, considering as how she was always slipshod. ; 
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Who has seen my wife’s shoe ? ” says he. “ Hang your wife’s 
shoe,” said one, “ it wam’t worth casting an eye upon.” Still he 
cried out, Who has seen my wife’s shoe ? ” I seed it,” says 
another. “ Where ? ” says Bill. “ I seed it down at heel,” says 
the fellow. But Bill still hallooed out about his wife’s shoe 
which it appeared she had dropped off her foot as she was 
going up the forecastle ladder to take the air a bit, just as it 
was dark. At last, Bill made so much fuss about it that the 
ship’s company laughed, and all called out to each other, 
“ Who has seen Sail’s shoe ? ” — Have you got Sail’s shoe ? ’’ 
and they passed the word fore and aft the whole evening, till 
they went to their hammocks. Notwithstanding, as Sail’s shoe 
was not forthcoming, the next morning Bill goes on the 
quarterdeck, and complains to the first lieutenant, as how he 
had lost Sail’s shoe. n Sail’s shoe,” said he, “haven’t 

I enough to look after without your wife’s confounded shoes, 
which can’t be worth twopence ? ” Well, Bill argues that his 
wife has only one shoe left, and that won’t keep two feet dry 
and begs the first lieutenant to order a search for it ; but the 
first lieutenant turns away, and tells him to go to the devil, 
and ^ all the men grin at Bill’s making such a fuss about 
nothing. So Bill at last goes up to the first lieutenant, and 
whispers something, and the first lieutenant booms him off 
with his speaking trumpet, as if he was making too free, in 
whispering to his commanding officer, and then sends for the 
master -at -arms. “ Collier,” says he, “ this man has lost his 

wife’s shoe : let a search be made for it immediately take all 

the ship’s boys, and look everywhere for it ; if you find it, 
bring it up to me.” So away goes the master-at-arms with his 
cane, and collects all the boys to look for Sail’s shoe— and 
they go peeping about the maindeck, under the guns, and 
under the hen-coops, and in the sheep-pen, and everywhere j 
now and then getting a smart slap with the cane behind, upon 
the taut part of their trousers, to make them look sharp, until 
they all wished Sail’s shoe at Old Nick, and her too, and Bill 
in the bargain. At last one of the boys picks it out of the 
manger, where it had lain all the night, poked up and down 
by the noses of the pigs, who didn’t think it eatable, although 
U might have smelt human-like ; the fact was, it was the same 
boy who had picked up Sail’s shoe when she dropped it, and 
had shied it forward. It sartainly did not seem to be worth 
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all the trouble, but howsomever it was taken aft by the master- 
at-arms, and laid on the capstem head. Then Bill steps out, 
and takes the shoe before the first lieutenant, and cuts it open, 
and from between the lining pulls out four ten-pound notes, 
which Sail had sewn up there by way of security ; and the 
first lieutenant tells Bill he was a great fool to trust his money 
in the shoe of a woman who always went slipshod, and tells 
him to go about his business, and stow his money away in a 
safer place next time. A’ter, if anything was better than it 
looked to be, the ship^s company used always to say it was 
like SalPs shoe. There you have it all.' 

'Well,' says Stapleton, taking the pipe out of his mouth, 'I ^ 
know a fact, much of a muchness with that, which happened to 
me when I was below the river, tending a ship at Sheemess — 
for at one time, d’ye see, I used to ply there. She was an old 
fifty-gun ship, called the Adamant^ if I recollect right. One 
day, the first lieutenant, who, like youm, was a mighty 
particular sort of chap, was going round the maindeck, and he 
sees an old pair of canvas trousers stowed in under the 
trunnion of one of the guns. So says he, " Whose be these ? ” 
Now no man would answer, because they knowed very well 
that it would be as good as a fortnight in the black list. With 
that, the first lieutenant bundles them out of the port, and 
away they floats astern with the tide. It was about half an 
hour after that, that I comes off with the milk for the wardroom 
mess, and a man named Will Heaviside says to me, " Stapleton,” ,, 
says he, " the first lieutenant has thrown my canvas trousers 

overboard, and be d d to him ; now I must have them a 

back.” " But where be they ? ” says I : " I suppose down at the 
bottom by this time, and the flat-fish dubbing their noses into ■ 
them.” “No, no,” says he, “they won’t never sink, but float 
till eternity; they be gone down with the tide, and they wm S 
come back again : only you keep a sharp look-out for them^ ^ 
and I’ll give you five shillings if you bring them.” Well, I ;; 
seed little chance of ever seeing them again, or of my seeing v 
five shillings, but as it so happened next tide, the very 'dendcal ; 
pair of trousers comes up staring me in the face. I ptdls 
them in, and takes them to Will Heaviside, who appears to be ■ 
mightily pleased, and gives me the money. “ I wouldn’t have ; ■ 
lost them for ten, no, not for twenty pounds,” says he, “ At aU; 
events you’ve paid me more than they are worth,” says L; . 
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“ Have I ? ” says he ; “ stop a bit ” ; and he outs with his 
knife, and rips open the waistband, and pulls out a piece of 
linen, and out of the piece of linen he pulls out a ckil(Ps 
caul, ‘‘There,” says he; “now you knows why the trousers 
wouldn’t sink, and I’ll leave you to judge whether they ar’n’t 
worth five shillings.” That’s my story.’ 

‘ Well, I can’t understand how it is, that a caul should keep 
people up,’ observed old Tom. 

‘ At all events, a call makes people come up fast enough on 
board a man-of-war, father.’ 

‘ That’s true enough, but I’m talking of a child’s caul, not 
of a boatswain’s, Tom.’ 

‘ I’ll just tell you how it is,’ replied Stapleton, who had 
recommenced smoking ; ‘ it’s human naturl 

‘What is your opinion, sir?’ said Mary to the Domine. 

‘ Maiden,’ replied the Domine, taking his pipe out of his 
mouth, ‘ I opine that it’s a vulgar error. Sir Thomas Brown, 

I think it is, hath the same idea ; many and strange were the 
superstitions which have been handed down by our less 
enlightened ancestors — all of which mists have been cleared 
away by the powerful rays of truth.’ 

‘ Well, but, master, if a vulgar error saves a man from Davy 
Jones’s locker, ar’n’t it just as well to sew it up in the waistband 
of your trousers ? ’ 

‘ Granted, good Dux, if it would save a man ; but how is it 
possible ? it is contrary to the first elements of science*’ 

‘What matter does that make, provided it holds a man 
up?’ 

‘Friend Dux, thou art obtuse.’ 

‘Well, perhaps I am, as I don’t know what that is.’ 

‘But, father, don’t you recollect,’ interrupted Tom, ‘what 
the parson said last Sunday, that faith saved men? Now, 
Master Domine, may it not be the faith that a man has in the 
caul^ which may save him ? ’ 

‘Young Tom, tliou art astute.’ 

‘Well, perhaps I am, as father said, for I don’t know what 
that is. You knock us all down with your dictionary.’ 

‘Well, I do love to hear people make use of such hard 
words,’ said Mary, looking at the Domine. ‘ How very clever 
you must be, sir ! I wonder whether I shall ever understand 
them ? ’ 
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^ Nay, if thou wilt, I will initiate — sweet maiden, wilt 
steal an hour or so to impregnate thy mind with the seeds of 
learning, which in so fair a soil must needs bring forth good 
fruit ? ^ 

‘ That’s a fine word that hnpregnate — will you give us the 
English of it, sir?’ said young Tom to the Domine. 

‘ It is English, Tom, only the old gentleman razeed it a 
little. The third ship in the lee line of the Channel fleet was a 
eighty, called the Impregnable^ but the old gentleman knows 
more about books than sea matters.’ 

‘ A marvellous misconception,’ quoth the Domine. 

‘There’s another,’ cried Tom, laughing ; ‘that must be a 
three-decker. Come, father, here’s the bottle, you must take 
another glass to wash that down.' 

‘Pray what was the meaning of that last long word, sir?’ 
said Mary, taking the Domine by the arm, ‘ mis — something.’ 

‘The word,’ replied the Domine, ‘is a compound from 
conception, borrowed from the Latin tongue, implying con- 
ceiving ; and the mis prefixed, which negatives or reverses the 
meaning ; misconception therefore implies not to conceive. I 
can make you acquainted with many others of a similar tendency 
as ?;^/j‘-conception ; videlicet, ;;^«>-apprehension, ////>-under- 
standing, ^i>-contriving, applying, mis—^ 

‘ Dear me, what a many misses,^ cried Mary, ‘ and do you 
know them all ? ’ 

‘ Indeed do I,’ replied the Domine, ‘ and many, many more 
are treasured in my memory, guod nunc descrihere longum estl 

‘Well, I’d no idea that the old gentleman was given to 
running after the girls in that way,’ said old Tom to Stapleton, 

‘ Human natur,’ replied the other. 

‘No more did I,’ continued Mary; ‘I shall have nothing 
to say to him ’ ; and she drew off her chair a few inches from 
that of the Domine. 

‘ Maiden,’ quoth the Domine, ‘ thou art under a 

‘Another miss, I declare,’ cried Tom, laughing* 

‘ Wlmt an old Turk I ’ continued Mary, getting farther off. 

‘ Nay, dien, I will not reply,’ said the Domine, indignantly 
putting down his pipe, leaning back on his chair, and pulling 
out his great red handkerchief, which he applied to his nose, 
and produced a sound that made the windows of the little 
parlour vibrate for some seconds. 
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‘I say, master Tom, don’t you make too free with your 
betters,’ said old Tom, when he perceived the Domine 
affronted. 

‘Nay,’ replied the Domine, ‘there’s an old adage which 
saith, “As the old cock crows, so doth the young.” Wherefore 
didst thou set him the example ? ’ 

‘Very true, old gentleman, and I axes your pardon, and 
here’s my hand upon it.’ 

‘And so do I, sir, and here’s my hand upon it,’ said young 
Tom, extending his on the Domine’s other side. 

‘Friend Dux, and thou young Tom, I do willingly accept 
thy proffered reconciliation ; knowing, as I well do, that there 
may be much mischief in thy composition, but naught of 
malice.’ The Domine extended his hands, and shook both 
those offered to him warmly. 

‘There,’ said old Tom, ‘now my mind’s at ease, as old 
Pigtown said.’ 

‘ I know not the author whom thou quotest from, good Dux.’ 

‘ Author ! I never said he was an author ; he was only 
captain of a schooner, trading between the islands, that I sailed 
with a few weeks in the West Indies.’ 

‘Perhaps, then, you will relate to the company present 
the circumstances which took place to put old Pegtop’s — -(I 
may not be correct in the name) — but whoever it may be ’ 

‘Pigtown, master.’ 

‘Well, then — that put old Pigtowjn’s mind at ease — for I 
am marvellously amused with thy narrations, which do pass 
away the time most agreeably, good Dux.’ 

‘ With all my heart, old gentleman ; but first let us fill up 
our tumblers. I don’t know how it is, but it does appear to 
me that grog drinks better out of a glass than out of metal ; 
and if it wasn’t that Tom is so careless — and the dog has no 
respect for crockery any more than persons, I would have one 
or two on board for particular service; but I’ll think about 
that, and hear what the old woman has to say on the subject. 
Now to my yam. D’ye see, old Pigtown commanded a little 
schooner, which plied between the isles, and he had been in 
her for a matter of forty years, and was as well known as 
Port Royal Tom.’ 

‘Who might Port Royal Tom be? ’ inquired the Domine ; 

‘ a relation of yours ? ’ 
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^ I hope not, master, for I wanted none of his acquaintance ; ; 
he was a shark about twenty feet long, who rode guard in the 
harbour, to prevent the men>of-waFs men from deserting, and 
was pensioned by government J 

‘ Pensioned by government ! nay, but that soundeth 
strangely. I have heard that pensions have been most 
lavishly bestowed, but not that it extended so far. Truly it 
must have been a sinecure.'^ 

^ I don’t know what that last may be,’ replied old Tom ; 
*but I heard our boatswain, in the Minense^ who talked 
politics a bit, say “as how half the pensions were held by a 

pack of d d sharks ” ; but in this here shark’s case, it 

wasn’t in money, master ; but he’d regular rations of bullock’s 
liver to persuade him to remain in the harbour, and no one 
dare swim on shore when he was cruising round and round 
the ships. Well, old Pigtown, with his white trousers and 
straw hat, red nose and big belly, was as well known as could 
be, and was a capital old fellow for remembering and executing 
commissions, provided you gave him the money first ; if not, 
he always took care to forget them. Old Pigtown had a son, 
a little dark or so, which proved that his mother wasn’t quite 
as fair as a lily, and this son was employed in a drogher, that 
is, a small craft which goes round to the bays of the island, 
and takes off the sugars to the West India traders. One fine 
day the drogher was driven out to sea, and never heard of 
a’terwards. Now old Pigtown was very anxious about what 
had come of his son, and day after day expected he would 
come back again j but he never did, for very good reasons, as 
you shall hear by and by ; and every one knowing old Pigtown, 
and he knowing everybody, it was at least fifty times a day 
that the question was put to him, “Well, Pigtown, have you 
heard an)d:hing of your son ? ” And fifty times a day he would : 
reply, “ No ; and my mind^s but ill at ease.^ Well, it was two . 
or three months afterwards, that when I was in the schooner ^ 
with him, as we lay becalmed between the islands, with the . 
sun frizzing our wigs, and the planks so hot that you couldn’t 
walk without your shoes, that we hooked a large shark which 
came bowling under our counter. We got him on board ar4 ? 
cut him up. When we opened his inside, what should I see r 
but something shining. I took it out, and sure enough it was 
a silver watch. So I hands it to old Pigtown* He looks at v; 
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it very Tentively, opens the outside case, reads the maker’s 
name, and then shuts it up again. “ This here watch,” says 
he, “ belonged to my son Jack. I bought it of a chap in a 
South Whaler for three dollars and a roll of pigtail, and a very 
good watch it was, though I perceive it to be stopped now. 
Now, d’ye see, it’s all clear — the drogher must have gone 
down in a squall — the shark must have picked up my son 
Jack, and must have disgested his body, but has not been able 
to disgest his watch. Now I knows what’s become of him, 
and so — my fnind^s at easeP ’ 

‘Well,’ observed old Stapleton, ‘ I agrees with old Poptown, 
or whatever his name might be, that it were better to know 
the worst at once, than to be kept on the worry all your days. 
I consider it’s nothing but human natur. Why, if one has a 
bad tooth, which is the best plan, to have it out with one good 
wrench at once, or to be tormented night and day the whole 
year round ? ’ 

‘ Thou speakest wisely, friend Stapleton, and like a man of 
resolve, — the anticipation is often, if not always, more painful 
than the reality. Thou knowest, Jacob, how often I have 
allowed a boy to remain unbuttoned in the centre of the room 
for an hour previous to the application of the birch — and it was 
with the consideration that the impression would be greater 
upon his mind than even upon his nether parts. Of all the 

feelings in the human breast, that of suspense is ^ 

‘ Worse than hanging^ interrupted young Tom, 

‘Even so, boy \ciuck^ duck\ an apt comparison, seeing 
that in suspense you are hanging, as it were, in the very 
region of doubt, without being able to obtain a footing even 
upon conjecture. Nay, we may further add another simile, 
although not so well borne out, which is, that the agony of 
suspense doth stop the breath of a man for the time, as hanging 
doth stop it altogether, so that it may be truly said, that 
suspense is put an end to by suspending.’ ducA] 

‘And now that you’ve got rid of all that, master, suppose 
you fill up your pipe,’ observed old Tom. 

‘ And I will fill up your tumbler, sir,’ said Mary ; ‘ for you 
must be dry with talking such hard words.’ 

The Domine this time made no objection, and again 
enveloped Mary and himself in a cloud of smoke, through 
which his nose loomed like an Indiaman in a Channel fog. 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

The Domine's bosom grows too warm ; so the party and the frost break ^ 
up — -I go with the stream and against it ; make money both ways — 
Coolness between Mary and me — No chance of a Thames edition of 
Abelard and Eloise — Love, learning, and Latin all lost in a fit of the 
sulks. 

^ I SAY, master Stapleton, suppose we were to knock out half 
a port,^ observed old Tom, after a silence of two minutes ; ‘for 
the old gentleman blows a devil of a cloud : that is, if no one 
has an objection.' Stapleton gave a nod of assent, and I rose 
and put the upper window down a few inches. ‘Ay, that's 
right, Jacob ; now we shall see what Miss Mary and he are 
about You've been enjoying the lady all to yourself, master,' 
continued Tom, addressing the Domine. 

‘Verily and truly,' replied the Domine, ‘even as a second 
Jupiter.' 

‘ Never heard of him.' 

‘ I presume not ; still, Jacob will tell thee that the history 
is to be found in Ovid's Metamorphoses,^ 

‘ Never heard of the country, master.' « 

‘ Nay, friend Dux, it is a book not a country, in which thou 
mayst read how Jupiter at first descended unto Semele in a 
cloud.' 

‘ And pray, where did he come from, master*' 

‘ He came from heaven.' 

‘ The devil he did* Well, if ever I gets there, I mean to 
stay.' 

‘ It was love, all-powerful love, which induced him, maiden,' 
replied the Domine, turning, with a smiling eye, to Mary. 

‘ 'Bovc my comprehension altogether,' replied old Tom. 
‘Human natur,' muttered Stapleton, with the pipe still 
between his lips. 

‘Not the first vessels that have run foul in a fog,' observed 
young Tom. 

‘ No, boy ; but generally there ar'n't much love between : 
them at those times. But, come, now that we can breathe^ 
again, suppose I give you a song. What shall it be, young ' 
woman, a sea ditty, or something spooney 
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‘ Oh ! something about love, if you’ve no objection, sir,’ said 
Mary, appealing to the Domine. 

‘Nay, it pleaseth me, maiden, and I am of thy mind. 
Friend Dux, let it be Anacreontic.’ 

‘What the devil’s that ?’ cried old Tom, lifting up his eyes, 
and taking the pipe out of his mouth. 

‘Nothing of your own, father, that’s clear; but something 
to borrow, for it’s to be on tick^ replied Tom. 

‘Nay, boy, I would have been understood that the song 
should refer to woman or wine.’ 

‘ Both of which are to his fancy,’ observed young Tom to 
me, aside. 

^ Human natur^^ quaintly observed Stapleton. 

‘ Well, then, you shall have your wish. I’ll give you one 
that might be warbled in a lady’s chamber, without stirring the 
silk curtains. 

‘ Oh ! the days are gone by when beauty bright 
My heart’s chain wove, 

When my dream of life, from morn to night, 

Was Love — still Love. 

New hope may bloom, 

And days may come 
Of milder, calmer beam ; 

But there’s nothing half so sweet in life 
As Love’s young dream ; 

Oh ! there’s nothing half so sweet in life, 

As Love’s young dream.’ 

The melody of the song, added to the spirits he had drunk, 
and Mary’s eyes beaming on him, had a great effect upon the 
Domine. As old Tom warbled out, so did the pedagogue 
gradually approach the chair of Mary, and as gradually entwine 
her waist with his own arm, his eyes twinkling brightly on her. 
Old Tom, who perceived it, had given me and Tom a wink, as 
he repeated the two last lines ; and when we saw what was 
going on, we burst into an uncontrollable fit of laughter. 
‘Boys! boys!’ said the Domine, starting up, ^thou hast 
awakened me, by thy boisterous mirth, from a sweet musing 
created by the harmony of friend Dux’s voice. Neither do I 
discover the source of thy cachinnation, seeing that the song is 
amatory and not comic. Still it may not be supposed, at thy 
early age, that thou canst be affected with what thou art too 
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young to fecL Pr^ythee continue, friend Dux — and, boys, 
restrain thy mirth/ 

‘ Though the bard to purer fame may soar 
When wild youth’s past ; 

Though he find the wise, who frowned before, 

To smile at last ; 

He’ll never meet 

A joy so sweet 

In all his noon of fame. 

As when he sung to woman’s ear 
. The soul-felt flame ; 

And at every close, she blush’d to hear 
The once-lov’d name/ 

At the commencement of this verse, the Domine appeared 
to be on his guard ; but gradually, moved by the power of song, 
he dropped his elbow on the table, and his pipe underneath it ; 
his forehead sank into his broad palm, and he remained 
motionless. The verse ended, and the Domine, forgetting all 
around him, softly ejaculated, without looking up, ‘Eheul 
Mary/ 

‘ Did you speak to me, sir ? ^ said Mary, who perceiving us 
tittering, addressed the Domine, with a half- serious, half- 
mocking air. 

* Speak, maiden ? nay, I spoke not ; yet thou mayest give 
me my pipe, which apparently hath been abducted while I was 
listening to the song/ 

‘ Abducted 1 that’s a new word ; but it means smashed into 
twenty pieces, I suppose,’ observed young Tom. *At all 
events, your pipe is, for you let it fall between your legs,’ 

‘Never mind,’ said Mary, rising from her chair, and going 
to the cupboard ; ‘ here’s another, sir.’ 

‘Well, master, am I to finish, or have you had enough 
of it?’ 

‘ Proceed, friend Dux, proceed ; and believe that I am all 
attention.’ 

‘ Oh that hallowed form is ne’er forgot 
Which first love trac’d, 

Still it lingering haunts the greenest spot 
On memory’s waste. 

’Twas odour fled 
As soon as shed, 

’Twas memory’s vsringed dream, 
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Twas a light that ne’er can shine again 
On life’s dull stream ; 

Oh ! ’twas a light that ne’er can shine again 
On life’s dull stream.’ 

‘ Nay,’ said the Domine, again abstracted, ‘ the metaphor is 
not just. Life's dull stream.” Lethe\ tacitus amnisf as 
Lucan hath it ; but the stream of life flows — ay, flows rapidly 
— even in my veins. Doth not the heart throb and beat — 
yea, strongly — peradventure too forcibly against my better 
judgment ? Confiteor misere molle cor esse mihif as Ovid 
saith. Yet must it not prevail. Shall one girl be victorious 
over seventy boys ? Shall I, Domine Dobbs, desert my post ? 

— Again succumb to I will even depart, that I may be 

at my desk at matutinal hours.’ 

‘You don’t mean to leave us, sir?’ said Mary, taking the 
Domine’s arm. 

‘ Even so, fair maiden, for it waxeth late, and I have my 
duties to perform,’ said the Domine, rising from his chair. 

‘ Then you will promise to come again,’ 

‘Peradventure I may.’ 

‘ If you do not promise me that you will, I will not let you 
go now.’ 

‘Verily, maiden ’ 

‘ Promise,’ interrupted Mary. 

‘Truly, maiden.’ 

‘ Promise,’ cried Mary. 

‘ In good sooth, maiden ’ 

‘Promise,’ reiterated Mary, pulling the Domine towards 
her chair. 

‘ Nay, then, I do promise, since thou wilt have it so,’ replied 
the Domine. 

‘ And when will you come ? ’ 

‘I will not tarry,’ replied the Domine : ‘and now good-night 
to all’ 

The Domine shook hands with us, and Mary lighted him 
downstairs. I was much pleased with the resolution and sense 
of his danger thus shown by my worthy preceptor, and hoped 
that he would have avoided Mary in future, who evidently 
wished to make a conquest of him for her own amusement and 
love of admiration ; but still I felt that the promise exacted 
would be fulfilled, and I was afraid that a second meeting, and 
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that perhaps not before witnesses, would prove mischievous. 
I made up my mind to speak to Mary on the subject as soon 
as I had an opportunity, and insist upon her not making a fool 
of the worthy old man. Mary remained below a much longer 
time than was necessary, and when she reappeared and looked 
at me, as if for a smile of approval, I turned from her with a 
contemptuous air. She sat down and looked confused. Tom 
was also silent, and paid her no attention. A quarter of an 
hour passed, when he proposed to his father that they should 
be off, and the party broke up. Leaving Mary silent and 
thoughtful, and old Stapleton finishing his pipe, I took my 
candle and went to bed. 

The next day the moon changed, the weather changed, and 
a rapid thaw took place. ^ It^s an ill wind that blows nobody 
good,’ observed old Stapleton ; * we watermen will have the 
river to ourselves again, and the hucksters must carry their 
gingerbread nuts to another market.’ It was, however, three or 
four days before the river was clear of the ice, so as to permit 
the navigation to proceed ; and during that time, I may as well 
observe, that there was dissension between Mary and me. I 
showed her that I resented her conduct, and at first she tried 
to pacify me ; but finding that I held out longer than she ex- 
pected, she turned round and was affronted in return. Short 
words and no lessons were the order of the day ; and, as each 
party appeared determined to hold out, there was little prospect 
of a reconciliation. In this she was the greatest sufferer, as I 
quitted the house after breakfast, and did not return until dinner 
time. At first old Stapleton plied very regularly, and took all 
the fares ; but about a fortnight after we had worked together, 
he used to leave me to look after employment, and remain at 
the public-house. The weather was now fine, and after the 
severe frost it changed so rapidly, that most of the trees were 
in leaf, and the horse-chestnuts in full blossom. The wherry 
was in constant demand, and every evening I handed from 
four to six shillings over to old Stapleton. I was delighted 
with my life, and should have been perfectly happy if it had 
not been for my quarrel with Mary still continuing, she as re- 
solutely refraining from making advances as 1. How much 
may life be embittered by dissension with those you live with, 
even where there is no verjr'warm attachment : the constant 
grating together worries and annoys, and although you may 
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despise the atoms, the aggregate becomes insupportable. I 
had no pleasure in the house ; and the evenings, which formerly 
passed so agreeably, were now a source of vexation, from being 
forced to sit in company with one with whom I was not on 
good terms. Old Stapleton was seldom at home till late, and 
this made it still worse. I was communing with myself one 
night, as I had my eyes fixed on my book, whether I should 
not make the first advances, when Mary, who had been quietly 
at work, broke the silence by asking me what I was reading. 
I replied in a quiet grave tone. 

‘ Jacob, ^ said she in continuation, ‘ I think you have used 
me very ill to humble me in this manner. It was your business 
to make it up first.' 

‘ I am not aware that I have been in the wrong,' replied I. 

‘ I do not say that you have ; but what matter does that 
make ? You ought to give way to a woman.' 

‘ Why so ? ' 

‘ Why so 1 don't the whole world do so ? Do you not offer 
everything first to a woman ? Is it not her right ? ' 

‘ Not when she is in the wrong, Mary.' 

< Yes, when she is in the wrong, Jacob ; there’s no merit in 
doing it when she's in the right' 

‘ I think otherwise ; at all events, it depends on how much 
she has been in the wrong, and I consider you have shown a 
bad heart, Mary.' 

^ A bad heart I in what way, Jacob ?' 

‘ In realising the fable of the boys and the frogs with the 
poor old Domine, forgetting that what may be sport to you is 
death to him.' 

‘You don't mean to say that he’ll die of love,' replied 
Mary, laughing. 

‘ I should hope not ; but you may contrive, and you have 
tried all in your power, to make him very wretched.' 

‘ And, pray, how do you know that I do not like the old 
gentleman, Jacob ? You appear to think that a girl is to fall 
in love with nobody but yourself. Why should I not love an 
old man with so much learning ? I have been told that old 
husbands are much prouder of their wives than young ones, 
and pay them more attention, and don't run after other women. 
How do you know that I am not serious ? ' 

‘ Because I know your character, Mary, and am not to be 
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deceived. If you mean to defend yourself in that 'way, we had 
better not talk any more.’ 

‘ Lord, how savage you are 1 Well, then, suppose I did 
pay the old gentleman any attention. Did the young ones 
pay me any ? Did either you, or your precious friend, Mr. 
Tom, even speak to me ?’ 

‘ No ; we saw how you were employed, and we both hate a 
jilt.’ 

‘ Oh 1 you do. Very well, sir ; just as you please. I may 
make both of your hearts ache for this, some day or another.’ 

‘ Forewarned, forearmed, Mary ; and I shall take care that 
they are both forewarned as well as myself. As I perceive 
that you are so decided, I shall say no more. Only for your 
own sake, and your own happiness, I caution you. Recollect 
your mother, Mary, and recollect your mother’s death.’ 

Mary covered her face and burst into tears. She sobbed: 
for a few minutes, and then came to me. ‘ You are right, 
Jacob ; and I am a foolish — perhaps wicked — girl ; but forgive 
me, and indeed I will try to behave better. But, as father 
says, it is human nature in me, and it’s hard to conquer our ■ 
natures, Jacob.’ 

‘Will you promise me not to continue your advances to the 
Domine, Mary ? ’ 

‘I will not, if I can help it, Jacob. I may forget for the 
moment, but I’ll do all I can. It’s not very easy to look grave 
when one is merry, or sour when one is pleased.’ 

‘ But what can induce you, Mary, to practise upon an old 
man like him? If it were young Tom, I could understand it 
There might be some credit, and your pride might be flattered 
by the victory ; but an old man ’ 

‘Still, Jacob, old or young, it’s much the same. I would 
like to have them all at my feet, and that’s the truth. I can’t 
help it And I thought it a great victory to bring there a wise ' 
old man, who was so full of Latin and learning, and who ought 
to know better. Tell me, Jacob, if old men allow themselves 
to be caught, as well as young, where is the crime of catching 
them? Isn’t there as much vanity in an old man, in his 
supposing that I really could love him, as there is in me, 
who am but a young foolish girl, in trying to make him fond 
of me ? ’ 

‘That may be ; but still recollect that be is in earnest, and 
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you are only joking, which makes a great difference; and 
recollect further, that in trying at all, we very often lose all.* 

^That I would take my chance of, Jacob,' replied Mary 
proudly throwing her curly ringlets back with her hand from 
her white forehead ; ‘ but what I now want, is to make friends 
with you. Come, Jacob, you have my promise to do my best.* 

^ Yes, Mary, and I believe you, so there’s my hand.’ 

‘You don’t know how miserable I have been, Jacob, since 
we quarrelled,’ said Mary, wiping the tears away, which again 
commenced flowing ; ‘ and yet I don’t know why, for I’m sure 
I have almost hated you this last week— that I have ; but the 
fact is, I like quarrelling very well for the pleasure of making 
it up again ; but not for the quarrel to last so long as this has 
done.’ 

‘ It has annoyed me too, Mary, for I like you very much in 
general.’ 

‘ Well, then, now it’s all over ; but, Jacob, are you sure you 
are friends with me ? ’ 

‘Yes, Mary.’ 

Mary looked archly at me. ‘ You know the old saw, and 
I feel the truth of it.’ 

‘ What, “ kiss and make friends ” ? ’ replied I ; ‘ with all my 
heart,’ and I kissed her, without any resistance on her part. 

‘ No, I didn’t mean that, Jacob.’ 

‘ What then ? ’ 

‘ Oh I ’twas another.’ 

‘ Well, then, what was the other ? ’ 

‘Never mind, I forget it now,’ said she, laughing, and 
rising from the chair. * Now I must go to my work again, 
and you must tell me what you’ve been doing this last 
fortnight’ 

Mary and I entered into a long and amicable conversation, 
till her father came home, when we retired to bed. ‘ I think,’ 
said old Stapleton, the next morning, ‘that I’ve had work 
enough ; and I’ve belonged to two benefit clubs for so long as 
to ^title me to an allowance. I think, Jacob, I shall give up 
the wherry to you, and you shall in future give me one third of 
your earnings, and keep the rest to yourself. I don’t see why 
you’re to work hard all day for nothing.’ I remonstrated 
against this excess of liberality ; but old Stapleton was positive, 
and the arrangement was made. I aJderwards discovered, 
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what may probably occur to the reader, that Captain Turnbull 
was at the bottom of all this. He had pensioned old Stapleton, 
that I might become independent by my own exertions 
before I had served my apprenticeship ; and after breakfast, 
old Stapleton walked down with me to the beach, and we 
launched the boat. ‘Recollect, Jacob,’ said he, ‘one third, 
and honour bright’; so saying, he adjourned to his old 
quarters, the public-house, to smoke his pipe, and think of 
human natur. I do not recollect any day of my life on which 
I felt more happy than on this : I was working for myself, and 
independent. I jumped into my wherry, and without waiting 
for a fare, I pushed off, and gaining the stream, cleaved through 
the water with delight as my reward ; but after a quarter of an 
hour I sobered down with the recollection that although I 
might pull about for nothing, for my own amusement, that as 
Stapleton was entitled to one third, I had no right to neglect 
his interest ; and I shot my wherry into the row, and stood with 
my hand and forefinger raised watching the eye of every one 
who came towards the hard. I was fortunate that day, and 
when I returned, was proceeding to give Stapleton his share, 
when he stopped me. ‘ Jacob, it’s no use dividing now ; once 
a week will be better. I likes things to come in a lump ; ’cause 
d’ye see — it’s — it’s — human natur* 


CHAPTER XXVII 

A good /arfi— Eat your pudding and hold your tongue — ^The Domine 
crossed in love — ^The crosser also crossed — I find that ‘ all the world's 
a stage,’ not excepting the stern sheets of my wherry — Cleopatra^s 
barge apostrophised on the river Thames, 

I CONSIDER that the present was the period from which I 
might date my first launching into human life. I was now 
nearly eighteen years old, strong, active, and well made, full 
of spirits, and overjoyed at the independence which I had so 
much sighed for. Since the period of my dismissal from Mr* 
Drummond’s my character had much altered. I had become 
grave end silent, brooding over my wrongs, harbouring feelings 
of resentment against the parties, and viewing the world in 
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general through a medium by no means favourable. I had 
become in some degree restored from this unwholesome state 
of mind from having rendered an important service to Captain 
Turnbull, for we love the world better as we feel that we are 
more useful in it ; but the independence now given to me was 
the acme of my hopes and wishes. I felt so happy so 
buoyant in mind, that I could even think of the two clerks in 
Mr. Drummond’s employ without feelings of revenge. Let it 

however, be remembered, that the world was all before me in 
anticipation only. 

‘Boat, sir?’ 

‘ No, thanky, my lad. I want old Stapleton— is he here?’ 

‘ No, sir ; but this is his boat’ ‘ 

‘ Humph ! can’t he take me down ?’ 

‘ No, sir ; but I can, if you please.’ 

‘ Well, then, be quick.’ 

A sedate-looking gentleman, about forty-five years of age, 
stepped into the boat, and in a few seconds I was in the stream 
shooting the bridge with the ebbing tide. ’ 

‘ What’s the matter with deaf Stapleton ? ’ 

‘Nothing, sir; but he is getting old, and has made the 
boat over to me.* 

* Are you his son ? * 

‘No, sir, his *prentice.* 

‘ Humph I sorry deaf Stapleton’s gone.* 

‘ I can be as deaf as he, sir, if you wish it.* 

‘ Humph ! ’ 

The gentleman said no more at the time, and I pulled 
down the river in silence ; but in a few minutes he began to 
move his hands up and down, and his lips, as if he was in " 
conversation. Gradually his action increased, and words 
were uttered. At last he broke out:*— -*It is with this < 
conviction, I may say, important conviction, Mr. Speaker, 
mat I now deliver my sentiments to the Commons House of ' 
Parliament, trusting that no honourable member will decide . 
until he has fully weighed the importance of the arguments v 
which I have submitted to his judgment.* He then stopped, ! 
as if aware that I was present, and looked at mej but, 1 
prepared as^ I was, there was nothing in my countenance S 
which exhibited the least sign of merriment ; or, indeed, of S 
having paid any attention to what he had been saying, for I ; ;| 
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looked carelessly to the right and left at the banks of the river. 
He again entered into conversation. 

‘ Have you been long on the river ? ’ 

‘ Born on it, sir.’ 

‘How do you like the profession of a waterman ?’ 

‘Very well, sir; the great point is to have regular 
customers.’ 

‘ And how do you gain them ? ’ 

‘ By holding my tongue ; keeping their counsel and my 
own.’ 

‘Very good answer, my boy. People who have much to 
do cannot afford to lose even their time on -the water. Just 
now I was preparing and thinking over my speech in th'e 
House of Commons.’ 

‘ So I supposed, sir, and I think the river is a very good 
place for it, as no one can overhear you except the person 
whose services you have hired — and you need not mind him.’ 

‘ Very true, my lad ; but that’s why I liked deaf Stapleton 
— he could not hear a word.’ 

‘But, sir, if you’ve no objection, I like to hear it very 
much ; and you may be sure that I should never say anything 
about it, if you will trust me.’ 

‘ Do you, my lad ? well, then. I’ll just try it over again. 
You shall be the Speaker — mind you hold your tongue, and 
don’t interrupt me.’ 

The gentleman then began : ‘Mr. Speaker, I should not 
have ventured to address the House at this late hour, did I 
not consider that the importance of the question now before 
it is — so important — no, that won’t do — did I not consider 
that the question now before it is of that, I may say, 
paramount importance, as to call forth the best energies of 
every man who is a well-wisher to his country. With this 
conviction, Mr. Speaker, humble individual as I am,. I feel it 
my duty, I may say my bounden duty, to deliver my senti- 
ments upon the subject. The papers which I now hold in my 
hand, Mr. Speaker, and to which I shall soon have to call 

the attention of the House, will, I trust, fully establish ’ 

^ ‘ I say, waterman, be you taking that chap to Bedlam ? ^ 
cried a shrill female voice close to us. The speech was 
stopped; we looked up, and perceived a wherry with two 
females passing close to us. A shout of laughter followed 
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the observation, and my fare looked very much confused and 
annoyed. 

I had often read the papers in the public-house, and 
remembering what was usual in the House in case of interrup- 
tion, called out ‘Order, order!’ This made the gentleman 
laugh, and as the other wherry was now far off, he 
recommenced his oration, with which I shall not trouble, 
my reader. It was a very fair speech, I have no doubt, but 
I jforget what it was about. 

I landed him at Westminster Bridge, and received treble 
my fare. ‘Recollect,’ said he, on paying me, ‘that I shall 
look out for you when I come again, which I do every 
Monday morning, and sometimes oftener. What’s your 
name ? ’ 

Jacob, sir.’ 

* Very well ; good morning, my lad. ’ 

This gentleman became a very regular and excellent 
customer, and we used to have a great deal of conversation, 
independent of debating, in the wherry ; and I must acknow- ^ 
ledge, that I received from him not only plenty of money, but . 
a great deal of valuable information. 

A few days after this I had an opportunity of ascertaining 
how far Mary would keep her promise, I was plying at the 
river-side as usual, when old Stapleton came up to me, with 
his pipe in his mouth, and said, ‘Jacob, there be that old 
gentleman up at our house with Mary. Now I sees a great ’ 
deal, but I says nothing. Mary will be her mother over again, 
that’s sartain. Suppose you go and see your old teacher, and 
leave me to look a’ter a customer. I begin to feel as if 
handling the sculls a little would be of sarvice to me. We all 
think idleness be a very pleasant thing when we’re obliged to 
work, but when we are idle, then we feel that a little work be 
just as agreeable — that’s human natur.’ 

I thought that Mary was very likely to forget all her good ; 
resolutions, from her ardent love of admiration, and I was ;; 
determined to go and break up the conference. 1 therefore 
left the boat to Stapleton, and hastened to the house. I did ^ J 
not much like to play the part of an eavesdropper, and was 
quite undecided how I should act ; whether to go in at 
or not, when, as I passed under the window, which was op^ vvi 
I heard very plainly the conversation which was going on. 
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stopped in the street, and listened to the Domine in continua- 
tion. ‘But, fair maiden, omnia vincit amor — here am I, 
Domine Dobbs, who have long passed the grand climacteric, 
and can already muster threescore years — who have authority 
over seventy boys — being Magister Princeps et Dux of 
Brentford Grammar School — who have affectioned only the 
sciences, and communed only with the classics — who have 
ever turned a deaf ear to the allurements of thy sex, and even 
hardened my heart to thy fascination — here am I, even I, 
Domine Dobbs, suing at the feet of a maiden who hath barely 
ripened into womanhood, who knoweth not to read or write, 
and whose father earns his bread by manual labour. I feel it 
all— I feel that I am too old — that thou art too young— that I 
am departing from the ways of wisdom, and am regardless of 
my worldly prospects. Still, omnia vincit amor^ and I bow to 
the all-powerful god, doing him homage through thee, Mary. 
Vainly have I resisted — vainly have I, as I have lain in bed, 
tried to drive thee from my thoughts, and tear thine image 
from my heart. Have I not felt thy presence everywhere? 
Do not I astonish my worthy coadjutor, Mistress Bately, the 
matron, by calling her by the name of Mary, when I had 
always before addressed her by her baptismal name of Deborah ? 
Nay, have not the boys in the classes discovered my weakness, 
and do not they shout out Mary in their hours of play ? Mare 
peHculosum et turbidum hast thou been to me. I sleep not 
— I eat not, — and every sign of love which hath been adduced 
by Ovidius Naso, whom I have diligently collated, do I find 
in mine own person. Speak, then, maiden. I have given 
vent to my feelings, do thou the same, that I may return, and 
leave not my flock without their shepherd. Speak, maiden.^ 

‘ I will, sir, if you will get up/ replied Mary, who paused, 
and then continued. ‘ I think, sir, that I am young and foolish, 
and you are old and — and- ’ 

‘ Foolish, thou wouldest say.’ 

‘ I had rather you said it, sir, than I ; it is not for me to use 
such an expression towards one so learned as you are. I 
think, sir, that I am too young to marry, and that perhaps 
you are — too old. I think, sir, that you are too clever — and 
that I am very ignorant; that it would not suit you in your 
situation to marry ; and that it would not suit me to marry 
ypu-^*^(jualiy obliged to you all the same/ 
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^ Perhaps thou hast in thy reply proved the wiser of the 
two/ answered the Domine; ‘but why, maiden, didst thou 
raise those feelings, those hopes in my breast, only to cause 
me pain, and make me drink deep of the cup of disappoint- 
ment ? Why didst thou appear to cling to me in fondness if 
thou felt not a yearning towards me ? ' ^ 

‘ But are there not other sorts of love besides the one you 
would require, sir ? May I not love you because you are so 
clever, and so learned in Latin ? may I not love you as I do 
my father ? ’ 

‘True, true, child; it is all my own folly, and I must retrace 
my steps in sorrow, I have been deceived — but I have been 
deceived only by myself My wishes have clouded my under- 
standing, and have obscured my reason ; have made me forget- 
ful of my advanced years, and of the little favour I was likely 
to find in the eyes of a young maiden. I have fallen into a 
pit through blindness, and I must extricate myself, sore as will 
be the task. Bless thee, maiden, bless thee 1 May another 
be happy in thy love, and never feel the barb of disappoint- 
ment. I will pray for thee, Mary— that Heaven may bless 
thee.^ And the Domine turned away and wept. 

Mary appeared to be moved by the good old man^s affliction, 
and her heart probably smote her for her coquettish behaviour! 
She attempted to console the Domine, and appeared to be 
more than half crying herself ‘ Nay, sir, do not take on so, 
you make me feel very uncomfortable, I have been wrong— ^ 
I feel I have — though you have not blamed me. I am a very 
foolish girl’ 

‘ Bless, thee, child— bless thee ! ’ replied the Domine, in a 
subdued voice. 

‘ Indeed, sir,^ I don^t deserve it — I feel I do not ; but pray 
do not grieve, sir, things will go cross in love. Now, sir, I’ll 
tell you a secret to prove it to you. I love Jacob — love him 
very much, and he does not care for me — I am sure he 
does not; so you see, sir, you’re not the only one — who is 

—very unhappy ’ ; and Mary commenced sobbing with the 
Domine. 

‘ Poor thing I ’ said the Domine ; ‘ and thou lovest Jacob ? 
truly is he worthy of thy love* And, at thy early age, thou 
knowest what it is to have thy love unrequited. Truly is this 
a vale of tears— yet let us be thankful. Guard well thy heart, 
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child, for Jacob may not be for thee ; nay, I feel that he will 
not be.^ 

^ And why so, sir ? replied Mary, despondingly. 

‘ Because, maiden — but nay, I must not tell thee ; only 
take my warning, which is meant in kindness and in love. 
Fare thee well, Mary — fare thee well! I come not here 
-again.’ 

‘ Good-bye, sir, and pray forgive me ; this will be a warning 
to me.’ 

‘Verily, maiden, it will be a warning to us both. God 
bless thee ! ’ 

I discovered by the sound, that Mary had vouchsafed to 
the Domine a kiss, and heard soon afterwards his steps, as he 
descended the stairs. Not wishing to meet him, I turned 
round the corner, and went down to the river, thinking over 
what had passed. I felt pleased with Mary, but I was not in 
love with her. 

The spring was now far advanced, and the weather was 
delightful. The river was beautiful, and parties of pleasure 
were constantly to be seen floating up and down with the tide. 
The Westminster boys, the funny club, and other amateurs in 
their fancy dresses, enlivened the scene ; while the races for 
prize wherries, which occasionally took place, rendered the 
water one mass of life and motion. How I longed for my 
apprenticeship to be over, that I might try for a prize 1 One 
of my best customers was a young man, who was an actor at 
one of the theatres, and who, like the M.P., used to rehearse 
the whole time he was in the boat ; but he was a lively, noisy 
personage, full of humour, and perfectly indifferent as to 
appearances. He had a quiz and a quirk for everybody that 
passed in another boat, and would stand up and rant at them 
until they considered him insane. We were on very intimate 
terms, and I never was more pleased than when he made his 
appearance, as it was invariably the signal for mirth. The 
first time I certainly considered him to be a lunatic, for play- 
house phraseology was quite new to me. ‘ Boat, sir,’ cried I 
to him, as he came to the hard. 

‘ My affairs do even drag me homeward. Go on, I’ll follow 
thee,’ replied he, leaping into the boat. ‘Our fortune lies 
upon this Jump.’ 

I shoved off the wherry : ‘ Down, sir ? ' 
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‘ Down/ replied he, pointing downwards with his finger, as S 
if pushing at something : 

‘Down, down to h — 11, and say I sent you there.’ 

‘ Thanky, sir, Pd rather not, if it^s all the same to you.’ 

‘Our tongue is rough, coz — and my condition is not 
smooth.’ We shot the bridge, and went rapidly down with 
the tide, when he again commenced : — 

‘ Thus with imagin’d wing our soft scene flies, 

In motion of no less celerity 
Than that of thought’ 

Then his attention was drawn by a collier’s boat, pulled by 
two men as black as chimney-sweeps, with three women in the 
stem-sheets. They made for the centre of the river, to get 
into the strength of the tide, and were soon abreast and close ; 
to the wherry, pulling with us down the stream. 

‘There’s a dandy young man,’ said one of the women, with ; 
an old straw bonnet and very dirty ribbons, laughing, and 
pointing to my man. 

‘ Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know you not ; 

At Ephesus I am but two hours old, 

As strange unto your town as to your talk.’ 

‘ Well, he be a regular rum cove, I’ve a notion,’ said another ' 
of the women, when she witnessed the theatrical airs of the ; 
speaker, who immediately recommenced — 

‘The barge she sat in, like a burnish’d throne, 

Bum’d on the water — the poop was beaten gold, 

Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that 

The winds were love-sick with them ; the oars were silver, 

Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The water, which they beat, to follow faster, 

As amorous of their strokes. For her own person. 

It beg^r’d all description,’ 

‘Come, I’ll be blowed but we’ve had enough of that, so 
just shut your pan,’ said one of the women, angrily, 

‘Her gentlewomen, like the Naiades, ■ 

So many mermaids tend her,’ , : 

‘ Mind what you’re arter, or your mouth will tend to yc^ j 
mischief^ young ifeEow,’ 
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* From the barge 

A strange, invisible perfume hits the sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs/ 

‘Jem, just run him alongside, and break his head with 
your oar.’ 

‘ I thinks as how I will, if he don’t mend his manners.’ 

‘ I saw her once 

Hop forty paces through the puldic streets/ 

‘ You lie, you liver-faced rascal, I never walked the streets 
in my life ; I’m a lawful married woman. Jem, do you call 
yourself a man, and stand this here ? ’ 

‘ Well, now, Sal, but he is a nice young man. Now an’t 
he ? ’ observed one of the other women. 

‘ Away, 

Away, you trifler. Ivovc I I know thee not, 

I care not for thee, Kate : this is no world 
To play with mammets, and to tilt with Ups ; 

We must have bloody noses and cracked crowns/ 

‘ I’ve a notion you will, too, my hearty,’ interrupted one of 
the colliers. ‘ That ’ere long tongue of yours will bring you 
into disgrace. Bill, give her a jerk towards the wherry, and 
we’ll duck him/ 

‘ My friend,’ said the actor, addressing me, 

‘ Let not his unwholesome corpse come between the wind 
and my nobility. 

Let us exeunt, 0. P/ 

Although I could not understand his phrases, I knew very 
well what he meant, and pulling smartly, I shoved towards the 
shore, and ahead. Perceiving this, the men in the boat, at 
the intimation of the women, who stood up, waving their 
bonnets, gave chase to us, and my companion appeared not a 
little alarmed. However, by great exertion on my part, we 
gained considerably, and they abandoned the pursuit. 

‘Now, by two-headed Janus,’ said my companion, as he 
looked back upon the colliers, 

‘ Nature hath framed strange fellows in her time, 

Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 

And laugh Hke parrots at a bagpiper, 
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And others of such a vinegar aspect, 

That they’ll not show their teeth by way of smile, 

Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

And now,’ continued he, addressing me, « what’s your name, 
sir ? Of what condition are you — and of what place, I pray ? ’ 
Amused with what had passed, I replied, ‘ That my name 
was Jacob — that I was a waterman, and born on the river.’ 

‘ I find thee apt ; but tell me, art thou perfect that our ship 
hath touched upon the deserts of Bohemia ? ’ 

‘ Do you land at Westminster, sir ? ’ 

‘ No ; at Blackfriars — there attend my coming. 

Base is the slave who pays ; nevertheless, what is your fare, 
my lad ? 

What money’s in my purse ? Seven groats and twopence. 

By Jove, I am not covetous of gold, 

Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost. 

But, 

I can get no remedy for this consumption of the purse. 

Here, my lad, is that enough ? ’ 

‘Yes, sir, I thank you.’ 

‘Remember poor Jack, sir,’ said the usual attendant at the 
landing-place, catching his arm as he careened the wherry on 
getting out. 

‘ If he fall in, good-night — or sink or swim. 

Jack, there is a penny for you. Jacob, farewell — we meet 
again ’ ; and away he went, taking three of the stone steps at 
each spring. This gentleman’s name was, as I afterwards 
found out. Tinfoil, an actor of second-rate merit on the London 
boards. The Haymarket Theatre was where he principally 
performed, and as we became better acquainted, he offered to 
procure me orders to see the play when I should wish to go 
there. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 

The picnic party— Sufferings by oil, ice, fire, and water— Upon the whole, 
the ‘ divarting vagabonds,’ as the Thespian heroes and heroines are 
classically termed, are very happy, excepting Mr. Winterbottom, 
whose feelings are, by sitting down, down to zero. 

One morning he came down to the hard, and, as usual, I 
expected that he would go down the river. I ran to my boat, 
and hauled in close. 

^ No, Jacob, no ; this day you will not carry C^sar and his 
fortunes, but I have an order for you.' 

* Thank you, sir ; what is the play ? ' 

^The play — pooh I no play; but I hope it will prove a 
farce, nevertheless, before it's over. We are to have a picnic 
party upon one of those little islands up the river by Kew, 
All sock and buskin, all theatricals : if the wherries upset, the 
Haymarket may shut up, for it will be Exeunt omms^ with all 
its best performers. Look you, Jacob, we shall want three 
wherries, and I leave you to pick out the other two™oar8 in 
each, of course. You must be at Whitehall steps exactly at 
nine o'clock, and I daresay the ladies won't make you wait 
more than an hour or two, which, for them, is tolerably 
punctual.' 

Mr. Tinfoil then entered into the arrangement for remunera- 
tion, and walked away ; and I was conning over in my mind 
whom I should select for my brother watermen, and whether 
I should ask old Stapleton to take the other oar in my boat, 
when I heard a voice never to be mistaken by me : — 

* life's like a summer day, 

Warmed by a sunny ray. * 

Lower away yet, Tom. That'll do, my trump. 

Sometimes a dreary cloud, 

Chill blast, or tempest loud 

Look out for Jacob, Tom,' cried the old man, as the head 
of the lighter, with her mast lowered down, made its appmr* 
ance through the arch of Putney Bridge, with bright blue 
streaks on her sides. 
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‘ Here he is, father,^ replied Tom, who was standing forward 
by the windlass, with the fall in his hand. 

I had shoved off, on hearing old Tom’s voice, and was 
alongside almost as soon as the lighter had passed under the 
bridge, and discovered old Tom at the helm. I sprung on 
the deck, with the chain-painter of the wherry in my hand, 
made it fast, and went aft to old Tom, who seized my hand. 

‘ This is as it should be, my boy, both on the look-out for 
each other. The heart warms when we know the feeling is 
on both sides. You’re seldom out of our thoughts, boy, and 
always in our hearts. Now jump forward, for Tom’s fretting 
to greet you, I see, and you may just as well help him to 
sway up the mast when you are there.’ 

I went forward, shook hands with Tom, and then clapped 
on the fall, and assisted him to hoist the mast. We then went 
aft to his father, and communicated everything of interest which 
had passed since our last meeting at old Stapleton’s. 

* And how’s Mary ? ’ inquired Tom ; * she’s a very fine lass, 
and I’ve thought of her more than once ; but I saw that all 
you said about her was true. How she did fiam that poor old 
Domine I ’ 

< I have had a few words with her about it, and she has 
promised to be wiser,’ replied I ; * but as her father says, 
in her, it’s human natur.” ’ 

^ She’s a fine craft,’ observed old Tom, ^ and they always 
be a little ticklish. But, Jacob, you’ve had some inquiries made 
after you, and by the women, too.’ 

‘ Indeed 1’ replied I. 

* Yes ; and I have had the honour of being sent for into 
the parlour. Do you guess now ? ’ 

* Yes,’ said I, a gloom coming over my countenance, ‘ I 
presume it is Mrs. Drummond and Sarah whom you refer to ?’ 

* Exactly.’ 

Tom then informed me that Mrs, Drummond had sent^ for 
him, and asked a great many questions about me, and desired 
him to say that they were very glad to hear that I was well 
and comfortable, and hoped that I would call and see her 
and Sarah when I came that way. Mrs. Drummond then 
left the room, and Tom was alone with Sarah, who desired 
him to say, that her father had found out that I had not 
been wrong ; that he had dismissed both the clerks j and 
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that he was very sorry he had been so deceived— and then, 
said Tom, ‘ Miss Sarah told me to say from herself, that she 
had been very unhappy since you had left them, but that 
she hoped that you would forgive and forget some day or 
another, and come back to them ; and that I was to give you 
her love, and call next time we went up the river for some- 
thing that she wanted to send to you. So you perceive, Jacob, 
that you are not forgotten, and justice has been done to youJ 

‘ Yes,' replied I, ‘ but it has been done too late ; so let 
us say no more about it I am quite happy as I amJ 

I then told them of the picnic party of the next day, 
upon which Tom volunteered to take the other oar in my 
boat, as he would not foe wanted while the barge was at the 
wharf. Old Tom gave his consent, and it was agreed he 
should meet me next morning at daylight. 

‘ Tve a notion there'll be some fun, Jacob,' said he, * from 
what you say.' 

‘ I think so, too ; but you've towed me two miles, and I 
must be off again, or I shall lose my dinner ; so Kood-l)yc.' 
I selected two other wherries in the course of the afternoon, 
and then returned home. 

It was a lovely morning when Tom and I washed out 
the boat, and having dressed ourselves in our neatest clothes, 
we shoved off in company with the two other wherries, and 
dropped leisurely down the river with the last of the ebb. 
When we pulled in to the stairs at Whitehall, we found two 
men waiting for us with three or four hampers, some baskets, 
an iron saucepan, a frying-pan, and a large tin pail with a 
cover, full of rough ice to cool the wines. We were directed 
to put all these articles into one boat, the others to be reserved 
for the company. 

‘Jacob,' said Tom, ‘don't let us be kitchen, I*m togged 
out for the parlour.' 

This point had just been arranged, and the articles put 
into the wherry, when the party made their appearance, Mr. 
Tinfoil acting as master of the ceremonies. 

‘Fair Titania,' said he, to the lady who appeared to 
demand, and therefore received, the most attention, * allow 
me to hand you to your throne,' 

‘Many thanks, good Puck,' replied the kdy, ‘we are 
well placed j but dear me, we haven't brmj^ht, or we have 
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lost, our vinaigrette; we positively cannot go without it 
What can our women have been about ? ' 

‘ Pease -blossom and Mustard-seed are much to blame' 
replied Tinfoil, ‘ but shall I run back for it ? ' ’ 

* Ves, replied the lady, ‘ and be here again, ere the 
leviathan can swim a league/ 

‘ ril put a girdle round the earth in forty minutes,' replied 
the gentleman, stepping out of the boat. 

* Won’t you be a little out of breath before you come back, 
sir?' said Tom, joining the conversation. 

This remark, far from giving offence, was followed by a 
general laugh. Before Mr. Tinfoil was out of sight, the lost 
vinaigrette was dropped out of the lady's handkerchief; he 
was, therefore, recalled ; and the whole of the party being 
arranged in the two boats, we shoved off; the third boat, in 
which the provender had been stowed, followed us, and was 
occupied by the two attendants, a call-boy and scene-shifter, 
who were addressed by Tinfoil as Caliban and Stephano. 

*Is all our company here ? ' said a pert-looking, little pug- 
nosed man, who had taken upon himself the part of Quince, 
the Carpenter, in the Muisummir Nighfs Dream, <You, 
N}ck Bottom,' continued he, addressing another, 'are set 
down for Pymmus/ 

The party addressed did not, however, appear to enter 
into the humour. He was a heavy made, rather corpulent, 
white-faced, personage, dressed in white jean trousers, white 
waistcoat, brown coat, and white hat. Whether anything 
had put him out of humour, I know not, but it is evident 
that ha was the butt of the ladies and of most of the party. 

' PU just thank you,' replied this personage, whose real 
name was Wintcrboltom, *to be quie^ Mr. Western, for I 
shan't stand any of your nonsense,' 

Mr, Wintarbattom, surely you are not about to sow 
the seeds of discord so early. Look at the scene before you 
—hear how the birds are singing, how merrily the sun shines, 
and how beautifully the water sparkles 1 Who can be cross 
on such a morning as this ? ' 

*Ho, miss,' replied Mr. Winterbottom, *not at all—not 
at all— only my name's Winterbottom, and not Bottom. I 
don't wear an ass's head to please anybody — that's all, I 
wtm't be 
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^That depends upon circumstances, sir,’ observed Tom. 

^What business liave you to shove your oar in, Mn 
Waterman ? ’ 

* I was hired for the purpose/ replied Tom, dipping his 
oar in the water, and giving a hearty stroke* 

‘ Stick to your own element then— shove your oar into 
the water, but not into our discourse/ 

‘ Well, sir, I won^t say another word, if you don^t like it/ 

‘But you may to me,’ said Titania, laughing, ‘whenever 
you please/ 

‘ And to me too,^ said Tinfoil, who was amused with Tom^s 
replies. 

Mr* Winterbottom became very wroth, and demanded to 
be put on shore directly, but the Fairy Queen ordered us to 
obey him at our peril, and Mr. Winterbottom was carried up 
the river very much against his inclination. 

‘Our friend is not himself/ said Mr. Tinfoil, producing a 
key bugle, ‘ but 

Music hath charms to soothe the savage breast, 

To soften rocks, and rend the knotted oak 5 

and therefore will we try the effect of it upon his senses.^ 
Mr. Tinfoil then played the air in Midas, 

Pray Goody, please to moderate/ etc. 

during which Mr. Winterbottom looked more sulky than 
ever. As soon as the air was finished, another of the party 
responded with his fiute, from the other boat* — while Mr* 
Quince played what he called base, by snapping his fingers. 
The sounds of the instruments floated along the flowing and 
smooth water, reaching the ears and attracting the attention 
of many, who, for a time, rested from their labour, or hung 
listlessly over the gunnels of the vessels, watching the boats, 
and listening to the harmony. All was mirth and gaieiy^ — 
the wherries kept close to each other, and between the airs 
the parties kept up a lively and witty conversation, occasionally 
venting their admiration u]K>n the verdure of the sloping lawns 
and feathering trees, with which the banks of the noble river 
are so beautiMy adorned ; even Mr. Winterbottom had partially 
recovered his serenity, when he was again irritated by a 
remark of Quince who addressed him, 
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‘You can play no part but Pyramus ; for Pyramus is a 
sweet-faced man — a proper man as one shall see on a summers 
day ; a most lovely gentleman-like man ; therefore you must 
needs play Pyramus.^ 

‘ Take care I don’t play the devil with your physiognomy. 
Mr. Western,’ retorted Winterbottom. 

Here Caliban, in the third boat, began playing the fiddle 
and singing to it, 

‘ Gaffer, Gaffer’s son, and his little jackass. 

Were trotting along the road ; ’ 

the chorus of which ditty was ‘ Ec-aw, Ec-aw 1 ’ like the 
braying of a jackass. 

‘Bless thee. Bottom, bless thee, thou art translated,’ cried 
Quince, looking at Winterbottom. 

‘Very well — very well, Mr. Western. I don’t want to 
upset the wherry, and therefore you’re safe at present, but 
the reckoning will come — so I give you warning.’ 

‘ Slaves of my lamp, do my bidding, I will have no quarrel- 
ling here. You, Quince, shut your mouth ; you, Winterbottom, 
draw in your lips, and I, your queen, will charm you with 
a song,’ said Titania, waving her little hand. The fiddler 
ceased playing, and the voice of the fair actress riveted all 
pur attention. 

‘ Wilt thou waken, bride of May, 

While flowers are fresh, and sweet bells chime. 

Listen and learn from my roundelay, 

How all life’s pilot boats sailed one day 
A match with Time ! 

Love sat on a lotus-leaf aloft. 

And saw old Time in his loaded boat, 

Slowly he crossed Life’s narrow tide, 

While Love sat clapping his wings, and cried, 

“ Who will pass Time ? ” 

Patience came first, but soon was gone. 

With helm and sail to help Time on ; 

Care and Grief could not lend an oar, 

And Prudence said (while he stayed on shore), 

“ I wait for Time.’^ 

Hope filled with flowers her cork-tree bark, 

And lighted its helm with a glow-worm’s spark j 

s 257 


JACOB FAITHFUL 


Then Love, vi^hen he saw his bark fly past. 

Said, “Lingering Time will soon be passed, 

Hope outspeeds Time.” 

Wit went nearest Old Time to pass, 

With his diamond oar and boat of glass, 

A feathery dart from his store he drew, 

And shouted, while far and swift it flew, 

“ O Mirth kills Time.*' 

But Time sent the feathery arrow back, 

Hope’s boat of Amaranthus miss'd its track : 

Then Love bade its butterfly-pilots move, 

And laughing, said, They shall see how Love 
Can conquer Time." ' 

I need hardly say that the song was rapturously applauded, 
and most deservedly so. Several others were demanded from 
the ladies and gentlemen of the party, and given without 
hesitation ; but I cannot now recall them to my memory. . 
The bugle and flute played between whiles, and all was 
laughter and merriment. 

‘ There’s a sweet place,’ said Tinfoil, pointing to a villa on| 
the Thames. ‘ Now, with the fair Titania and ten thousand a| 
year, one could there live happy.’ | 

‘ I’m afraid the fair Titania must go to market without the I 
latter encumbrance,’ replied the lady; *the gentleman must 
find the ten thousand a-year, and I must bring as my 
dowry ^ 

‘Ten thousand charms,’ interrupted Tinfoil— ‘ that’s most ' 
true, and pity ’tis ’tis true. Did your fairyship ever hear my ^ 
epigram on the subject ? - 

Let the lads of the East love the maids of Cash^mur^ ): 

Nor aflection with interests clash ; | 

Far other idolatry pleases us here, | 

We adore hut the maids of Mere CaskJ I 

•'ll' 

'f- 

‘Excellent, good Puck ! Have you any more ?’ » 

‘Not of my own, but you have heard what Winterbottom ' 
wrote under the bust of Shakspeare last Jubilee ?’ 

‘ I knew not that Apollo had ever visited him.’ 

‘ You shall hear : 

In this here place the bones of Shakspeare lie, 

But thai ere form of his shall never die ; 
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A speedy end and soon this world may have, 

But Shakspeare’s name shall bloom beyond the grave.’ 

‘ ril trouble you, Mr. Tinfoil, not to be so very witty at my 
expense/ growled out Winterbottom. ‘ I never wrote a line of 
poetry in my life.' 

‘ No one said you did, Winterbottom ; but you won’t deny 
that you wrote those lines/ 

Mr. Winterbottom disdained a reply. Gaily did we pass 
the variegated banks of the river, swept up with a strong flood 
tide, and at last arrived at a little island agreed upon as the 
site of the picnic. The company disembarked, and were busy 
looking for a convenient spot for their entertainment, Quince 
making a rapid escape from Winterbottom, the latter remaining 
on the bank. ‘Jenkins,’ said he to the man christened Caliban, 

‘ you did not forget the salad ? ’ 

‘No, sir, I brought it myself. It’s on the top of the little 
hamper.’ 

Mr, Winterbottom, who it appears was extremely partial to 
salad, was satisfied with the reply, and walked slowly away. 

‘Well,’ said Tom to me, wiping the perspiration from his 
brow with his handkerchief, ‘ I wouldn’t have missed this for 
anything. I only wish father had been here. I hope that 
young lady will sing again before we part’ 

‘I think it very likely, and that the fun is only begun,’ 
replied I. ‘ But come, let’s lend a hand to get the prog out of 
the boat.’ 

‘ Pat I Pat I and here’s a marvellous convenient place for 
our rehearsal. This green plot shall be our stage,’ cried Quince, 
addressing the others of the party. 

The locality was approved of, and now all were busy in 
preparation. The hampers were unpacked, and cold meats, 
poultry, pies of various kinds, pastry, etc., appeared in 
abundance. 

‘ This is no manager’s feast,’ said Tinfoil ; ‘ the fowls are 
not made of wood, nor is small beer substituted for wine. 
Don Juan’s banquet to the Commendador is a farce to it.’ 

‘All the manager’s stage banquets are farces, and very 
sorry jokes into the bargain,’ replied another. 

‘ I wish old Morris had to eat his own suppers. 

‘He must get a new set of teeth, or they’ll prove a too 
tough/ 
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‘ Hiss I turn him out ! he’s made a 

The hampers were now emptied ; some laid the doth upon 
the grass, and arranged the plates, and knives and forks. 
The ladies were as busy as the gentlemen — some were wiping ; 
the glasses, others putting salt into the salt-cellars. Titania 
was preparing the salad. Mr. Winterbottom, who was doing 
nothing, accosted her ; ^ May I beg as a favour that you do 
not cut the salad too small ? it loses much of its crispness.’ 

‘Why, what a Nebuchadnezzar you are! However, sir, 
you shall be obeyed.’ 

‘Who can fry fish ?’ cried Tinfoil ‘ Here are two pairs of ^ 
soles and some eels. Where’s Caliban ? ’ 

‘ Here I am, sir,’ replied the man, on his knees, blowing up , 
a fire which he had kindled. ‘ I have got the soup to mind.’ 

‘ Where’s Stephano ? ’ 

‘ Cooling the wine, sir.’ ; 

‘ Who, then, can fry fish, I ask ? ’ 

‘ I can, sir,’ replied Tom ; ‘ but not without butter.’ 

‘Butter shalt thou have, thou disturber of the element. 
Have we not Hiren here ? ’ 

‘ I wasn’t hired as a cook, at all events,’ replied Tom ; ‘but 
I’m rather a dab at it.’ ■ 

‘ Then shalt thou have the replied the actor. 

‘ With all my heart and soul^^ cried Tom, taking out his 
knife, and commencing the necessary operation of skinning 
the fish. 

In half an hour all was ready : the fair Titania did me the 
honour to seat herself upon my jacket, to ward off any damp 
from the ground. The other ladies had also taken their 
respective seats, as allotted by the mistress of the revels ; the 
tables were covered by many of the good things of this life ; 
the soup was ready in a tureen at one end, and Tom had just : 
placed the fish on the table, while Mr, Quince and Winter- 
bottom, by the commands of Titania, were despatched for the 
wine and other varieties of potations. When they returned, 
eyeing one another askance, Winterbottom looking daggers at . 
his opponent, and Quince not quite easy even under the 
protection of Titania, Tom had just removed the frying-pan 
from the fire, with its residuary grease still babbling. Quince.; 
having deposited his load, was about to sit down, when a freak ■ 
came into Tom’s head, which, however, he dared not put in :: 
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execution himself ; .but ^ a nod is as good as a wink to a blind 
horse/ says the proverb. Winterbottom stood before Tom, 
and Quince with his back to them. Tom looked at Winter- 
bottom, pointing slyly to the frying-pan, and then to the 
hinder parts of Quince. Winterbottom snatched the hint and 
the frying-pan at the same moment. Quince squatted himself 
down with a surge, as they say at sea, quoting at the time — 
‘ Marry, our play is the most lamentable comedy/ — but putting 
his hands behind him to soften his fall, they were received 
into the hot frying-pan, inserted behind him by Mr. Winter- 
bottom. 

‘ O Lord ! oh ! oh ! ’ shrieked Mr. Quince, springing up 
like lightning, bounding in the air with the pain, his hands 
behind still adhering to the frying-pan. 

At the first scream of Mr. Quince, the whole party had 
been terrified ; the idea was that a snake had bitten him, and 
the greatest alarm prevailed ; but when they perceived the 
cause of the disaster, even his expressions of pain could not 
prevent their mirth. It was too ludicrous. Still the gentlemen 
and ladies condoled with him, but Mr. Quince was not to 
be reasoned with. He walked away to the river-side, Mr. 
Winterbottom slyly enjoying his revenge, for no one but Tom 
had an idea that it was anything but an accident. Mr. Quince’s 
party of pleasure was spoiled, but the others did not think it 
necessary that theirs should be also. A ‘ really very sorry for 
poor Western,’ a half-dozen ‘poor fellows !’ intermingled with 
tittering, was all that his misfortunes called forth after his 
departure ; and then they set to, like French falconers. The 
soup was swallowed, the fish disappeared, joints were cut up, 
pies delivered up their hidden treasures, fowls were dismembered 
like rotten boroughs, corks were drawn, others flew without 
the trouble, and they did eat and were filled. Mr. Winter- 
bottom kept his eye upon the salad, his favourite condiment, 
mixed it himself, offered it to all, and was glad to find that no 
one would spare time to eat it ; but Mr. Winterbottom could 
eat for everybody, and he did eat. The fragments were 
cleared away, and handed over to us. We were very busy, 
doing as ample justice to them as the party had done before 
us, when Mr. Winterbottom was observed to turn very pale, 
and appeared very uneasy. 

‘ What’s the matter ? ’ inquired Mr. Tinfoil. 
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« I’m — I’m not very well — I — Pm afraid something has 
disagreed with me. I — Pm very ill/ exclaimed Mr. Winter- 
bottom, turning as white as a sheet, and screwing up his 
mouth. 

‘ It must be the salad,’ said one of the ladies ; ‘ no one has 
eaten it but yourself, and we are all well.’ 

‘I — rather think — it must be — oh — I do recollect that I 
thought the oil had a queer taste.’ 

‘ Why there was no oil in the castors,’ replied Tinfoil. ‘ I 
desired Jenkins to get some.’ 

‘ So did I, particularly,’ replied Winterbottom. ‘ Oh ! — oh 
dear — oh dear ! ’ 

‘Jenkins,’ cried Tinfoil, ‘where did you get the oil for the 
castors ? What oil did you get ? — are you sure it was right ? ’ 

‘Yes, sir, quite sure,’ replied Jenkins. ‘I brought it here 
in the bottle, and put it into the castors before dinner.’ 

‘ Where did you buy it ? ’ 

‘At the chemist’s, sir. Here’s the bottle’; and Jenkins 
produced a bottle with castor oil in large letters labelled on the 
side. 

The murder was out. Mr. Winterbottom groaned, rose 
from his seat, for he felt very sick indeed. The misfortunes of 
individuals generally add to the general quota of mirth, and 
Mr. Winterbottom’s misfortune had the same effect as that of 
Mr. Quince. But where was poor Mr. Quince all this time ? 
He had sent for the iron kettle in which the soup had been 
warmed up, and filling it full of Thames water, had immersed 
the afflicted parts in the cooling element. There he sat with 
his hands plunged deep, when Mr. Winterbottom made his 
appearance at the same spot, and Mr. Quince was comforted 
by witnessing the state of his enemy. Indeed, the sight of 
Winterbottom’s distress did more to soothe Mr. Quince’s pain, 
than all the Thames water in the world. He rose, and leaving 
Winterbottom, with his two hands to his head, leaning against 
a tree, joined the party, and pledged the ladies in succession, 
till he was more than half tipsy. 

In the space of half an hour Mr. Winterbottom returned, 
trembling and shivering as if he had been suffering under an 
ague. A bumper or two of brandy restored him, and before 
the day closed in, both Winterbottom and Quince, one 
applying stimulants to his stomach, and the other 'drowning 
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his sense of pain in repeated libations, were in a state (to say 
the least of it) of incipient intoxication. But there is a time ^ 
for all things, and it was time to return. The evening had 5 
passed freely ; song had followed song. Tinfoil had tried his 
bugle, and played not a little out of tune ; the flute also J 
neglected the flats and sharps as of no consequence ; the ladies : 
thought the gentlemen rather too forward, and, in short, it was 
time to break up the party. The hampers were repacked, and, j 
handed, half empty, into the boat. Of wine there was little . 
left ; and, by the directions of Titania, the plates, dishes, etc., 
only were to be returned, and the fragments divided among the 
boatmen. The company re-embarked in high spirit, and we : 
had the ebb-tide to return with. Just as we were shoving off, v, 
it was remembered that the ice-pail had been left under the 
tree, besides a basket with sundries. The other wherries had ; 
shoved off, and they were in consequence brought into our 
boat, in which we had the same company as before, with the ' 
exception of Mr. Western, alias Quince, who preferred the 
boat which carried the hampers, that he might loll over the 
side, with his hands in the water. Mr. Winterbottom soon ^ 
showed the effects of the remedy he had taken against the 
effects of the castor oil. He was uproarious, and it was with 
difficulty that he could be persuaded to sit still in the boat, 
much to the alarm of Titania and the other ladies. He would 
make violent love to the fairy queen ; and as he constantly 
shifted his position to address her and throw himself at her feet, . 
there was some danger of the boat being upset. At last Tom 
proposed to him to sit on the pail before her, as then he could 
address her with safety ; and Winterbottom staggered up to 
take the seat As he was seating himself, Tom took off the 
cover, so that he was plunged into the half-liquid ice ; but Mr. 
Winterbottom was too drunk to perceive it He continued to 
rant and rave, and protest and vow, and even spout for some 
time, when suddenly the quantity of caloric extracted from him 
produced its eflect 

<1^1 — really believe that the night is damp — the dew 
falls — the seat is damp, fair Titania.' 

‘ Ifls only fancy, Mr. Winterbottom,^ replied Titania, who 
was delighted with his situation. ‘Jean trousers are cool in 
the evening ,* it's only m excuse to get away from me, and I 
never will speak aga-in to you, if you quit your seat.' 
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‘ The fair Titania, the mistress of my soul — and body too, if 
she pleases — has — but to command — and her slave obeys.’ 

« I rather think it is a little damp,’ said Tinfoil ; ‘ allow me 
to throw a little sand upon your seat ’ ; and Tinfoil pulled out a 
large paper bag full of salt, which he strewed over the ice. 

Winterbottom was satisfied, and remained ; but by the 
time we had reached Vauxhall Bridge, the refrigeration had 
become so complete, that he was fixed in the ice, which the 
application of the salt had made solid. He complained of cold, 
shivered, attempted to rise, but could not extricate himself ; at 
last his teeth chattered, and he became almost sober ; but he 
was helpless from the effects of the castor oil, his intermediate 
intoxication, and his present state of numbness. He spoke 
less and less ; at last he was silent, and when we arrived at 
Whitehall stairs, he was firmly fixed in the ice. When 
released he could not walk, and he was sent home in a hackney 
coach. 

‘ It was cruel to punish him so, Mr. Tinfoil,^ said Titania. 

‘ Cruel punishment. Why, yes ; a sort of im^ailment^ 
replied Mr. Tinfoil, offering his arm. 

The remainder of the party landed and walked home, 
followed by the two assistants, who took charge of the crockery ; 
and thus ended the picnic party, which, as Tom said, was the 
very funniest day he had ever spent in his life. 


CHAPTER XXIX 

Mr. Turnbull 'sets his house in order’ — Mrs. T. thinks such conduct 
very disorderly — The captain at his old tricks with his harpoon — He 
pays his lady’s debts of honour, and g^ves the applicant a quittance 
under his own foot — Monsieur and Madame Tagliabue withdraw from 
the society of ces barbares Us Anglais, 

It was on the Sunday after the picnic party, when, feeling I 
had neglected Captain Turnbull, and that he would think it 
unkind of me not to go near him, after having accompanied 
Mary to church, I set off on foot to his villa near Brentford. 
I rang at the porter’s lodge, and asked whether he was at 
home. 
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*Yes, sir,^ replied the old woman at the lodge, who was f 
very communicative, and very friendly with me ; * and missus, i:3 
be at home too,^ ;t 

I ? 

I walked up the carriage-drive of one hundred yards, whidi 4 
led to the entrance door; and when I rang, it was opened by > 
a servant I had not seen before as belonging to the establish^ 3: 
ment. ‘Where is Mr. Turnbull?^ inquired I. 

‘He is in his own room, sir,^ replied the man; ‘but you*; 
must send up your name, if you please, as every one is not 
admitted.’ 

I must observe to the reader that I was not dressed inj' 
jacket and trousers. The money I earned was more than 
sufficient to supply all my expenses, and I had fitted on what ■ 
are called at sea, and on the river, /mg’ togs; 1 was • 
dressed as most people are on shore. The servant evidently 3 
took me for a gentleman ; and perhaps, as far as dress went, > 
I was entitled to that distinction. Many people are received 
as such in this world with less claims than I had. I gave my ■ 
name ; the man left me at the door, and soon returned, 
requesting that I would follow him, I must say that I was 
rather astonished ; where were Mk Mortimer, and the two •• 
men in flaunting liveries, and long cotton epaulettes with things . 
like little marline-spikes hanging to the ends of them ? Even ‘ 
the livery was changed, being a plain brown coat, with light blue ; 
collar and cuffs. I was, however, soon made acquainted with r 
what had taken place, on my entering the apartment of Mr. 
Turnbull, — his study, as Mrs. T. called it, although Mr.- 
Turnbull insisted upon calling it his cabin, a name certainly i 
more appropriate, as it contained but two small shelves of 
books, the remainder of the space being filled up with favourite : 
harpoons, porpoise skulls, sharks’ jaws, corals, several bears’ 
skins, brown and white, and one or two models of the vessels ■ 
which had belonged to his brother and himself, and which had ; 
been employed in the Greenland fishery. It was, in fact, a 
sort of museum of all he had collected during his voyages. 
Esquimaux Implements, ornaments, and dresses, were lying ^ 
about in comers ; and skins of rare animals, killed by himself , 
sucli as black foxes, eta, were scattered about the carpet,; 
His sea chest, full various articles, was also one of the 
ornaments of the room, much to the annoyance of Mrs. T,, 
who had frequently exerted her influence to get rid of it, but in 
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vain. The only articles of furniture were two sofas, a large 
table in the centre, and three or four heavy chairs. The only 
attempt at adornment consisted in a dozen coloured engravings, 
framed and glazed, of walrus -shooting, etc., taken from the 
folio works of Captains Cook and Mulgrave ; and a sketch or 
two by his brother, such as the state of the William pressed 
by an iceberg on the morning of the 25 th of January, lat. — , 
long. — 

Captain T. was in his morning gown, evidently not very 
well, at least he appeared harassed and pale. ‘ My dear 
Jacob, this is very kind of you, I did mean to scold you for 
not coming before ; but Pm too glad to see you to find the 
heart now. But why have you kept away so long ? ' 

< I have really been very well employed, sir : Stapleton has 
given me up the wherry, and I could not neglect his interests, 
even if I did my own,’ 

‘ Always right, boy ; and how are you getting on ? ’ 

‘ I am very happy, sir, — very happy, indeed.’ 

* Pm glad to hear it, Jacob ; may you always be so. Now 
take the other sofa, and let us have a long palaver, as the 
Indians say. I have something to tell you. I suppose you 
observed a change — heh ? ’ 

‘Yes, sir ; I observed that Mr. Mortimer was not visible.’ 

‘Exactly. Well, Mr. Mortimer, or John Snobbs, the 
rascal, is at present in Newgate for trial ; and I mean to send 
him out on a voyage for the good of his health, I caught the 
scoundrel at last, and I’ll show him no more mercy than I 
would to a shark that has taken the bait. But that’s not all. 
We have had a regular mutiny, and attempt to take the ship 
from me : but I have them all in irons, and ordered for 
punishment. Jacob, money is but too often a curse, depend 
upon it’ 

‘You’ll not hnd many of your opinion, sir,’ replied I, 
laughing. 

‘ Perhaps not ; because those who have it are content with 
the importance which it gives to them, and won’t allow the 
damnable fact ; and because those who have it not, are always 
sighing after it, as if it were the only thing worth looking after 
in this world. But now I will just teU you what has happened 
since I last saw you, and then you shall judge.’ 

Aa, however, Captain T.’s narrative ran to a length of 
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nearly three hours, I shall condense the matter for the infer- 
mation of the reader. It appeared that Mrs. T. had continued ! 
to increase the lengths of her drives in her carriage, the j 
number of her acquaintances, and her manifold expenses, until , 
Mr. T, had remonstrated in very strong terms. His remon- 
strances did not, however, meet with the attention which he : ■ 
had expected : and he found out by accident, moreover, that 
the money with which he had constantly supplied Mrs. T., to ; 
defray her weekly bills, had been otherwise appropriated, and 
that the bills for the two last quarters had none of them been 
paid. This produced an altercation, and a desire on his part 
to know in what manner these sums had been disbursed. At 
first the only reply from Mrs. T., who considered it advisable ^ 
to brazen it out, and if possible gain the ascendency which 
was necessary, was a contemptuous toss of her head, which 
undulated the three yellow ostrich feathers in her bonnet, as :5 
she walked out of the room and entered her carriage. This, 1 
to Mr, T., who was a matter-of-fact man, was not very 
satisfactory ; he waited perforce until the carriage returned, | 
and then demanded an explicit answer. Mrs. T. assumed the 
highest ground, talked about fashionable expenses, her know- ,| 
ledge of what was due to his character, etc, Mr, T. rejoined :■ 
about necessary expenses, and that it was due to his character ‘ 
to pay his tradesmen's bills. Mrs. T. then talked of good 
breeding, best society, and her many piaisers^ as she termed | 
them. Mr. T. did not know what many pleasures meant in ■ 
French ; but he thought she had been indulged in as many as vj 
most women since they had come down to this establishment. 
But to the question : why were not the bills paid, and what had : 
she done with the money ? Spent it in pin money. Pin 
money I thirty pounds a week in pins / it would have bought 
harpoons enough for a three years’ voyage. She must tell the " 
truth. She wouldn’t tell anything, but called for her salts, = 
and called him a brute. At all events, he wouldn’t be called a ■ 
fool. He gave her till the next morning to consider of it " 
The next morning the bills were all sent in as requested, and ' 
amounted to six hundred pounds. They were paid and ; 
receipted ^Now, Mrs. T., will you oblige me by letting me 
know what you have done with this six hundred pounds?’ ; 
Mrs. T, would not— she was not to be treated in that manner, 
Mr. T. was not on board a whaler now, to bully and frighten ; 
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as he pleased. She would have justice done her. Have a 
separation, ^^limony, and a divorce. She might have them 
all if she pleased, but she should have no more money, that 
was certain. Then she would have a fit of hysterics. So she 
did, and lay the whole of the day on the sofa, expecting Mr. 
T. would pick her up. But the idea never came into Mr. T.'s 
head. He went to bed ; and feeling restless, he rose very 
early, and saw from his window a cart drive up to the wall, 
and the parties who came with it leap over and enter the 
house, and return carrying to it two large hampers. He 
snatched up one of his harpoons, walked out the other way, 
and arrived at the cart just as the hampers had been put in, 
and they were about to drive off ; challenged them, and 
instead of being answered, the horse was flogged, and he 
nearly run over. He then let fly his harpoon into the horse, 
which dropped, and pitched out the two men on their heads 
insensible ; secured them, called to the lodge for assistance, 
sent for constables, and gave them in charge. They proved 
to be hampers forwarded by Mr. Mortimer, who had been in 
the habit of so doing for some time. These hampers contained 
his best wine, and various other articles, which also proved 
that Mr. Mortimer must have had false keys. Leaving the 
culprits and property in charge of two constables, Mr. T. 
returned to the house in company with the third constable ; 
the door was opened by Mr. Mortimer, who followed him into 
his study, told him he should leave the house directly, had 
always lived with gentlemen before, and requested that he 
might have what was due to him. Mr. T. thought the request 
but reasonable, and therefore gave him in charge of the constable. 
Mr. Snobbs, rather confounded at such ungentlemanly be- 
haviour, was, with the others, marched off to Bow Street. 
Mr. T. sends for the other two servants in livery, and assures 
them that he has no longer any occasion for their services, 
having the excessive vulgar idea that this peculation must have 
been known to them. Pays them their wages, requests they 
will take off their liveries, and leave the house. Both willing. 
They also had always lived with gentlemen before. Mr. T. 
takes the key of the butler^s pantry, that the plate may not 
consider him too vulgar to remain in the house, and then 
walks to the stables. Horses neigh, as if to say they are all 
ready for their breakfasts j but the door locked* Hails the 
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coachman, no answer. Returning from the stables, perceive^S 
coachee rather dusty coming in at the lodge gate ; requests toilJS 
know why he did not sleep at home and take care of 
horses. He was missus’s coachman, not master's, and could® 
satisfy her, but could not satisfy Mr* T. ; who paid him his® 
wages, and, deducting his liveries, sent him after the others.® 
Coachee also very glad to go— had always lived with gentlerrmM. 
before. Meets the lady’s-maid, who tells him Mrs. T. is much® 
too ill to come down to breakfast. Rather fortunate, as there^® 
^vas no breakfast to be had. Dresses himself^ gets into a pam® 
horse coach, arrives at the White Horse Cellar, swallows his® 
breakfast, goes to Bow Street, commits Mr. Mortimer aUasSi 
Snobbs, and his confederates, for trial Hires a job-man to:| 
bring the horses up for sale, and leaves his carriage at the^5 
coachmakeris. Obtains a temporary footman, and then Mr.,:? 
T. returns to his villa. A very good morning’s work. Fiads.l 
Mrs. T. up in the parlour, very much surprised and shocked'^; 
at his conduct—at no Mr. Mortimer— at no servants, and J 
debted to her own maid for a cup of tea. More recriminations :? 
— more violence— another threat of /^alimony, and the carriage < 
ordered, that she may seek counsel. No coachman — ^no-^ 
carriage — no horses — no nothing, as her maid declares. Mrs; 
T. locks herself up in her room, and another day is passed f 
with as little matrimonial comfort as can be expected. i 

In the meantime the news flies in every direction.-; 
Brentford is full of it. Mr. T. had been living too fast — ^is 
done up— had been had up at Bow Street- — creditors had 
poured in with bills — servants discharged— carriage and?; 
horses seized. Mrs. T., poor creature, in hysterics, and— 
nobody surprised at it ; indeed, everybody expected it. The^ 
Peters of Petercumb Hall heard it, and shook their heads.^ 
at the many upstarts there were in the world. Mr. Smith?; 
requested the Right Honourable Lord Viscount Babbleton; 
never to mention to his father the Right Honourable Marqui$ ^ 
of Spring-guns, that he had ever been taken to see the 
Turnbulls, or that he, Mr. Smith, would infallibly lose his ; 
situation in and his living in posse: amd Monsieur and^ 
Madame T^liabue were even more astounded ; but they felt 
deeply, and r^olved to pay a visit the next morning, at I^ist 
Monsieur Tagltabue did, and Madame acknowledged to the 
propriety of it 
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The next morning some little order had been restored ; 
the footman hired had been given in charge of a sufficient 
quantity of plate, the rest had been locked up. The cook 
was to stay Her month ; the housemaid had no wish to leave ; 
and as for the lady’s-maid, she would remain as long as she 
could, to console her poor mistress, and accept what she was 
inclined to give her in return, in the way of clothes, dresses, 
etc., although, of course, she could not hurt her character by 
remaining too long in a family where there was no carriage, 
or gentleman out of livery. Still Mi*. T. did obtain some 
breakfast, and had just finished it when Monsieur Tagliabue 
was announced, and was received. 

‘Ah! Monsieur T., I hope madame is better. Madame 
Tagliabue did noting but cry all last night when she heard 
the very bad news about de debt, and all dat.’ 

‘Very much obliged to Madame,’ replied Turnbull, gruffiy; 
‘ and now, pray, sir, what may be your pleasure ? ^ 

‘Ah! Monsieur Turnbull, I feel very much for you; but 
suppose a gentleman no lose his honour^ what matter de 
money?’ (Mr. Turnbull stared.) ‘You see, Monsieur 
Turnbull, honour be everything to a gentleman. If a gentle- 
man owe money to one rascally tradesfellow, and not pay 
him, dat no great matter ; but he always pay de debt of 
honour. Every gentleman pay dat. Here, Monsieur 
Turnbull’ (and the little Frenchman pulled out a piece of 
paper from his pocket), ‘ be a leetle note of Madame Turnbull, 
which she gave to Madame Tagliabue, in which she ac- 
knowledged she owe two hundred pounds for money lost at 
^cartl Dat you see. Monsieur Turnbull, be what gentlemen 
call debt of honour, which every gentleman pay, or else he 
lose de character, and be called one blackguard by all de 
world. Madame Tagliabue and I too much fond of you and 
Madame Turnbull not to save your character, and so I come 
by her wish to beg you to settle this leetle note — this leeih 
debt of honour;^ and Monsieur Tagliabue laid the note on the 
table, with a very polite bow. 

Mr. Turnbull examined the note ; it was as described by 
Monsieur Tagliabue. So, thought he, now the whole story’s 
out ; she has been swindled out of her money by this rascally 
French couple. 'Now, Monsieur Tagliabue,’ said he, 'allow 
me to put a question or two, before I pay this money j and if 
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you answer me sincerely, I shall raise no dejection. I thinjjS 
Mrs. T. has already lost about six hundred pounds at icariM 
before (Monsieur T,, who presumed that Mrs. Turnbull haiii 
made him acquainted with the fact, answered in the i 

tive.) ‘And I think that two months ago she never knewK 
what ^cart^ was.^ 


‘Dat is true ; but the ladies are very quick to learn.' -3 
‘Well, but now, do you think that, as she knew nothing; ' 
about the game, and you and your wife are well acquainted ' 
with it, it was honourable on your part to allow her to lose so:;i 
much money ? ' 5 :? 

‘ Ah 1 Monsieur, when a lady say she will play, comrfmik 
fain^ what can you do ? ' 

‘But why did you never play at this house, Monsieur^^ 
Tagliabue ? ' ■ ^| 

‘ Ah I Monsieur Turnbull, it is for de lady of de house t#| 


propose de game.' 


‘Very true,' replied Mr. Turnbull, writing a cheque for thesi 
two hundred pounds: ‘there is your money, Mr. Tagliabtie;^ 
and now that you are paid, allow me to observe that I cchMI 
sider you and your wife a couple of swindlers ; and beg th^;| 
you will never enter my doom again.' ^ 

‘ Vat you say, sar ? Swind-lare / God dam ! Sar, I wilQ 
have satisfaction.' 

‘ You've got your money— is that sufficient, or do you waitii 
anything else ?' replied Mr. T., rising from his chair. 

‘ Yes, sar, I do want more— I will have more.' J 

‘So you shall, then,' replied Mr. Turnbull, kicking him ot^ 
of the room, along the passage and out of the front doon 
Monsieur Tagliabue turned round every now and then, and! 
threatened, and then tried to escape, as he perceived theS 
upraised boot of Mr. Turnbull When fairly out of the houseff 
he turned round : ‘ Monsieur Turnbull, I will have de satisfeo;? 
tion, de terrible satisfaction, for this. You shall pay, — by| 
God, sar, you shall pay, — de money for tihis.' 

llxat evening Mr. Turnbull was summoned to appear atj 
Bow Street on the following morning for the assault. He| 
met Monsieur Tagliabue with his lawyer^ and acknowledged; 
that he had kicked him out of his house for swindling his wife^^ 
refused all accommodation, and was prepared with his bail,^ 
Monsieur Tagliabue stomal and bluster^ talked about his4 
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acquaintance with the nobility; but the magistrate had seen 
too much of foreigners to place much reliance on their as- 
severations. ‘ Who are you, monsieur ? ’ 

^ Sar, I am a gentleman.' 

‘ What profession are you of, sir ? ' 

‘ Sar, a gentleman has no profession.' 

‘ But how do you live. Monsieur Tagliabue ?' 

‘ As a gentleman always does, sar.' 

‘ You mentioned Lord Scrope just now as your particular 
friend, I think?' 

‘ Yes, sar, me very intimate with Lord Scrope ; me spend 
three months at Scrope Castle with mi Lady Scrope ; mi Lady 
Scrope very fond of Madame Tagliabue.' 

^ Very well, Monsieur Tagliabue ; we must proceed with 
another case until Mr. Turnbull's bail arrives. Sit down for 
a little while, if you please,' 

Another case was then heard, which lasted about half an 
hour; but previous to hearing it, the magistrate, who knew 
that Lord Scrope was in town, had despatched a runner with 
a note to his lordship, and the answer was now brought back. 
The magistrate read it, and smiled ; went on with the other 
case, and when it was finished, said, ‘Now, M. Tagliabue, 
you have said that you were very intimate with Lord Scrope.' 

‘ Yes, sar, very intimate.' 

‘ Well, Lord Scrope I have the pleasure of knowing ; and, 
as he is in town, I wrote a note to him, and here is his 
answer. I will read it.' 

M. Tagliabue turned pale as the magistrate read the 
following ; — 

‘ Dear Sir, — A fellow of the name you mention came from 
Russia with me, as my valet. I discharged him for dis- 
honesty ; after he left. Lady Scrope’s attendant, who it 
appeared was, unknown to us, married to him, left also, and 
then I discovered their peculations to have been so extensive, 
diat had we known where to have laid hold of him, I should 
oerfeaiidy have brought them before you. Now the affair is 
fagotten ; but a greater scoundrel never existed. Yours, 

‘ Scrope.' 

‘ Now, sir, wim^t have you to say for yourself ? ' continued 
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the magistrate in a severe tone. M. Tagliabue fell on his 
knees, and begged for mercy from the magistrate, from Lord 
Scrope, and, lastly, from Mr. Turnbull, to whom he proffered 
the draft for £200. The magistrate, seeing that Mr. Turnbull 
did not take it, said to him, ‘ Make no ceremony of taking 
your money back again, Mr. Turnbull; the very offer of it 
proves that he has gained it dishonestly ; and £600 are quite 
enough to have lost.’ Mr. Turnbull then took the cheque and 
tore it in pieces, and the magistrate ordered M. Tagliabue to be 
taken to the alien office, and he was sent to the other side of 
the Channel, in company with his wife, to play dcarti with 
whomsoever he pleased. Thus ended this episode of Monsieur 
Tagliabue. 


CHAPTER XXX 

Mr. Turnbull finds out that money, though a necessary evil, is not a 
source of happiness ; the Doniine finds out that a little calumny is 
more effectual than Ovid's Remedy for Love ; and I find out that 
walking gives one a good appetite for fillet of veal and bacon — I set 
an example to the clergy in refusing to take money for a seat in 
church. 

^And now you see, Jacob, what a revolution has taken 
place ; not very pleasant, I grant, but still it was very necessary. 
I have since been paying all my bills, for the report of my 
being in difficulty has brought them in fast enough ; and I 
find that in these last five months my wife has spent a whole 
year’s income, so it was quite time to stop.’ 

M agree with you, sir; but what does Mrs. Turnbull say 
now— has she come to her senses ?’ 

‘ Pretty well, I expect, although she does not quite choose 
to acknowledge it. I have told her that she must dispense 
with a carriage in future ; and so she shall, till I think she 
deserves it. She knows that she must either have my company 
in the house, or hone at all She knows that the Peters of 
Petercumb Hall have cut her, for they did not answer a note 
of hers, sent by the gardener ; and Mr, Smith has written a 
very violent answer to another of her notes, wondering at her 
attempting to push herself into the company of the aristocracy. 
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But what has brought her to her senses more than all is the 
affair of Monsieur Tagliabue. The magistrate, at my request, 
gave me the note of Lord Scrope, and I have taken good care 
that she should read the police report as well ; but the fact is, 
she is so much mortified, that I say nothing to her. She has 
been following the advice of these French swindlers, who have 
led her wrong, to be able to cheat her of her money. I expect 
she will ask me to sell this place, and go elsewhere ; but at 
present we hardly exchange a word during the whole day.^ 

‘ I feel very sorry for her, sir ; for I really believe her to be 
a very good, kind-hearted person.’ 

‘ That’s like you, Jacob — and so she is. At present she is 
in a state to be pitied. She would throw a share of the blame 
upon other people, and cannotTshe feels it is all herself. All 
her bubbles of grandeur have burst, and she finds herself not 
half so respectable as she was before her vanity induced her 
to cut her former acquaintance, and try to get into the society 
of those who laughed at her, and at the same time were not 
half so creditable. But it’s that cursed money which has 
proved her unhappiness — ^and, I may add, mine.’ 

‘ Well, sir, I see no chance of its ever adding to my mis- 
fortunes, at all events.’ 

‘ Perhaps not, Jacob, even if you ever should get any ; but, 
at all events, you may take a little to-morrow, if you please. 

I cannot ask you to dine here, it would not be pleasant to 
you, and show a want of feeling to my wife ; but I should like 

you to come up with the wherry to-morrow, and we’ll take a 
cruise.’ 

‘ Very well, I shall be at your orders — at what time ? ’ 

^ Say ten^ o clock, if the weather is fine j if not, the next day.’ 

Then, sir. I’ll now wish you good-bye, as I must go and se^ 
the Domine.’ 

Mr, Turnbull shook my hand, and we parted. I was soon 

at Brentford, and was continuing my course through the long 

mam street, when I met Mr. and Mrs. Tomkins, the former 

head derk, who had charge of the Brentford Wharf. ‘ I was ’ 

mtending to call upon you, sir, after I had paid a visit to my 
old master.’ 

<Veiy we^ Jacob; and recollect we dine at half-past,' 
fillet xy£ veal and bacon — don’t be too late for dinner ’ 

I promised that I would not, and, in a few minutes moVe„ A 
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arrived at the Grammar School. I looked at its peaked, 
antiquated front, and called to mind my feelings when, 
years hack, I had first entered its porch. What a difference 
between the little, uncouth, ignorant savage, tricked out like 
a harlequin, and now the tall, athletic, well-dressed youth, 
happy in his independence, and conscious, although not vain, 
of his acquirements ! and I mentally blessed the founders. 
But I had to talk to the Domine, and to keep my appointment 
with the veal and bacon at half-past three, so I could not spare 
any time for meditation. I therefore unfolded my arms, and, 
making use of my legs, entered the wicket, and proceeded to 
the Domine’s room. The door was ajar, and I entered without 
being perceived. I have often been reminded, by Flemish 
paintings which I have seen^ince, of the picture which then 
presented itself. The room was not large, but lofty. It had 
but one window, fitted with small diamond-shaped panes, in 
heavy wood-work, through which poured a broad, but subdued, 
stream of light. On one side of the window was an ancient 
armoire, containing the Domine’s library, not gilt and lettered, 
but well thumbed and worn. On the other his huge chest of 
drawers, on which lay, alas ! for the benefit of the rising 
generation, a new birch rod, of large dimensions. The table 
was in the centre of the room, and the Domine sat at it, with 
his back to the window, in a dressing-gown, once black, 
having been a cassock, but now brown with age. He was on 
his high and narrow-backed chair, leaning forwards, with both 
elbows on the table, his spectacles on his luxuriant nose, and 
his hands nearly meeting on the top of his bald crown, 
earnestly poring over the contents of a book. A large Bible, 
which he constantly made use of, was also on the table, and 
had apparently been shoved from him to give place to the 
present object of his meditations. His pipe lay on the floor, 
in two pieces, having been thrown off without his perceiving it. 
On one side of him was a sheet of paper, on which he evidently 
had been writing extracts. I passed by him without his 
perceiving me, and, gaining the back of his chair, looked oyer 
his shoulder. The work he was so intent upon was Ovid’s 
Remedy of Love. 

It appeared that he had nearly finished reading through 
the whole, for in less than a minute he closed the b^k, and 
laying his spectacles down, threw himself back in his chair. 
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‘Strange/ soliloquised the Domine. ‘Yet, verily, is some of 
his advice important, and I should imagine commendable, yet 
I do not find my remedy therein. Avoid idleness” — yes, 
that is sage counsel — and employment to one that hath not 
employed himself, may drive away thought ; but I have never 
been idle, and mine hath not been love in idleness. “ Avoid 
her presence” — that I must do ; yet doth she stiU present 
herself to mine imagination, and I doubt whether the tangible 
reality could be more clearly perceptible. Even now doth she 
stand before me in all her beauty. “ Read not Propertius and 
Tibullus” — that is easily refrained firom ; but read what I will, 
in a minute the type passeth from my eyes, and I see but her 
face beaming from the page. Nay, cast my eyes in what 
direction I may wist, it is the sa^ie. If I look at the stained 
wall, the indistinct lines gradually form themselves into her 
profile ; if I look at the clouds, they will assume some of the 
redundant outlines of her form ; if I cast mine eyes upon the 
fire in the kitchen grate, the coals will glow and cool until I . 
see her face ; nay, but yesterday, the shoulder of mutton upon 
the spit gyrated until it at last assumed the decapitated head 

of Mary, ‘‘ Think of her faults and magnify fhemp nay, 

that were unjust and imchristian. Let me rather correct mine 
own. I fear me, that when Ovid wrote his picture, he 
intended it for the use of young men, and not for an old' fool 
like me. Behold I I have again broken my pipe — the fourth 
pipe that I have destroyed this week. What will the dame 
say . already hath she declared me demented, and God knows 
she IS not very far from the truth ^ ; and the Domine covered 
^ j in his hands. I took this opportunity to step to 
the door and appear to enter it, dropping the latch, and 
musmg ^the Domine by the noise, who extended to me his 
hand. Welcome, my son— welcome to thine old preceptor 

waUs which first received thee, when tho/wert^cast 

thinlrTOir of thee and thine.' , x was 

sir ! of old Stapleton and his daughter, 1 suppose.’ 

thon IT ^ ® “y thoughts at the moment that 

th«Mi tnadest thy appearance. They are well ? ’ 

I- ‘I see but little of them; the old 

r ^ xr 
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‘ Nay, Jacob, this is new to me ; yet is she most pleasant.' 

I knew the Domine's character, and that if anything could 
cure his unfortunate passion, it would be a supposition, on his 
part, that the girl was not correct. I determined at all events 
to depreciate her, as I knew that what I said would never be 
mentioned by him, and would therefore do her no harm. 
Still, I felt that I had to play a difficult game, as I was deter- 
mined not to state what was not the fact. ‘ Pleasant, sir ; yes, 
pleasant to everybody ; the fact is, I don't like such girls as 
she is.' 

‘ Indeed, Jacob ; what, is she light ?’ I smiled, and made 
no answer. ‘Yet I perceived it not,' replied the Domine. 

‘ She is just like her mother, sir,' observed 1. 

‘ And what was her mother ? ' 

I gave a brief account of her mother, and how she met her 
death in trying to escape from her husband. The Domine 
mused. ‘ Little skilled am I in women, Jacob, yet what thou 
sayest not only surpriseth but grieveth me. She is fair to 
look upon.' 

‘ Handsome is that handsome does, sir. Shell make many 
a man’s heart ache yet, I expect.' 

‘ Indeed, Jacob, I am full of marvel at what thou hast 
already told me.’ 

‘ I have seen more of her, sir.’ 

‘ I pray thee tell me more.’ 

‘ No, sir, I had rather not. You ’may now imagine all you 
please.’ 

‘Still she is young, Jacob ; when she becometh a wife she 
might alter.' 

‘ Sir, it is my firm opinion (and so it was), that if you were 
to marry her to-morrow, she would run away from you in a 
week.' 

‘ Is that thy candid opinion, Jacob ? ' 

‘ I will stake my life upon her so doing, although not as to 
the exact time. ' 

‘ Jacob, I thank thee — ^thank thee much ; thou hast opened 
mine eyes— thou hast done me more good than Ovid. Yes, 
boy* even the ancients, whom I have venerated, have not 
done me so kind an act as thou, a stripling, whom 1 have 
fostered.” Thou hast repaid me, Jacob — thou hast rewarded 
me, Jacob — thou hast protected me, Jacob — thou hast saved 
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me, Jacob — hast saved me, both from myself and from her; 
for know, Jacob — know — that mine heart did yearn towards 
that maiden ; and I thought her even to be perfection. Jacob, 

I thank thee ! Now leave me, Jacob, that I may commune 
with myself, and search out my own heart, for I am awakened 
—awakened as from a dream, and I would fain be quite alone.* 

I was not sorry to leave the Demine, for I also felt that I 
would fain be in company with the fillet of veal and bacon, so 
I shook hands, and thus ended my second morning call. I 
was in good time at Mr. Tomkins*s, w^ho received me with 
great kindness. He was well pleased with his new situation, 
which was one of respectability and consequence, independently 
of profit ; and I met at his table one or two people, who, to 
my knowledge, would have considered it degrading to have 
visited* him when only head clerk to Mr. Drummond. We 
talked over old affairs, not forgetting the ball, and the 
illuminations, and Mr. TumbulFs mot about Paradise ; 
and after a very pleasant evening, I took my leave with the 
intention of walking back to Fulham, but I found old Tom 
waiting outside, on the look-out for me, 

‘Jacob, my boy, I want you to come down to my old shop 
one of these days. What day will you be able to come? 
The lighter will be here for a fortnight at least, I find from 
Mr. Tomkins, as she waits for a cargo coming by canal, and 
there is no other craft expected above bridge, so tell me what 
day will yotl come and see the old woman, and spend the 
whole day with us. I wants to talk a bit with you, and ax 
your opinion about a good many little things/ 

‘ Indeed I ’ replied I, smiling. * What, are you going to 
build a new house ? ^ 

‘No, no — not that; but you sec, Jacob, as I told you 
last winter, it was time for me to give up night-work up 
and down the river, Vm not so young as I was about fifty 
years ago, and there^s a time for all things. I do mean to 
give up the craft in the autumn, and go on shore for a Jifll 
dm: but, at the same time, I must see how I can make 
matters out, so tell me what day you will come/ 

‘ Well, then, shall we say Wednesday ? ’ 

‘Wednesday's as good a. day as any other day; come to 
breakfast, and you shall go away after supper, if you like^ 
if not, the old woman shall sling a hammock for you/ 
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‘Agreed, then ; but where’s Tom?’ 

‘ Tom ! I don’t know ; but I think he’s gone after that 
daughter of Stapleton’s. He begins to think of the girls 
now, Jacob ; but, as the old buffer her father says, “ It’s all 
human natur.” Howsomever, I never interferes in these 
matters ; they seem to be pretty well matched, I think.’ 

‘ How do you mean ? ’ 

‘Why, as for good looks, they be well enough matched, 
that’s sure; but I don’t mean that, I mean, he is quite as 
knowing as she is, and will shift his helm as she shifts hers. 
’Twill be a long running fight, and when one strikes, t’other 
won’t have much to boast of. Perhaps they may sheer off, 
after all — perhaps they may sail as consorts, God only knows ; 
but this I knows, that Tom’s sweetheart may be as tricky 
as she pleases, but Tom’s wife won’t be, — ^’cause why? he’ll 
keep her in order. Well, good-night ; I have a long walk.’ 

When I returned home, I found Mary alone. ‘Has Tom 
been here ? ’ inquired L 

‘ What makes you ask that question ? ’ replied Mary. 

‘To have it answered — if you have no objection.’ 

‘Oh no 1 Well, then, Mr. Jacob, Tom has been here, 
and very amusing he has been.’ 

‘ So he always is,’ replied I. 

‘ And where may you have been ? ’ I told her. ‘ So you 
saw old Domine. Now, tell me, what did he say about me ?’ 

‘ That I shall not tell,’ replied I ; ‘ but I will tell you this, 
that he will never think about you any more ; and you must 
not expect ever to see him again.’ 

‘ But recollect that he promised.’ 

‘ He kept his promise, Mary.’ 

‘Oh, he told you so, did he? Did he tell you all that 
passed ? ’ 

‘No, Mary, he never told me that he had been here; 
neither did he tell me what had passed; but 1 happen to 
know all’ 

‘ I cannot understand that.’ 

‘ Still it is true ; and I think, on the whole, you behaved 
pretty well, although I cannot understand why you gave 
him a kiss at parting.’ 

‘ Good hearens 1 where were you ? you must have been 
in the room. And you heard every word that passed ? ’ 
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‘ Every word/ replied I. 

‘Well/ said Mary, ‘I could not have believed that ™ 
could have done so mean a thing.’ 

‘ Mary, rather accuse your own imprudence ; what I ho, j 
was to be heard by every one in the street as well as t 
Set have love scenes in a room not eigS 

not be surpnsed at every passer-by hearing what you sav’ 
open^notJhftVwm-ii”''''^’’ w«dow being 

It never occurred to me till then, why Mary was annoyed 

t7Jzr/jz:s" 2 

sne naa said about me. I made no answer. Marv sat Hn«m 

against her hands, and was also silem- 
I therefore took my candle and retired. It appeared that 
Mary’s pride was much mortified at my having heard her con- 

madeierv Ikdf Partial m me—a confession which certainly 
made very little impression on me, as I considered that she 

might, a month afterwards, confess the same relative to Tom 

L^not ; but in this I 

chana^rf manners were afterwards much 

than to seT tohTr *,r ^*®^ 

mor^*^° Th friends, kind towards her, but nothing 

more. The next morning I was up at Mr. Turnbull’s by the 
time agreed upon, but before I set off, mther a siniw 

Td" h!d'" ^ “y S 

and^ had resumed my jacket, when a dark man, from some 
oreign country, came to the hard, with a bundle under his arm. 

muc^pM^T’^ '^® river— how 

*'®P^‘®^ caring to take him, I 

u ^ but you only pay one penny to cross the bridge.’ 

I know very well, but suppose you take me 

^ well-looking, not very dark man; his turban 
was of coloured cloth — his trousers not very wide ; and I 
could not comprehend whether ho was a I^rk or not- I 

1 As he decided upon crossing, 

tved him, and shoved off ; when we were in the middle 
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of the stream, he requested me to pull a little way up. ^ That 
will do,’ said he, opening his bundle and spreading a carpet 
on the stem flooring of the wherry. He then rose, looking 
at the sun, which was then rising in all its majesty, bowed 
to it, with his hands raised, three times, then knelt on the 
carpet, and touched it several times with his forehead, again 
rose on his feet, took some common field flowers from his 
vest, and cast them into the stream, bowed again, folded up 
his carpet, and begged me to pull on shore. 

‘ I say my prayers,’ said the man, looking at me with his 
dark piercing eye. 

‘ Very proper ; whom did you say them to ? ’ 

‘ To my God.’ 

‘ But why don’t you say them on shore ? ’ 

‘ Can’t see sun in the house ; suppose I go out, little boys 
laugh and throw mud. Where no am seen, river very proper 
place.’ 

We landed, and he took out threepence, and offered it 
to me. ‘ No, no,’ said I, ‘ I don’t want you to pay for saying 
your prayers,’ 

‘ No take money ? ’ 

‘ Yes, take money to cross the river, but not take money 
for saying prayers. If you want to say them any other morn- 
ing, come down, and if I am here. I’ll always pull you into 
the stream.’ 

^ You very good man, I thank you.’ 

The Parsee made me a low salaam, and walked away. 
I may here observe, that the man generally came down at 
sunrise two or three days in the week, and I invariably gave 
him a puU off into the stream, that he might pursue his 
religious ceremony. We often conversed, and at last became 
intimate. 

Mr, Turnbull was at the bottom of the lawn which extended 
from his house to the banks of the river, looking out for 
me, when I pulled up. The basket with our dinner, etc., was 

lying by him on the gravel-walk. ^ _ 

‘This is a lovely morning, Jacob; but it will be rather 
a warm day, I expect,’ said he ; ‘ come, let us be off at once ; 
lay in your sculls, and let us get the oars to pass. 

‘ How is Mrs. Turnbull, sir ? ’ 

‘ Pretty well, Jacob, more like the Molly Brown that I 
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married, than she has been for some years. Perhaps, after 
all, this atfair may turn out one of the best things that ever 
happened. It may bring her to her senses — bring happiness 
back to our hearth ; and if so, Jacob, the money is well 
spent.’ 


CHAPTER XXXI 

Mr. Turnbull and I go on a party of pleasure— It turns out to be an 
adventure, and winds up with a blunderbuss, a tin box, and a lady’s 
cloak. 

We pulled leisurely up stream, talking, and every now and 
then resting on our oars, to take breath ; for, as the old 
captain said, ‘Why should we make a toil of pleasure? I 
like the upper part of the river best, Jacob, because the water 
is clear, and I love clear water. How many hours have I, 
when a boy on board ship, hung over the gunwale of a boat, 
lowered down in a calm, and watched the little floating objects 
in the dark blue unfathomable water beneath me ; objects of 
all sizes, of all colours, and of all shapes— al! of them beautiful, 
and to be admired ; yet of them, perhaps not one in hundreds 
of millions ever meets the eye of man. You know, Jacob, 
that the North Seas are full of these animals— you cannot 
imagine the quantity of them ; the sailors call them blubbers, 
because they are composed of a sort of transparent jelly, 
but the real name I am told is Medusae, that is the learnt 
name. The whale feeds on them, and that is the reason why 
the whale is found where they are.’ 

‘ I should like very much to go a voyage to the whale- 
fishery,’ replied I ; ‘ Pve heard so much about it from you.’ 

‘ It is a Stirling life, and a hard life, Jacob, still it is an 
exciting one. Some voyages will turn out very pleasant, but 
others arc dreadful, from their anxiety. If the weather cem- 
tinues fine, it is all very well ; but sometimes when there is a 
continuance of bad weather, it is dreadful I recollect one 
voyage which made me show more grey hair® than all the 
others, and I think I have been twenty-two in aJL We were 
in the drift ice, forcing our way to the northward, when it came 
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on to blow— the sea rose, and after a week’s gale it was 
tremendous. We had little daylight, and when it was daylight, 
the fog was so thick that we could see but little ; there we 
were tossing among the large drift ice, meeting immense ice- 
bergs which bore down with all the force of the gale, and eacli 
time we narrowly escaped perishing : the rigging was loaded 
with ice • the bows of the ship were cased with it ; the men 
were more than half frozen, and we could not move a rope 
through a block, without pouring boiling water through it first, 
to clear it out. But then the long, dreary, dreadful nights, 
when we were rising on the mountain wave, and then pitching 
down into the trough, not knowing but that at each send we 
might strike upon the ice below, and go to the bottom immedi- 
ately afterwards. All pitchy dark— the wind howling, and as 
it struck you, cutting you to the back-bone with its cold search- 
ing power, the waves dancing all black around you, and every 
now and then perceiving by its white colour and the foam 
encircling it, a huge mass of ice borne upon you, and hurled 
against you as if there were a demon, who was using it as an 
engine for your destruction. I never shall forget the turning 
of an iceberg, during that dreadful gale, which lasted for a 

month and three days.’ 

^ I don’t know what that means, sir.’ 

‘Why you must know, Jacob, that the icebergs are all fresh 
water and are supposed to have been detached from the land 
by the force of the weather and other causes. Now although 
ice floats, yet it floats deep : that is, if an iceberg is five 
hundred feet high above the water, it is generally six times as 
deep below the water — do you understand ? ’ 

‘ Now, Jacob, the water is much warmer than the air, and, 
in consequence, the ice under the water melts away much 
faster ; so that if an iceberg has been some time afloat, at last 
the part that is below is not so heavy as that which is above ; 
then it turns, that is, it upsets and floats in another position. 

‘ I understand you, sir.’ . 

« Well, we were close to an iceberg, which was to windward 
of us, a very tall one indeed, and we reckoned that we should 
get clear of it, for we were carrying a press of sail to effect it. 
Still all hands were eagerly watching the iceberg, as it came 
down very fast before the storm. All of a sudden it blew 
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twice as hard as before, and then one of the men shouted out 
— ' TufTiin^^ P — and sure enoug’h it was. There was 

its towering” summit gradually bowing towards us, until it 
almost appeared as if the peak was over our heads. Our fate 
appeared inevitable, as the whole mountain of ice was descend- 
ing on the vessel, and would, of course, have crushed us into 
atoms. We all fell on our knees, praying mentally, and 
watching its awful descent ; even the man at the helm did the 
same, although he did not let go the spokes of the wheel. It 
had nearly half turned over, right for us, when the ice below 
being heavier on one side than on the other, gave it a more 
slanting impetus, and shifting the direction of its fall, it plunged 
into the sea about a cable’s length astern of us, throwing up 
the water to the heavens in foam, and blinding us all with the 
violence with which it dashed into our faces. For a minute, 
the run of the waves was checked, and the sea appeared to 
boil and dance, throwing up peaked pointed masses of water 
in all directions, one sinking, another rising ; the ship rocked 
and reeled as if she were drunk ; even the current of the gale 
was checked for a moment, and the heavy sails flapped and 
cleared themselves of their icy varnishing — then all was over. 
There was an iceberg of another shape astern of us, the gale 
recommenced, the waves pressed each other on as before, and 
we felt the return of the gale, awful as it was, as a reprieve. 
That was a dreadful voyage, Jacob, and turned one third of 
my hair grey ; and what made it worse was, that we had only 
three fish on board on our return. However, we had reason 
to be thankful, for eighteen of our vessels were lost altogether, 
and it was the mercy of God that we were not among the 
number.’ 

‘ Well, I suppose you told me that story to prevent my going 
a voyage ? ’ 

* Not a bit, Jacob ; if it should chance that you find it your 
interest to go to the North Pole, or anywhere else, I would 
say go, by all means ; let neither difficulty nor danger deter 
you; but do not go merely from curiosity, that I consider 
foolish. It’s all very well for those who come back, to have 
the satisfaction to talk of such things, and it is but fair that 
they should have it ; but when you consider how many there 
are who never come back at all, why then it’s very foolish to 
push yourself into needless danger and privation. You are 
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amused with my recollections of Arctic voyages ; but just call to 
mind how many years of hardship, of danger, cold, and starva- 
tion, I have undergone to collect all these anecdotes, and then 
judge whether it be worth any man’s while to go for the sake 
of mere curiosity.’ 

I then amused Mr. Turnbull with the description of the 
picnic party, which lasted until we had pulled far beyond Kew 
Bridge. We thrust the bow of the wherry into a bunch of 
sedges, and then we sat down to our meal, surrounded by 
hundreds of blue dragonflies, that flitted about as if to inquire 
what we meant by intruding upon their domiciles. We con- 
tinued there chatting and amusing ourselves till it was late, 
and then shoved off and pulled down with the stream. The 
sun had set, and we had yet six or seven miles to return to 
Mr. Turnbull’s house, when we perceived a slight, handsome 
young man, in a small skiff, who pulled towards us. 

‘ I say, my lads,’ said he, taking us both for watermen, 
‘ have you a mind to earn a couple of guineas, with very little 
trouble ? ’ 

‘ Oh yes,’ replied Mr. Turnbull, ^ if you can show us how. 
A fine chance for you, Jacob,’ continued he, aside. 

‘Well, then, I shall want your services, perhaps, for not 
more than an hour, it may be a little longer, as there is a lady 
in question, and we may have to wait. All I ask is, that you 
pull well and do your best. Are you agreed ?’ 

We consented ; and he requested us to follow him, and 
then pulled for the shore. 

‘This is to be an adventure, sir,’ said L 

‘ So it seems,’ replied Mr. Turnbull ; ‘ all the better. I’m 
old now, but I’m fond of a spree.’ 

The gentleman pulled into a little boat-house by the river’s 
side, belonging to one of the villas on the bank, made fast his 
boat, and then stepped into ours. 

‘ Now, we’ve plenty of time j just pull quietly for the present’ 
We continued down the river, and after we had passed Kew 
Bridge, he directed us in-shore, on the right side, till we came 
to a garden sweeping down to the river from a cottage 
of large dimensions, about fifty yards from the bank. The 
water was up to the brick wall, which rose from the river about 
four or five feet. ‘ That will do ; st— , st^ — , not a word,’ said 
he, rising in the stem sheets, and looking over. After a minute 
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or two reconnoitring, he climbed from the boat on to the parapet 
of the wall, and whistled two bars of an air which I had till 
then never heard* All was silent He crouched behind a 
lilac bush, and in a minute he repeated the same air in a 
whistle as before ; still there was no appearance of movement 
at the cottage. He continued at intervals to whistle tlie 
portion of the air, and at last a light appeared at an upper 
window: it was removed, and reappeared three times. ‘Be 
ready now, my lads/ said he. In about two minutes after- 
wards, a female, in a cloak, appeared, coming down the lawn, 
with a box in her hand, panting with excitement. 

‘ Oh ! William, I heard your first signal, but I could not 
get into my uncle’s room for the box \ at last he went out 
and here it is.’ 

‘The gentleman seized the box from her, and handed it to 
us in the boat. 

‘Take great care of that, my lads/ said he; ‘and now, 
Cecilia, we have no time to lose; the sooner you are in the > 
boat, the better/ 

‘ How am I to get down there, William ?’ replied she. /■ 

‘Oh, nothing more easy* Stop, throw your cloak into the i 
boat, and then all you have to do is, first to get upon the top 
of the wall, and then trust to the watermen below and to me, /. 
above for helping you*’ 

It was not, however, quite so easy a matter; the wall was . 
four feet high above the boat, and, moreover, there was 
trellised work of iron, about a foot high, which ran along the/-- 
wall. Still she made every effort on her own part, and we ; 
considered that we had arranged so as to conquer the 
when the young lady gave a scream. We looked up and a 
beheld a third party on the wall. It was a stout, tall, elderly v- 
naan, as far as we could perceive in the dark, who immediately :'!; 
teked hold of the lady by the arm, and was dragging bar ‘r 
away. This was resisted by the young gentleman, and, the lady | 
was relinquished by the other, to defend himself at the sauje ' 
time fhat he called out,^ — 

‘ Help, help I Thieves, thieves 1 * 

‘ Shall I go to his assistance?’ said I, to Mr. TumbuU; ‘one ; 
must stay in the boat.’ 

‘Jump up then, Jacob, for I never could get up that waU/ 

I was up in a moment, and gaining my jfeet, was about to 
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spring to the help of the young man, when four servants with 
lights and with arms in their hands made their appearance^ 
hastening down the lawn. The lady had fainted on the grass ; 
the elderly gentleman and his antagonist were down together, 
but the elderly gentleman had the mastery, for he was upper- 
most. Perceiving the assistance coming, he called out, ^ Look, 
to the watermen, secure them.^ I perceived that not a 
moment was to be lost. I could be of no service, and Mr. 
Turnbull might be in an awkward scrape. I sprang into the 
boat, shoved off, and we were in the stream and at thirty yards 
distance before they looked over the wall to see where we 


were. 


‘ Stop in that boat ! stop ! ^ they cried. 

‘ Fire, if they don^t,’ cried their master. 

We pulled as hard as we could. A musquetoon was 
discharged, but the shot dropped short ; the only person who 
fell was the man who fired it. To see us he had stood upon 
the coping bricks of the wall, and the recoil tumbled him over 
into the river : we saw him fall, and heard the splash ; but we 
pulled on as hard as we could, and in a few minutes the scene 
o£ acti^ was far behind us. We then struck across to the 
other side of the river, and when we had gained close to the 
^K>re, we took breath. 

‘ Well,' said Mr, Turnbull, « this is a spree I little looked 
for ; to have a blunderbuss-full of shot sent after me.' 

* No, replied I, laughing, ^ that's carrying the joke rather 
too fkr on the river Thames.' 

‘Well, but what a pretty mess we are in: here we have 

^perty belonging- to God knows whom ; and what are we to 
do with it ' 


‘ I think, sir, the best thing we can do is, for you to laM 

at ^ own house with the property, and take care of it until 
we tod mt what all this is about : and 


care oi It untu 

.w about ; and I will continue on with 

to t^ hard. We shall hear or find out something 
a day or two ; they may still follow up the pursuit 


Turnbull, ‘and the soonet 
oi^agam the better, for we are nearly abreast of my 


taking witk 

* the to box fit was what they call a deed-box), and the 
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lad)r’s cloak. I did not wait, but boating the oars, took my 
sculls and pulled down to Fulham as fast as I could. I had 
arrived, and was pulling gently in, not to injure the other 
boats, when a man with a lantern came into the wherry. 

^ Have you an5rthing in your boat, my ma*n ? ’ said he. 

‘Nothing, sir,' replied L The man examined the boat, 
and was satisfied. 

‘ Tell me, did you see a boat with two men in it as you 
came along ? ' 

‘No, sir,' replied I, ‘nothing has passed me.' 

‘ Where do you come from now ? ' 

‘From a gentleman’s place near Brentford.' 

‘ Brentford ; oh then you were far below them. They are 
not down yet.' 

‘ Have you a job for me, sir ? ’ said I, not wishing to 
appear anxious to go away. 

‘ No, my man, no ; nothing to-night. We are on the look- 
out, but we have two boats in the stream, and a man at each 
landing-place.’ 

I made fast my boat, shouldered my oars and sculls, and 
departed, not at all sorry to get away. It appeared that as 
soon as it was ascertained that we were not to be stopped by 
being fired at, they saddled horses, and the distance by the 
road being so much shorter, had, by galloping as hard as they 
could, arrived at Fulham some ten minutes before me. It 
was, therefore, most fortunate that the box had been landed, 
or I should have been discovered. That the contents were of 
value was evident, from the anxiety to secure them; but the 
mystery was still to be solved. I was quite tired with exertion 
and excitement when I arrived at Stapleton's. Mary was 
there to give me my supper, which I ate in silence, complained 
of a headache, and went to bed. 
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CHAPTER XXXir 

The waterman turns water-knight — I become chivalrous, see a beautiful 
face, and go with the stream — The adventure seems to promise more 
law than love, there being papers in the case, that is, in a tin box» 


That night I dreamed of nothing but the scene, over and 
over again, and the two bars of music were constantly ringing 
in my ears. As soon as I had breakfasted the next morning, 
I set off to Mr. TumbulPs, and told him what had occurred. 

‘ It was indeed fortunate that the box was landed/ said he, 
‘or you might have now been in prison. I wish I had had 
nothing to do with it ; but, as you say, “ whaPs done can’t be 
helped.” I will not give up the box, at all events, until I know 
which party is entitled to it, and I cannot help thinking that the 
lady is. But, Jacob, you will have to reconnoitre, and find out 
what this story is. Tell me, do you think you could remember 
the tune which he whistled so often P ’ 

‘ It has been running in my head the whole night, and I 
have been trying it all the way as I pulled here. I think I 
have it exact Hear, sir,’ — I whistled the two bars. 

‘ Quite correct, Jacob, quite correct ; well, take care not to 
forget them. Where are you going to-day P ’ 

‘ Nowhere, sir.’ 

‘Suppose, then, you puU up the river, and find out the 
place where we landed, and when you have ascertained rhar 
can g-o on and see whether the young man is with the 

sfeff ; at all events, you may find out something — but pray be 

cautious.’ r y 


I promis^ to be very careful, and departed on my errand, 
I mdertTOk wth much pleasure, for I was delighted 
^^anythmg like adventure. I pulled up the river, and, in 

^ quarter, came abreast of the spot. I 
the cottage the parapet wall, even the spot 

^ *at several bricks were detached 

Siiif • Th®"® appeared to be no one 

^Sa“tte^wiX’ pull up and down, 

a young lad^ 

tooM <wt, who, I was persuaded, was the same that we had 
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seen the night before. There was no wind, and all was quiet 
around. She sat at the window, leaning her head on her 
hand. I whistled the two bars of the air. At the first bar 
she started up, and looked earnestly at me as I completed the 
second. I looked up, she waved her handkerchief once, and 
then shut the window. In a few seconds she made her 
appearance on the lawn, walking down towards the river. I 
immediately pulled in under the wall. I laid in my sculls, and 
held on, standing up in the boat. 

' Who are you ? and who sent you ? ' said she, looking 
down on me, and discovering one of the most beautiful faces 
I had ever beheld. 

‘No one sent me, ma’am,’ replied I, ‘but I was in the 
boat last night. I am sorry you were so unfortunate, but your 
box and cloak are quite safe.’ 

‘ You were one of the men in the boat. I trust no one was 
hurt when they fired at you ? ’ 

‘ No, ma’am,’ 

‘ And where is the box ? ’ 

‘ In the house of the person who was with me.’ 

‘ Can he be trusted ? for they will offer large rewards 
for it’ 

‘ I should think so, ma’am,’ replied I, smiling ; ‘ the person 
who was with me is a gentleman of large fortune, who was 
amusing himself on the river. He desires me to say that he 
will not give up the box until he knows to whom the contents 
legally belong.’ 

‘ Good heavens, how fortunate 1 Am I to believe you ? ’ 

‘ I should hope so, ma’am.’ 

‘ And what are you, then ? You are not a waterman ? ’ 

‘Yes, ma’am, I am.’ 

She paused, looked earnestly at me for a little while, and 
then continued, ‘ How did you learn the air you whistled ? ’ 

‘ The young gentleman whistled it six or seven times last 
night before you came. I tried it this morning coming up, as 
I thought it would be the means of attracting your attention. 
Can I be of any service to you, ma’am ?’ 

‘ Service— yes, if I could be sure you were to be trusted — 
of the greatest service. I am confined here — cannot send a 
letter — -watched as I move^ — ^only allowed the garden, and 
even watched while I walk here. They are most of them in 
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quest of the tin box to-day, or I should not be able to talk to 
you so long.^ She looked round at the housb anxiously, and 
then said, ‘ Stop here a minute, while I walk a little.’ She then 
retreated, and paced up and down the garden walk. I still 
remained under the wall, so as not to be perceived from the 
house. In about three or four minutes she returned and said, 
‘It would be very cruel — it would be more than cruel — it 
would be very wicked of you to deceive me, for I am very 
unfortunate and very unhappy.’ The tears started in her 
eyes. ‘You do not look as if you would. What is your 
name ? ’ 

‘Jacob Faithful, ma’am, and I will be true to my name, if 
you will put your trust in me. I never deceived any one that 
I can recollect ; and Pm sure I would not you — now that I’ve 
seen you.’ 

‘Yes, but money will seduce everybody.’ 

‘ Not me, ma’am ; I’ve as much as I wish for.’ 

‘Well, then, I will trust you, and think you sent from 
Heaven to my aid ; but how am I to see you ? To-morrow 
my uncle will be back, and then I shall not be able to speak 
to you one moment, and if seen to speak to you, you will be 
laid in wait for, and perhaps shot.’ 

‘Well, ma’am,’ replied I, after a pause, ‘if you cannot 
speak, you can write. You see that the bricks on the parapet 
are loose here. Put your letter under this brick — I can take it 
away even in day-time, without being noticed, and can put 
the answer in the same place, so that you can secure it when 
you come out.’ 

‘ How very clever I Good heavens, what an excellent 
idea ! ’ 

‘ Was the young gentleman hurt, ma’am, in the scuffle last 
night?’ inquired I, 

‘No, I believe not much, but I wish to know where he is, 
tp write to him ; could you find out ? ’ I told her where we 
had met him, and what had passed. ^That was Lady Auburn’s,’ 
replied she ; ‘ he is often there — she is our cousin ; but I don’t 
know where he lives, and how to find him I know not. His 
name is William Whamcliffe, Do you think you could find 
him put ? ’ 

‘ Yes, ma’am, with a little trouble it might be done. They 
ought to know where he is at Lady Auburn’s.’ 

3^95 



JACOB FAITHFUL 

<Yes, some of the servants might — but how will you get 
to them ? ^ 

‘That, ma’am, I must find out It may not be done in 
one day, or two days, but if you will look every morning under 
this brick, if there is anything to communicate you will find it 
there.’ 

‘ You can write and read then ? ’ 

‘ I should hope so, ma’am,’ replied I, laughing. 

‘I don’t know what to make of you. Are you really a 
waterman ? ’ 

‘ Really, and ’ She turned her head round at the noise 

of a window opening. 

‘You must go — don’t forget the brick’; and she dis- 
appeared. 

I shoved my wherry along by the side of the wall, so as to 
remain unperceived until I was clear of the frontage attached 
to the cottage ; and then, taking my sculls, pulled into the 
stream ; and as I was resolved to see if I could obtain any 
information at Lady Auburn’s, I had to pass the garden 
again, having shoved my boat down the river instead of up, 
when I was under the wall. I perceived the young lady 
walking with a tall man by her side ; he speaking very 
energetically, and using much gesticulation, she holding down 
her h^d. In another minute they were shut out from my 
sight I was so much stricken with the beauty and sweetness 
of expression in the young lady’s countenance, that I was 
resolved to use my best exertions to be of service to her. 
In about an hour and a half, I had arrived at the villa, 
abreast of which we had met the young gentleman, and which 
the young lady had told me belonged to Lady Auburn. I 
could see no one in the grounds, nor indeed in the house. 
After watching a few minutes, I landed as near to the villa as 
I crniM, made fast the wherry, and walked round to the 
entrai^:^ There was no lodge, but a servant’s door at one 
^de. I pulled the bell, having made up my mind how to 
proceed as I was walking up. The bell was answered by an old 
wwian, who^in a snarling tone, asked me ‘What did I want?’ 

‘I am waiting below, with my boat, for Mr. WhamclifFe : 
has he come yet ? ’ 

‘Mr. WhamclifFe! No — he’s not come; nor did he say 
ttiat he would come ; when did you see him ? ’ 
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^ Yesterday- Is Lady Auburn at home ? * 

‘ Lady Auburn — no ; she went to town this morning ; every- 
body goes to London now, that they may not see the flowers 
and green trees, I suppose.’ 

^ But I suppose Mr. WhamclifFe will come,’ continued I, ‘ so 
I must wait for him.’ 

‘You can do just as you like,’ replied the old woman, about 
to shut the gate in my face. 

‘May I request a favour of you, ma’am, before you shut 
the gate — which is, to bring me a little water to drink, for the 
sun is hot, and I have had a long pull up here ’ : and I took 
out my handkerchief and wiped my face. 

‘Yes, I’ll fetch you some,’ replied she, shutting the gate, 
and going away. 

‘ This don’t seem to answer very well,’ thought I to myself. 
The old woman returned, opened the gate, and handed me 
a mug of water. I drank some, thanked her, and returned 
the mug, 

‘ I am very tired,’ said I, ^ I should like to sit down and 
wait for the gentleman.’ 

‘Don’t you sit down when you pull?’ inquired the old 
woman. 

‘Yes,’ replied I. 

‘ Then you must be tired of sitting, I should think, not of 
standing ; at all events, if you want to sit, you can sit in your 
boat, and mind it at the same time.’ With this observation 
she shut the door upon me, and left me without any more 
comment. 

After this decided repulse on the part of the old woman, 
I had nothing to do but to take her advice, viz. to go and look 
after my boat. I pulled down to Mr. Turnbull’s, and told him 
my good and bad fortune. It being late, he ordered me some 
dinner in his study, and we sat there canvassing over the 
affair. ‘ Well,’ said he, as we finished, ‘ you must allow me to 
consider this as my affair, Jacob, as I was the occasion of our 
getting mixed up in it. You must do all that you can to find 
this young man, and I shall hire Stapleton’s boat by the day until 
we succeed ; you need not tell him so, or he may be anxious 
to know why. To-morrow you go down to old Beazeley’s? ’ 

‘ Yes, sir ; you cannot hire me to-morrow.’ 

‘ Still I shall, as I want to see you to-morrow morning 
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before you go. Here's Stapleton's money for y«tenJ»v ;i 
to^day^ and now good^night/ ^ ^niay aa^ 

I vm at Mr. Turnbull's early the next morning and f™ . 
him with Uie newspaper before him. ' I ext)ecte/k;» 

he ; ‘ read that advertisement.’ I read as foUi^'^^’' 
Wereas, on Friday night last, between the horns of nW 
and ten, a tin ^x, containing deeds and papers was han<w 
into a wheny from the ground, of a villaZ^;^^^^ 

d Kew, Md the parties who owned it were prevented fr«m 
^mpaaying the same : This is to give noticef that 

of Nr« f f- I * Messrs. James and John White 

Fields. As no other'^ parties ^ 
authonscd to receive the said tin box of papers, all othSaSiIi^ 

tions for It must be disregarded. An early attention to^tb« 
advertisement will oblige.' ^ “wrauon to tha 

Jacob ^ ^0^ 
jacoo, de^nd upon it, said Mr. Turnbull ; ‘however, here A,»v 

about k 

oi?wom2f' fo / to try what t can do myself with thl 

a P®?**''® *‘*® '» to ^ let for three monte 

here is the advertisement in the last column. I shall a-o tn 

“•jS?"'"'- »•»««, 

^ promised to be down to old? 

th J^f A° ^'ouris smart pulling brought tne to 

the landing-place, opposite to his house. ' 


CHAPTER XXXIII 

^ eeoopW with af&ira stMe— The advima^ , 

^ unexpected meeting md n 

r®“ Beaarfey was situated on the verge < 
mii« and a half frtan the bridgelea 
jng the ^hseaai^j nver about twmity yards 




JACOB FAITHFUL 


the green grass behind it, and not a tree within half a mile of 
it. There was nothing picturesque in it but its utter loneli- 
ness ; it was not only lonely but isolated, for it was fixed upon 
a delta of about half an acre, between two creeks, which joined 
at about forty yards from the river, and ran up through the 
fields, so that the house was, at high water, upon an island, 
and at low water was defended by an impassable barrier of 
mud, so that the advances to it could be made only from the 
river, where a small kard^ edged with posts worn down to the 
conformation of decayed double teeth, offered the only means 
of access. The house itself was one story high; dark red 
bricks, and darker tiles upon the roof ; windows very scarce, 
and very small, although built long before the damnable tax 
upon light, for it was probably built in the time of Elizabeth, 
to judge by the peculiarity of the style of architecture observ- 
able in the chimneys ; but it matters very little at what epoch 
was built a tenement which was rented at only ten pounds per 
annum. The major part of the said island was stocked with 
cabbage plants ; but on one side there was half a boat set 
upright, with a patch of green before it. At the time that old 
Beazeley hired it, there was a bridge, rudely constructed of 
old ship plank, by which you could gain a path which led 
across the Battersea Fields ; but as all the communications of 
old Tom were by water, and Mrs. Beazeley never ventured 
over the bridge, it was gradually knocked away for firewood, 
and when it was low-water, one old post, redolent of mud, 
marked the spot where the bridge had been. The interior 
was far more inviting ; Mrs. Beazeley was a clean person and 
frugal housewife, and every article in the kitchen, which was 
the first room you entered, was as clean and as bright as industry 
could make it There was a parlour also, seldom used ; both 
of the inmates, when they did meet, which was not above a 
day or two in three weeks, during the time that old Beazeley 
was in charge of the lighter, preferring comfort to grandeur. 
In this isolated house, upon this isolated spot, did Mrs. 
Beazeley pass a life of almost isolation. 

And yet, perhaps, there never was a more lively or a more 
happy woman than Mrs. Beazeley, for she was strong and in 
good health, and always employed. She knew that her 
husband was following up his avocation on the river, ahd 
laying by a provision for fibeir old age, while she herself was 
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adding considerably to it by her own exertions. She had 
married old Tom long before he had lost his legs, at a time 
when he was a prime active sailor, and the best man of the 
ship. She was a net-maker’s daughter, and had been brought 
up to the business, at which she was very expert. The most 
difficult part of the art is that of making large sei?us for taking 
sea-fish ; and when she had no order for those to complete, 
the making of casting-nets beguiled away her time as soon as 
her household cares had been disposed of. She made money 
and husbanded it, not only for herself and her partner, but for 
her son, young Tom, upon whom she doted. So accustomed 
was she to work hard and be alone, that it was difficult to say 
whether she was most pleased or most annoyed when her 
husband and son made their appearance for a day or two, and 
the latter was alternately fondled and scolded during the whole 
of his sojourn ; Tom, as the reader may suppose from a 
knowledge of his character, caring about as much for the one 

I pulled in to the hard, and made fast my boat._ There was 
no one outside the door when I landed ; on entering, I found 
them all seated at the table, and a grand display of fragments, 
m the shape of herring-bones, etc.^ < Well, Jacob— come at 

last thought you had forgot us ; piped to breakfast at eight 

bells-always do, you know,’ said old Tom, on my making my 

Have you had your breakfast, Jacob ? ’ said Mrs. Bea^eley. 

‘ No,’ replied I ; ‘ I was obliged to go up to Mr. Turnbull s, 

and that detained me.’ 

‘ No more sodgers, Jacob,’ said Tom ; father and 1 a e 

them all ’ j 

‘ Have you ? ’ replied Mra. Beazeley, taking two more red 

herrings out of the cupboard, and putting them on the fire to 
grill : ‘ no, no, master Tom, there’s some for Jacob yet. 

‘ Well, mother, you make nets to some purpose, for you ve 

always a fish when it’s wanted.’ 

I dispatched my breakfast, and as soon as all had bwn 
cleared away by his wife, old Tom, crossing his two timber 
legs, commenced business, for it appeared, what I was not 
aware o£ that we had met on a sort of counol of war. 

‘ Jacob, sit down by me ; old woman, bnng yourself to an 
anchor in the hi|^ chair ; Tom, sit Miywhere, so you sit stilL 
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^‘And leave my net alone, Tom,’ cried his mother, in 

parenthesis — ^You see, Jacob, the whole long and short of it 
is this, I feel my toes more and more, and flannel’s no longer 
waiin. I can’t tide it any longer, and I think it high time to 
lie up in ordinary and moor abreast of the old woman. Now, 
there’s Tom, in the first place, what’s to do with he ? I think 
that I’ll build him a wherry, and as I’m free of the river, he 
can finish his apprenticeship with my name on the boat ; but 
to build him a wherry would be rather a heavy pull for me.’ 

‘ If you mean to build it yourself, I think it will prove a 
heavy pull for me,’ replied Tom. 

‘ Silence, Tom ; I built you, and God knows you’re light 
enough.’ 

‘ And, Tom, leave my net alone,’ cried his mother. 

‘ Father made me light-fingered, mother.’ 

< Ay, and light-hearted too, boy,’ rejoined the dame, looking 
fondly at her son. 

‘Well,’ continued old Tom, ‘supposing that Tom be 
provided for in that way ; then now I comes to myself. I’ve 
an idea that I can do a good bit of work in patching up boats ; 
for you see I always was a bit of a carpenter, and I know how 
the builders extortionate the poor watermen when there’s a 
trifle amiss. Now, if they knew I could do it, they’d all come 
to me fast enough ; but then there’s a puzzle ; I’ve been 
thinking this week how I can make them know it. I can’t put 
out a board and say, Beazeley, Boai-builder^ because I’m no 
boat-builder, but still I want a sign.’ 

‘Lord, father, haven’t you got one already?’ interrupted 
young Tom ; ‘ you’ve half a boat stuck up there, and that 
means that you’re half a boat-builder.’ 

‘ Silence, Tom, with your frippery ; what do you think, Jacob ?’ 

‘ Could you not say, “ Boats repaired here ” ? ’ 

‘ Yes, but that won’t exactly do ; they like to employ a 
builder^ — and there’s the puzzle.’ 

‘ Not half so puzzling as this net,’ observed Tom, who had 
taken up the needle, unobserved by his mother, and begun to 
work ; ‘ I’ve made only ten stitches, and six of them are long 
ones.’ 

‘ Tom, Tom, you good-for-nothing — why don’t you let my 
net alone ? ’ cried Mrs, Beazeley ; ‘ now ’twill take me as much 
time to undo ten stitches as to have made fifty.’ 
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‘ All right, mother.’ 

‘ No, Tom, alFs wrong ; look at these meshes.’ 

‘ Well, then, all’s fair, mother.’ 

‘ No, all’s foul, boy ; look how it’s tangled.’ 

‘ Still, I say, all’s fair, mother, for it is but fair to give the 
fish one or two chances to get away, and that’s just what IVe 
done ; and now, father, I’ll settle your afiair to your own 
satisfaction, as I have mother’s.’ 

‘That will be queer satisfaction, Tom, I guess, but let’s 
hear what you have to say.’ 

‘ Why, then, father, it seems, that you’re no boat-builder 
but you want people to fancy that you are — a’n’t that the 
question ? ’ 

‘Why, ’tis something like it, Tom — but I do nobody no harm.’ 

‘ Certainly not ; it’s only the boats which will suffer. Now, 
get a large board, with “ Boats Mli to ordor^ and Boats 
repaired, by Tom Beazeley.” You know if any man is fool 
enough to order a boat, that’s his concern, you didn’t say 
you’re a boat-builder, although you have no objection to try 
your hand.’ 

‘ What do you say, Jacob ? ’ said old Tom, appealing to me. 

‘ I think that Tom has given very good advice, and I would 
follow it.’ 

‘Ah I Tom has a head,’ said Mrs. Beazeley, fondly. 

‘ Tom, let go my net again, will you ? what a boy you are ! 
Now touch it again if you dare,’ and Mrs. Beazeley took up a 
little poker from the fireplace and shook it at him. 

‘ Tom has a head, indeed,’ said young Tom, ‘ but as he has 
no wish to have it broken, Jacob, lend me your wherry for 
half an hour, and I’ll be off.’ 

I assented, and Tom, first tossing the cat upon his mothei^s 
back, made his escape, crying, 

*■ I>ord, Molly, what a fish,’ 

as the animal fixed in its clatim to save herself from falling, 
making Mrs. Beazeley roar out and vow vengeance, while old 
Tom and I could not refrain from laughter. 

After Tom’s departure, the conversation was renewed, and 
everything was fin^y arranged between old Tom and las wiffe, 
except the building of the wherry, at which the old woman 
shook her head. The debate would be too long, and not - 
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sufficiently interesting to detail ; one part, however, I must 
make the reader acquainted with. After entering into all the 
arrangements of the house, Mrs. Beazeley took me upstairs to 
show me the rooms, which were very neat and clean. I came 
down with her, and old Tom said, ‘ Did the old woman show 
you the room with the white curtains, Jacob ? * 

‘ Yes,’ replied I, ‘ and a very nice one it is.’ 

‘Well, Jacob, there’s nothing sure in this world. You’re 
well off at present, and “leave well alone” is a good motto ; 
but recollect this, that room is for you when you want it, and 
everything else we can share with you. It’s offered freely, and 
you will accept it the same. Is it not, old lady?’ ■ 

‘Yes, that it is, Jacob ; but may you do better — if not. I’ll 
be your mother for want of a better.’ 

I was moved with the kindness of the old couple ; the more 
so, as I did not know what I had done to deserve it. Old Tom 
gave me a hearty squeeze of the hand, and then continued ; 
‘ But about this wherry — what do you say, old woman ? ’ 

‘ What will it cost ? ’ replied she gravely. 

‘Cost; let me see, — a good wherry with sculls and oars 
will be a matter of thirty pounds.’ 

The old woman screwed up her mouth, shook her head, and 
then walked away to prepare for dinner. 

‘ I think she could muster the blunt, Jacob, but she don’t 
like to part with it. Tom must coax her* I wish he hadn’t 
shied the cat at her. He’s too full of fun.’ 

As old Beazeley finished, I perceived a wherry pulling in 
with some ladies. I looked attentively, and recognised my 
own boat, and Tom pulling. In a minute more they were at 
the hard<i and who, to my astonishment, were there seated, but 
Mrs. Drummond and Sarah. As Tom got out of the boat and 
held it steady against the hard^ he called to me ; I could not 
do otherwise than go and assist them out ; and once more 
did I touch the hands of those whom I never thought to meet 
again. Mrs. Drummond retained my hand a short time after 
she landed, saying, ‘We are friends, Jacob, are we not ?’ 

‘Oh yes, madam,’ replied I, much moved, in a faltering voice. 

‘ I shall not ask that question,’ said Sarah, gaily, ‘ for we 
parted friends,’ 

And as I recalled to mind her affectionate behaviour, 1 
pressed her hand, and the tears glistened in my eyes as I 
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looked into Her sweet face. As I afterwards discovered, this 
was an arranged plan with old and young Tom, to bring about 
a meeting without my knowledge. Mrs. Beazeley courtesied 
and stroked her apron — smiled at the ladies, looked very cat- 
tish at Tom, showed the ladies into the house, where old Tom 
assisted to do the honours after his own fashion, by asking Mrs. 
Drummond if she would like to whet her whistle after her pulL 
Mrs. Drummond looked round to me for explanation, but 
young Tom thought proper to be interpreter. ‘Father wants 
to know, if you please, ma’am, whether, after your pull in 
the boat, you wouldn’t like to have a pull at the brandy 
bottle ? ’ 

‘ No,’ replied Mrs. Drummond, smiling ; ‘ but I should be 
obliged for a glass of water. Will you get me one, Jacob ?’ 

I hastened to comply, and Mrs. Drummond entered into 
conversation with Mrs. Beazeley. Sarah looked at me, and 
went to the door, turning back as inviting me to follow. I 
did so, and we soon found ourselves seated on the bench in 
the old boat 

‘ Jacob,’ said she, looking earnestly at me, ‘ you surely will 
be friends with my father ? ’ 

I think I should have shaken my head, but she laid an 
emphasis on my^ which the little gipsy knew would have 
its effect All my resolutions, all my pride, all my sense of 
injury vanished before the mild beautiful eyes of Sarah, and I 
replied hastily, ‘Yes, Miss Sarah, I can xtimt you nothing.’ 
‘Why Jacob?’ 

‘ I am a waterman, and you are much above me.’ 

‘ That is your own fault, but say no more about it.’ 

‘I must say something more, which is this : do not attempt 
to make me leave my present employment ; I am happy, 
because I am independent ; and that I will, if possible, be for 
the future,’ 

‘Any one can pull an oar, Jacob.’ 

‘Very true, Miss Saradi, and is under no obligation to any 
one by so earning his livelihood. He works for all, and is paid 
for all’ 

‘Will you come and see us, Jacob? Come to-morrow — 
now do — promise me. Will you refuse your old playmate, 
Jacob ? * 

‘ I wish you would not ask that’ 
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‘How then can you say that you are friends with my 
father ? I will not believe you unless you promise to come.^ 

‘ Sarah/ replied I, earnestly, ‘ I will come ; and to prove 
to you that we are friends, I will ask a favour of him.’ 

‘ O Jacob, this is kind, indeed,’ cried Sarah, with her eyes 
swimming with tears. ‘You have made me so— so verv 
happy 1 ’ ^ 

The meeting with Sarah humanised me, and every feeling 
of revenge was chased from my memory. Mrs. Drummond 
joined us soon after, and proposed to return. ‘And Jacob 
will pull us back/ cried Sarah, ‘ Come, sir, look after your 
in both senses. Since you will be a waterman, you shall 
work,’ I laughed, and handed them to the boat. Tom took 
the other oar, and we were soon at the steps close to Mr 
Drummond’s house, 

‘ Mamma, we ought to give these poor fellows something to 
drink, they’ve worked very hard,’ said Sarah, mocking. ‘ Come 

my good men,’ I hesitated. ‘ Nay, Jacob, if to-morrow, 
why not to-day ? the sooner these things are over the better.’ ^ 

I felt the truth of this observation, and followed hen In a 
few minutes I was again in that parlour in which I had been 
dismissed, and in which the affectionate girl burst into tears 
on my shoulder, as I held the handle of the door. I looked at 
it, and looked at Sarah. Mrs. Drummond had gone out of 
the room to let Mr. Drummond know that I had come. ‘ How 
kind you were, Sarah I ’ said I. 

‘ Yes, but kind people are cross sometimes, and so am I 
— and so was-- — — ’ 

Mr. Drummond came in, and stopped her. ‘ Jacob, I am 
glad to see you again in my house ; I was deceived by 
appearances, and did you injustice.’ How true is the observa- 
tion of the wise man, that a soft word tumeth away wrath i 
that Mr. Drummond should personally acknowledge that he 
was wrong to me—that he should confess it— every feeling of 
resentment was gone, and others crowded in their place. I 
recollected how he had protected the orphan — how he had 
provided him with instruction — how he had made Ais house a 
home to me— how he had tried to bring me forward under his 
own protection. I recollected- — ^which, alas I I never should 
have foigotten—that he had treated me for years with kindness 
and affection, all of which had been obliterated from my 
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memory by one single act of injustice. I felt that I was a 
culprit, and burst into tears ; and Sarah, as before, cried in 

sympathy. 

‘ I beg your pardon, Mr. Drummond,’ said I, as soon as I 
could speak ; ‘ I have been very wrong in being so revengeful 

after so much kindness from you.’ 

<We both have been wrong — but say no more on the 
subject, Jacob ; I have an order to give, and then I will come 
up to you again ’ ; and Mr. Drummond quitted the room. 

‘ You dear good boy,’ said Sarah, coming up to me. ^ Now 

I really do love you.’ 

What I might have replied was put a stop to, by Mrs. 
Drummond entering the room. She made a few inquiries 
about where I at present resided, and Sarah was catechising 
me rather inquisitively about Mary Stapleton, when Mr. 
Drummond re-entered the room, and shook me by the hand 
with a warmth which made me more ashamed of my conduct 
towards him. The conversation became general, but still 
rather embarrassed, when Sarah whispered to me, ‘ What is 
the favour you would ask of my father ? ’ I had forgotten it 
at the moment, but I immediately told him that I would be 
obliged if he would allow me to have a part of the money 
belonging to me, which he held in his possession. 

‘ That I will, with pleasure, and without asking what you 
intend to do with it, Jacob. How much do you require?’ 

' Thirty pounds, if there is so much.’ 

Mr. Drummond went down, and in a few minutes returned 
’ with the sum, m notes and guineas. I thanked him, and 

shortly afterwards took my leave. 

^ Did not young Beazeley teU you I had something for you, 

Jacob ? ’ said Sarah, as I wished her good-bye. 

‘Yes ; what is it ?’ 

‘You must come and see,’ replied Sarah, laughing. Thus 
was a finale to all my revenge brought about by a little girl 

of fifteen years old, with large dark eyes. 

Tom had taken his glass of grog below, and was waiting 
for me at the steps. We shoved off, and returned to his 
father’s house, where dinner was just ready. After dinner 
old Tom recommenced the argument. ‘ The only hitch,’ says 
he, ‘ is about the wherry. What do you say, old woman ? 
The old woman shook her head. 
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^As that is the only hitch/ said I, ‘ I can remove it, for 
here is the money for the wherry, which I make a present to 
Tom,^ and I put the money into young Tom’s hand. Tom 
counted it out before his father and mother, much to their 
astonishment. 

‘You are a good fellow, Jacob,’ said Tom ; ‘but I say, do 
you recollect Wimbledon Common ? ’ 

‘ What then ? ’ replied 1. 

‘ Only Jerry Abershaw, that’s all’ 

‘ Do not be afraid, Tom, it is honestly mine.’ 

‘ But how did you get it, Jacob ?’ said old Tom. 

It may appear strange, but, impelled by a wish to serve my 
friends, I had asked for the money which I knew belonged to 
me, but never thought of the manner in which it had been 
obtained. The question of old Tom recalled everything to 
my memory, and I shuddered when I recollected the circum- 
stances attending it. I was confused and did not like to 
reply. ‘ Be satisfied, the money is mine,’ replied L 

‘Yes, Jacob, but how?’ replied Mrs. Beazeley; ‘surely 
you ought to be able to tell how you got so large a sum.’ 

‘Jacob has some reason for not telling, missus, depend 
upon it; mayhap Mr. Turnbull, or whoever gave it to him, 
told him to hold his tongue.’ But this answer would not 
satisfy Mrs. Beazeley, who declared she would not allow a 
farthing to be taken, unless she knew how it was obtained. 

‘ Tom, give back the money directly,’ said she, looking at 
me suspiciously. 

Tom laid it on the table before me without saying a word. 

‘ Take it, Tom,’ said I, colouring up. ‘ I had it from my 
mother.’ 

‘From your mother, Jacobi’ said old Tom. ‘Nay, that 
could not well be, if my memory sarves me right. Still it 
may be.’ 

‘ Deary me, I don’t like this at all,’ cried Mrs. Beazeley, 
getting up, and wiping her apron with a quick motion. ‘ 0 
Jacob, that must be — not the truth.’ 

I coloured up to the tips of my ears, at being suspected of 
jfalsehood. I looked round, and saw that even Tom and his , 
father had a melancholy doubt in their countenances; and / 
certainly my confused appearance would have caused su^idon 
m anybody. ‘I little thought,’ said I, at last, ‘when I hoped, 
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to have so much pleasure in giving, and to find that I had 
made you happy in receiving the money, that it would have 
proved a source of so much annoyance. I perceive that I am 
suspected of having obtained it improperly, and of not having 
told the truth. That Mrs. Beazeley may think so, who does 
not know me, is not to be wondered at ; but that you,’ con- 
tinued I, turning to old Tom, ‘or you,’ looking at his son, 
‘ should suspect me, is very mortifying ; and I did not expect 
it. I tell you that the money is mine, honestly mine, and ob- 
tained from my mother. I ask you, do you believe me ? ’ 

‘I, for one, do believe you, Jacob,’ said young Tom, 
striking his fist on the table. ‘ I can’t understand it, but I 
know you never told a lie, or did a dishonourable act, since 
Tve known you.’ 

‘Thank you, Tom,’ said I, taking his proffered hand. 

‘And I would swear the same, Jacob,* said old Tom ; 
‘ although I have been longer in the world than my boy has, 
and have therefore seen more ; and sorry am I to say, many 
a good man turned bad, from temptation being too great ; 
but when I looked in your face, and saw the blood up to your 
forehead, I did feel a little suspicious, I must own ; but I beg 
your pardon, Jacob, no one can look in your face now, and 
not see that you are innocent. I believe all you say, in spite 
of the old woman and — the devil to boot — and there’s my 
hand upon it.’ 

‘Why not tell — why not tell?’ muttered Mrs. Beazeley, 
shaking her head, and working at her net faster than ever. 

But I had resolved to tell, and did so, narrating distinctly 
the circumstances by which the money had been obtained. I 
did it, however, with feelings of mortification which I cannot 
express. I felt humiliation — I felt that, for my own wants, 
that money I never could touch. Still my explanation had 
the effect of removing the doubts even of Mrs. Beazeley, and 
harmony was restored. The money was accepted by the 
old couple, and promised to be applied for the purpose in- 
tended. 

‘As for me, Jacob,’ said Tom, ‘when I say I thank you, 
you know I mean it. Had I had the money, and you had 
wanted it, you will believe me when I say that I would have 
given it to you.’ 

‘That I’m sure of, Tom.’ 
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‘ Still, Jacob, it is a great deal of money ; and I shall lie 
by my earnings as fast as I can, that you may have it in case 
you want it ; but it will take many a heavy pull and many a 
shirt wet with labour, before I can make up a sum like that/ 

I did not stay much longer after this little fracas ; I was 
hurt— my pride was wounded by suspicion, and fortunate it 
was that the occurrence had not taken place previous to my 
meeting with Mrs. Drummond and Sarah, otherwise no re- 
conciliation would have taken place in that quarter. How 
much are we the sport of circumstances, and how insensibly 
they mark out our career in this world I With the best inten- 
tions we go wrong ; instigated by unworthy motives, we fall 
upon our feet, and the chapter of accidents has more power 
over the best regulated mind, than all the chapters in the Bible. 


CHAPTER XXXIV 

How I was revenged upon my enemies — We try the bars of music, but 
find that we are barred out — Being w&gtfb&jck. 

1 SHOOK hands with Tom, who, perceiving that I was vexed, 
had accompanied me down to the boat, with his usual 
sympathy, and had offered to pull with me to Fulham, and 
walk back ; which offer I declined, as I wished to be alone. 
It was a fine moonlight night, and the broad light and shadow, 
with the stillness of all around, were peculiarly adapted to my 
feelings. I continued my way up the river, revolving in my 
mind the scenes of the day : the reconciliation with one whom 
I never intended to have spoken to again ; the little quarrel 
with those whom I never expected to have been at variance 
with, and that at the time when I was only exerting myself to 
serve them : and then I thought of Sarah, as an oasis of real 
happiness in this contemplated desert, and dwelt upon the 
thought of her as the most pleasant and calming to my 
still agitated mind. Thus did I ruminate till I had passed 
Putney Bridge, foi^etting that I was close to my landing- 
place, and cemtinuing in my reverie to pull up the river, when 
my cogitations were disturbed by a noise of men laughing 
and talking, apparmdy in a state of intoxication. They were 
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in a four-oared wherry, coming down the river, after a party 
of pleasure, as it is tenned, generally one ending in intoxica- 
tion. I listened. 

^ I tell you I can spin an oar with any man in the king^s 
service,^ said the man in the bow. ‘ Now look.’ 

He threw his oar out of the rollocks, spun it in the air, 
but unfortunately did not catch it when it fell, and con- 
sequently it went through the bottom, starting two of the 
planks of the fragile-built boat, which immediately filled with 
water. 

‘ Hilloa I waterman i ’ cried another, perceiving me, ‘ quick, 
or we shall sink.’ But the boat was nearly up to the thwarts 
in water, before I could reach her, and just as I was nearly 
alongside, she filled and turned over. 

‘ Help, waterman ; help me first, I’m senior clerk,’ cried a 
voice which I well knew. I put out my oar to him as he 
struggled in the water, and soon had him clinging to the 
wherry. I then tried to catch hold of the man who had sunk 
the boat by his attempt to toss the oar, but he very quietly 
said, ‘ No, d — n it, there’s too many ; we shall swamp the 
wherry ; I’ll swim on shore,’ — and suiting the action to the 
word, he made for the shore with perfect self-possession, 
swimming in his clothes with great ease and dexterity. 

I picked up two more, and thought that all were saved, 
when turning round and looking towards the bridge, I saw 
resplendent in the bright beams of the moon, and, * round as 
its orb,’ the well-remembered face of the stupid young clerk 
who had been so inimical to me, struggling with all his might. 
I pulled to him, and putting out my oar over the bow, he 
seized it after rising from his first sink, and wasr, with the 
other three, soon clinging to the side of the wherry. ^ 

‘ Pull me in--pull me in, waterman I ’ cried the liead clerk, 
whose voice I had recognised. 

‘ No, you will swamp the boat.’ 

^ Well, but pull me in, if not the others. I’m the senior clerk.’ 

^ Can’t help that, you must hold on,’ replied I, * while I pull 
you on shore ; we shall soon be there.’ I must say that I felt 
a pleasure in allowing him thus to hang in the water, I 
might have taken them aU in certainly, although at some risk, 
from their want of presence of mind and hurry, arising from 
the feeling of self-preservation ; but I desired them to hold on, 
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and pulled for the landing-place, which we soon gained. The 
person who had preferred swimming, had arrived before us, 
and was waiting on the beach. 

‘ Have you got them all, waterman ? ’ said he. 

‘ Yes, sir, I believe so ; I have four.^ 

«The tally is right/ replied he, * and four greater galloots 
were never picked up ; but never mind that. It was my 
nonsense that nearly drowned them ; and therefore I’m very 
glad you’ve managed so well My jacket went down in the 
boat, and I must reward you another time.’ 

‘Thank you, sir, no occasion for that, it’s not a regular 

fare.’ 

‘ Nevertheless, give us your name.’ 

‘ Oh, you may ask Mr. Hodgson, the senior clerk, or tlmt 
full-moon-faced fellow — they know my name.’ 

‘ Waterman, what do you mean ? ’ replied Mr. Hodgson, 
shivering with cold, 

‘ Very impudent fellow,’ said the junior, of the round face. 

‘If they know your name, they won’t tell it,’ replied the 
other, ‘Now I’ll first tell you mine, which is Lieutenant 
Wilson, of the navy ; and now let’s have yours, that I may ask 
for it j and tell me what stairs you ply from.’ 

‘ My name is Jacob Faithful, sir,’ replied I ; ‘and you may 
ask your friends whether they know it or not when their teeth 
don’t chatter quite so much.’ 

At the mention of my name the senior and junior clerk 
walked off, and the lieutenant, telling me that I should hear 
from him again, was about to leave. ‘ If you mean to give me 
money, sir, I teU you candidly I shall not take it I hate 
these two men for the injuries they have heaped on me ; but I 
don’t know how it is, I feel a degree of pleasure in having saved 
them, that I wish for no better revaage. So farewell, sir.’ 

‘Spoken as you ought, my lad — that’s glorious revenge. 
Well, then, I will not come ; but if ever we meet again, I 
shall never forget this night and Jacob Faithful.’ He held out 
his hand, shook mine warmly, and walked away. 

When they were gone, I remained for some little time quite 
stupefied at the events of the day. The reconciliation — the 
quarrel — the revenge. I was still in thought when I heard 
the sound of a horSe^s hoofs. This recalled me, and I was 
hauling up my boat, intending to go home to Stapleton’s, but 
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with no great eagerness. I felt a sort of dislike to Mary 
Stapleton, which I could not account for ; but the fact was I 
had been in company with Sarah Drummond. The horse 
stopped at the foot of the bridge ; and the rider giving it to his 
servant, who was mounted on another, to hold, came down to 
where I was hauling up my boat ‘ My lad, is it too late for 
you to launch your boat ? I will pay you well.' 

‘ Where do you wish to go to, sir ? It is now past ten o'clock.’ 

*I know it is, and I hardly expected to find a waterman 
here; but I took the chance. Will you take me about two 
miles up the river ? ’ 

I looked at the person who addressed me, and was delighted 
to recognise in him the young man who had hired Mr. Turnbull 
and me to take him to the garden, and who had been captured 
when he escaped with the tin box ; but I did not make myself 
known. * Well, sir, if you wish it, I’ve no objection,’ replied 
I, putting my shoulder to the bow of my wherry, and launching 
her again into the water. At all events, this has been a day 
of adventure, thought I, as I threw my sculls again into the 
water, and commenced pulling up the stream. I was some 
little while in meditation whether I should make myself known 
to the young man ; but I decided that I would not. Let me 
see, thought I, what sort of a person this is ; whether he is as 
deserving as the young lady appeared to consider, ‘Which 
side, sir?’ inquired L 

‘The left,’ was the reply, 

' I knew that well enough, and I pulled in silence until nearly 
up to the wall of the garden which ran down to the bank of 
the river. ‘ Now pull in to that wall, and make no noise,’ was 
the injunction, which I obeyed ; securing the l>oat to the very 
part wheie the coping bricks had been displaced. He stood 
up, and whistled the two bars of the tune as before, waited five 
minutes, repeated it, and watched the windows of the house ; 
but there was no reply, or signs of anybody being up or 
stirring. * It is too late, she is gone to rest.’ 

< i thought there was a lady in the case, sir,* observed I 
‘ If you wish to communicate with her, I think I could 
manage it’ 

‘ Could you ? replied he. ‘ Stop a moment, I’ll speak to ; 
you by and by.’ He whistled the tune once more, and afi;€r 
waiting another ten minutes, dropped himself down on the . 
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stem sheets, and told me to pull back again. After a minute’s 
silence he said to me, ‘You think you could communicate 
with her, you say. Pray, how do you propose ? ’ 

‘ If you will write a letter, sir. I’ll try to let it come to her 
hand ? ’ 

‘ How ? ’ 

‘That, sir, you must leave me to. find out, and trust to 
opportunity ; but you must tell me what sort of person she is, 
that I may not give it to another ; and also, who there is in 
the house that I must be careful does not see me.’ 

‘ Very true,’ replied he. ‘ I can only say, that if you do 
succeed, I will reward you handsomely ; but she is so strictly 
watched, that I am afraid it will be impossible; however, a 
despairing, like a drowning man, will catch at a straw, and I 
will see whether you will be able to assist me.’ 

He then informed me, that there was no one in the house 
except her uncle and his servants, all of whom were spies upon 
her ; that my only chance was watching if she were permitted 
to walk in the garden alone, which might be the case : and 
perhaps by concealing myself from eight o’clock in the morning 
till the evening, under the parapet wall, I might find an 
opportunity. He directed me to be at the foot of the bridge 
next morning at seven o’clock, when he would come with a 
letter written for me to deliver, if possible. We had then 
arrived at Fulham ; he landed, and, putting a guinea in my 
hand, mounted his horse, which his servant walked up and 
down, waiting for him, and rode off. I hauled up my boat, 
and went home, tired with the manifold events of the day. 
Mary Stapleton, who had sat up for me, was very inquisitive 
to know what had occasioned my coming home so late, but I 
evaded her questions, and she left me in anything but good- 
humour ; but about that I never felt so indifferent. 

The next morning, the servant made his appearance with 
the letter, telling me that he had orders to wait till the 
evening; and I pulled up the river. I placed it under the 
loose brick, as agreed upon with the young lady, and then 
shoved off to the other side of the river, where I had a full 
view of the garden, and could notice all that passed. In half 
an hour the young lady came out, accompanied by another 
fehuiile, and sauntered up and down the gravel walk. After a 
while she stopped, and looked on the river, her companion 
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continuing her promenade. As if without hoping to find 
anything there, she moved the brick aside with her foot* 
perceiving the letter, she snatched it up eagerly, and concealed 
it in her dress, and then cast her eyes on the river. It was 
calm, and I whistled the bar of music. She heard it, and 
turning away, hastened into the house. In about half an hour 
she returned, and watching her opportunity, stooped down to 
the brick. I waited a few minutes, when both she and her 
companion went into the house. I then pulled in under the 
wall, lifted up the brick, took the letter, and hastened back to 
Fulham, when I delivered the letter to the servant, who 
rode off with it as fast as he could, and I returned home quite 
pleased at the successful issue of my attempt, and not a little 
curious to learn the real facts of this extraordinary affair. 


CHAPTER XXXV 

The Domine reads me a isermon out of the Ijook I ever fell in with, 

covering nearly two acres of ground — The pages not very easy to turn 
over, but the type very convenient to read without spectacles— He 
leaves off without shutting his book, as parsons usually do at the end 
of their sermons. 

The next day, being Sunday, as usual, X went to see the 
Domine and Mr. Turnbull. I arrived at the school just as all , 
the boys were filing off, two and two, for church, the advance 
led by the usher, and the rear brought up by the Domine in 
person, and I accompanied them. The Domine appeared 
melancholy and out of spirits — ^hardly exchanging a word with 
me ddring our walk* \^en the service was over, he ordered : 
the usher to take the boys home, and remained vrith me m 
churchyard^ — surveying the tombstones and occasionally mutter- 
ing to himself. At last the cemgregation dispersed, and we 
were alone. 

^Little did I tihmk, Jacob, ^ said he, at last, ‘that wh^ I 
bestowed such care upon thee In thy childhood, I should be 
rewarded as I have been. Little did I think that it vwmld be V -;; 
to the boy who was left destitute, that X should pemr out my ^ 
soul when afflSeted, and ind in him that syHq)atby 
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have long lost, by the removal of those who were once my 
friends. Yes, Jacob, those who were known to me in my youth, 
those few in whom I confided, and leant upon, are now lying 
here in crumbling dust, and the generation hath passed away, 
and I now rest upon thee, my son, whom I have directed in the 
right path, and who hast, by the blessing of God, continued to 
walk straight in it. Verily thou art a solace to me, Jacob, 
and though young in years, I feel that in thee I have received 
a friend, and one that I may confide in. Bless thee, Jacob ! 
bless thee, my boy, and before I am laid with those who have 
gone before me, may I see thee prosperous and happy. Then 
I will sing the Nunc dimittis — then will I say, Now, Lord, 
let thy servant depart in peace.” ^ 

< I am happy, sir,^ replied I, ‘ to hear you say that I am of 
any comfort to you, for I feel truly grateful for all your kind- 
ness to me ; but I wish that you did not require comfort.’ 

‘ Jacob, in what part of a man’s life does he not require 
comfort and consolation ; yea, even from the time when, as a 
child, he buries his weeping face in his mother’s lap, till the 
hour that summons him to his account ? Not that I consider 
this world to be, as many have described it, a vale of tears." 
No, Jacob, it is a beautiful world, a glorious world, and would 
be a happy world, if we would only restrain those senses and 
those passions with which we have been endowed, that we may 
fully enjoy the beauty, the variety, the inexhaustible bounty of 
a gracious Heaven. All was made for enjoyment and for 
happiness, but it is we ourselves who, by excess, defile that 
which otherwise were pure. Thus, the fainting traveller may 
drink wholesome and refreshing draughts from the bounteous 
overflowing spring, but should he rush heedlessly into it, he 
muddies the source, and the waters are those of bitterness. 
Thus, Jacob, was wine given to cheer the heart of rrtan, yet 
didst not thou witness me, thy preceptor, debased by intemper- 
ance ? Thus, Jacob, were the affections implanted in us as a 
source of sweetest happiness, such as those which now yearn 
in my breast towards thee ; yet hast thou seen me, thy 
preceptor, by yielding to the infetuation and imbecility of 
threescore yeaars, doat, in my folly, upon a maiden, and turn 
the sweet affections into a source of misery and anguish.’ I 
answered not, for the words of the Domine made a strong 
impression upon me^ and I was weighing them in my mind. 
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‘Jacob/ continued the Domine, after a pause, ‘next to the 
book of life, there is no subject of contemplation more salutary 
than the book of death, of which each stone now around us 
may be considered as a page, and each page contains a lesson. 
Read that which is now before us. It would appear hard that 
an only child should have been torn away from its doting 
parents, who have thus imperfectly expressed their anguish on 
the tomb ; it would appear hard that their delight, their solace, 
the object of their daily care, of their waking thoughts, of their 
last imperfect recollections as they sank into sleep, of their only 
dreams, should thus have been taken from them ; yet did I 
know them, and Heaven was just and merciful. The child 
had weaned them from their God— they lived but in him, they 
were without God in the world. The child alone had their 
affections, and they had been lost, had not He in His mercy 
removed it. Come this way, Jacob.* I followed the Domine 
till he stood before another tombstone in a comer of the 
churchyard. ‘This stone, Jacob, marks the spot where lie 
the remains of one who was my earliest and dearest friend — 
for in my youth 1 bad friends, because 1 had anticipations, 
and little thought that it would have pleased God that I should 
do my duty in that station to which I have been called. He 
had one fault, which proved a source of misery through life, 
and was the cause of an untimely death. He was of a revenge- 
ful disposition. He never foigave an injury, forgetting, poor 
sinful mortal, for how much he had need to be forgiven. He 
quarrelled with his relations — ^he was shot in a duel with his 
friend. I mention this, Jacob, as a lesson to thee, not that I 
feel myself worthy to be thy preceptor, for I am humbled ; but 
out of kindness and love towards thee, that I might persuade 
thee to correct tihat fault in thy disposition.* 

‘I have already made friends with Mr. Drummond, sir,* 
answered I ; ‘but still your admonition shall not be thrown 
away.* 

‘Hast thou, Jacob? then is my mind much relieved. I 
trust thou wilt no longer stand in thine own light, but accept 
the offers which, in the Mness of his heart to make redress, 
he may make unto thee/ 

‘ Nay, sir, I cannot ptwoim that ; I wish to be independent 
and earn my own livelihood* 

‘ Then hear me, Jacob, for the spirit of prophecy is on me j 
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the time will come when thou shalt bitterly repent. Thou 
hast received an education by my unworthy endeavours^ arid 
hast been blessed by Providence with talents far above the 
situation in life to which thou wouldst so tenaciously adhere • 
the time will come when thou wilt repent, yea bitterly repent ; 
Look at that marble monument with the arms so lavishly 
emblazoned upon it. Thfit, Jacob, is the tomb of a proud 
man, whose career is well known to me. He was in straitened 
circumstances, yet of gentle race — but, like the steward in the ■ 
Scripture, “work he could not, to beg he was ashamed.” He 
might have prospered in the world, but his pride forbade him. 
He might have made friends, but his pride forbade him. He ■ 
might have wedded himself to wealth and beauty, but tte’e 
was no escutcheon, and his pride forbade him. He did marry 
and entail upon his children poverty. He died, and the little- ! 
he possessed was taken from his children's necessities tobuiljd ; 
this record to his dust. Do not suppose that I would chedc\ J 
that honest pride, which will prove a safeguard from unworthy: 
actions. I only wish to check that undue pride which will - J 
mar thy future prospects, Jacob, that which thou termesi!: 1 
indepmdence is nought but pride.' . ;; 4 

I could not acknowledge that I agreed with the Domhi:^ ■ ! 
although something in my breast told me that he was not 
wrong. I made no answer. The Domine continued to muse'vi 
— at last he again spoke, 

‘Yes ; it is a b^utifui world ; for the Spirit of God is on ? 
it At the separation of chaos it came over the watet S 
hath since remained with us, everywhere, but invisible* 
see His hand in the variety and the beauty of creation, but His - ?■ 
Spirit we see not; yet do we feel it in the still small voice 
conscience, which would lead us into the right patL K<m, ^4 
Jacob, we must return, for I have the catechism and coHccS " ^ 
to attend to.' 


I took leave of the Domine, and went to Mr. Tumbn!)^ i;: 
to whom I gave an account of what had passed since I liSt V; 
saw him. He was much pleased with my reconcUiatiem w&vj 
the Drummonds, and interested about the young kdy 
•whom appertained the tin box in his possession. ‘ I 


Jacob, we shall now have that mystery cleared up.' 

‘I have not tc^d the gentleman that we have 
of the box,' replied L 
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^ No ; but you told the young lady, you silly fellow ; and 
do you think she will keep it a secret from him ? ^ 

‘ Very true ; I had forgotten that.’ 

‘ Jacob, I wish you to go to Mr. Drummond’s and see his 
family again ; you ought to do so.’ I hesitated. ‘Nay, I 
shall give you a fair opportunity without wounding that pride 
of yours, sir,’ replied Mr. Turnbull ; ‘ I owe him some money 
for some wine he purchased for me, and I shall send the 

cheque by you.’ 

To this I assented, as I was not sorry of an opportunity 
of seeing Sarah. I dined with Mr. Turnbull, who was alone, 
his wife being on a visit to a relation in the country. He 
again offered me his advice as to giving up the profession 
of a waterman ; but if I did not hear him with so much 
impatience as before, nor use so many arguments against it, 

I did not accede to his wishes, and the subject was dropped. 
Mr. Turnbull was satisfied that my resistance was weakened, 
and hoped in time to have the effect which he desired. When 
I went home, Mary told me that Tom Beazeley had been 
there, that his wherry was building, that his father had given 
up the lighter, and was now on shore very busy in getting up 
his board to attract customers, and obtain work in his new 
occupation. 

I had not launched my wherry the next morning, when 
down came the young gentleman to whom I had despatched the 
letter. ‘Faithful,’ said he, ‘come to the tavern with me; I 
must have some conversation with you.’ I followed him; 
and as soon as we were in a room, he said, ‘First let me 
pay my debt, for I owe you much ’ ; and he laid five guineas 
on the table. ‘ I find from Cecilia that you have possession 
of the tin case of deeds which has been so eagerly sought 
after by both parties. Why did you not say so ? And why 
did you not tell me that it was you whom I hired on the 

night when I was so unfortunate ? ’ 

‘ I considered the secret as belonging to the young lady, 
and having told her, I left it to her discretion to make you 

acquainted or not, as she pleased.’ 

‘ It was thoughtful and prudent of you, at all events, 
aldiough there was no occasion for it. Nevertheless I ^ 
pleased that you did so, as it proves you to be trustwortlty. 
Now tell me, who is the gentleman who was with you m the 
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boat, and who has charge of the box ? Observe, Faithful, I 
do not intend to demand it. I shall tell him the facts of 
the case in your presence, and then leave him to decide 
whether he will surrender up the papers to the other party 
or to me. Can you take me there now ? ' 

‘ Yes, sir,* replied I, ‘ I can, If you please ; I will pull yx>u 
up in half an hour. The house is at the river’s side.* 

The young gentleman leaped into my wherry, and we 
were, in less than the time I had mentioned, in the parlour 
of Mr. Turnbull. I will not repeat the conversation in detail, 
but give the outline of the young man’s story. 


CHAPTER XXXVI 


A long story, which ends in the opening of the tin box, which proves to 
contain d4€d% much more satisfactory to Mr. Whnmcliffe than ^ 
deeds of his uncle — I begin to feel the blessings of indepencteaoe,’ 
and suspect that I have actcfl like n fool “-After two years' con- 
sideration I become quite sure of it, and, as Tom says, * no mistafea' 

‘The gentleman who prevented my taking off the yotaig 
lady is uncle to both of us. We are therefore first cousup#^ 
Our family name is WhamcHfife. My father was a major 
in the army. He died when I was young, and my motih^. 
is still alive, and is sister to Lady Auburn. The father and 
mother of Cecilia are both dead- He went out to India to 
join his brother, another uncle, of whom I shall speak directlyv 
He has now been dead three years, and out of the fe# 
brothers there is only one left, my uncle, with whom CedR^ 
is living, and whose Christian name is Henry. He was # 
lawyer by profession, but he purchased a patent place, 
he sdll enjoys. My father, whose name was William, 

Itk vtxy moderate circumstances ; but still he left enough fe 
my mother to live upon, and to educate me properly. I 
brought up to the law under my uncle Henry, with who% 0' 
some ye^i I resided. Cecilia’s fether, whc«te name wss 
Edward, 1^ noting; he had ruined himself in Engll^:: 

had gone out to India at the request of my im<3e 
irhx^e name and who had amassed a large fortp^^ 
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Soon after the death of Cecilia’s father, my uncle James 
came home on furlough, for he held a very high and lucrative 
situation under the Company. A bachelor from choice, he 
was still fond of young people ; and having but one nephew 
and one niece to leave his money to, as soon as he arrived 
with Cecilia, whom he brought with him, he was most anxious 
to see me. He therefore took up his quarters with my uncle 
Henry, and remained with him during his sojourn in England ; 
but my uncle James was of a very cold and capricious temper. 
He liked me best because I was a boy, and one day declared 
I should be his heir. The next day he would alter his in- 
tention, and declare that Cecilia, of whom he was very fond, 
should inherit everything. If we affronted him, for at the 
age of sixteen as a boy, and fourteen as a girl, worldly pro- 
spects were little regarded, he would then declare that we 
should not be a shilling the better for his money. With him, 
money was everything : it was his daily theme of conversation, 
his only passion ; and he valued and respected people in 
proportion to what they were supposed to possess. With these 
feelings he demanded for himself the greatest deference from 
Cecilia and me, as his expectant heirs. This he did not 
receive ; but on the whole he was pleased with us, and after 
remaining three years in England, he returned to the East 
Indies, I had heard him mention to^my uncle Henry his 
intention of making his will, and leaving it with him before 
he sailed ; but I was not certain whether it had been done 
or not. At all events, my uncle Henry took care that I 
should not be in the way ; for at that time my uncle carried 
on his profession as a lawyer, and I was working in his 
office. It was not until after my uncle James returned to 
India that he gave up business, and purchased the patent 
place which I mentioned. Cecilia was left with my uncle 
Henry, and as we lived in the same house, our affections, 
as we grew up, ripened into love. We often used to laugh 
at the threats of my uncle James, and agreed that whoever 
might be the fortunate one to whom he left his property, we 

would go halves, and share it equally. 

‘In the meantime I still followed up my profession in 
another house, in which I at present am a partner. Four 
years after the return of my uncle James to India, news came 
home of his death ; but it was also stated that no will could 
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be found, and it was supposed that he died intestate. Of 
course, my uncle Henry succeeded as heir-at-law to the whole 
property, and thus were the expectations and hopes of Cecilia 
and of myself dashed to the ground. But this was not the 
worst of it : my uncle, who had witnessed our feelings for 
each other, and had made no comment, as soon as he was 
in possession of the property, intimated to Cecilia that she 
should be his heiress, provided that she married according 
to his wishes ; and pointed out to her that a fortune such 
as she might expect would warrant the alliance of the first 
nobleman in the kingdom ; and he very plainly told me that 
he thought it advisable that 1 should find lodgings for myself, 
and not be any longer an inmate in the same house as was 
my cousin, as no good would result from it. Thus, sir, were 
we not only disappointed in our hopes, but thwarted in our 
affections, which had for some time been exchanged. Mad- 
dened at this intimation, I quitted the house ; but at the 
same time the idea of my uncle James having made a will 
still pressed upon me, as I called to mind what I had heard 
him say to my uncle Henry previous to his sailing for India. 
There was a box of deeds and papers, the very box now in 
your possession, which my uncle invariably kept in his bed- 
room. I felt convinced that the will, if not destroyed (and 
I did not believe my uncle would dare to commit an act of 
felony), was in that box. Had I remained in the house, I 
would have found some means to have opened it ; but this 
was no longer possible. I communicated my suspicions to 
Cecilia, and begged her to make the attempt, which would 
be more easy, as my uncle would not suspect her of being 
bold enough to venture it, even if he had the suspicion. 
Cecilia promised, and one day my uncle fortunately left his 
keys upon his dressing-table when he c^me down to breakfast, 
and went out without missing them. Cecilia discovered them, 
and opened the box; and amongst other parchments fi>und 
a document labelled outside as the will of our uncle James ; 
but women understand litde about these things, and she was 
in such trepidation for fear that my uncle should return, that 
she could not examine very minutely. As it was, my unde 
did return for his keys Just as she had locked the box, and 
placed the keys upcm the table. He asked her what she 
was doing there, and she made some excuse. He saw the 
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keys on the table, and whether suspecting her, for she coloured 
up very much, or afraid that the attempt might be made at 
my suggestion, he removed the box and locked it up in a 
closet, the key of which, I believe, he left with his banker in 
town. When Cecilia wrote to me an account of what had 
passed, I desired her to find the means of opening the closet, 
that we might gain possession of the box ; and this was easily 
effected, for the key of another closet fitted the lock exactly. 
I then persuaded her to put herself under my protection, with 
the determination that we would marry immediately ; and we 
had so arranged, that the tin box was to have accompanied 
us. You are aware, sir, how unfortunately our plan turned 
out — at least, so far unfortunately, that I lost, as I thought, 
not only Cecilia, but the tin box, containing, as I expect, the 
will of my uncle, of which I am more than ever convinced 
from the great anxiety shown by my uncle Henry to recover 
it. Since the loss, he has been in a state of agitation which 
, has worn him to a shadow. He feels that his only chance 
is, that the waterman employed might have broken open the 
box, expecting to find money in it, and being disappointed, 
have destroyed the papers to avoid detection. If such had 
been the case, and it might have been, had it not fallen into 
such good hands, he then would have obtained his only wish, 
that of the destruction of the will, although not by his own 
hands. Now, sir, I have given you a full and honest account 
of the affair, and leave you to decide how to act.’ 

‘If you leave me to decide, I shall do it very quickly,’ 
replied Mr. Turnbull ‘ A box has fallen into my hands, and 
I do not know who is the owner. I shall open it, and take a 
list of the deeds it contains, and advertise them in the Times 
and other newspapers. If your dead uncle’s will is in it, it 
will of course be advertised with the others, and after such 
publicity, your uncle Henry will not venture, I presume, to 
say a word, but be too glad not to be exposed.’ 

Mr. Turnbull ordered a locksmith to be summoned, and 
the tin box was opened* It contained the document of the 
uncle’s purchase of the patent place in the courts, and some 
other papers, but it also contained the parchment so much 
looked after — ^the last will and testament of James Wharncliffe, 
Esq., dated two months previous to his quitting England. ‘ I 
think/ observed Mr. Turnbull, ‘that in case of accident, it 
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may be as well that this will should be read before witnesses. 
You observe, it is witnessed by Henry Wharncliffe, with two 
others. Let us take down their name.s.* 

The will was read by young Wharncliffe, at the request of 
Mr. Turnbull. Strange to say, the deceased bequeathed th^ 
whole of his property to his nephew, William Wharncliffe, and 
his niece, Cecilia, provided they married ; if they did not, they 
were left ;^20,ooo each, and the remainder of the fortune to go 
to the first male child born after the marriage of either niece 
or nephew. To his brother, the sum of 0,000 was be- 
queathed, with a liberal arrangement, to be paid out of the 
estate, as long as his niece lived with him. The will was 
read, and returned to Mr, Turnbull, who shook hands with 
Mr. Wharncliffe, and congratulated him. 

* I am so much indebted to you, sir, that I can hardly 
express my gratitude, but I am still more indebted to this 
intelligent lad, Faithful. You must no longer be a waterman, 
Faithful,* and Mr. Wharncliffe shook my hand. I made no 
answer to the latter observation, for Mr. Turnbull had fbced 
his eye upon me : I merely said that I was very happy to 
have been of use to him, 

^You may truly say, Mr. Wharncliffe,* observed Mr. 
Turnbull, ^that your future prosperity will be through his 
means ; and, as it appears by the will that you have £gooo 
per annum safe in the funds, I think you ought to give a prize 
wherry, to be rowed for every year.* 

* And I will take that,* replied I, * for a receipt in full for 
my share in the transaction.* 

‘And now,* said Mr. Turnbull, interrupting Mr. Wharncliffe, 
who was about to answer me, ‘ it appears to me that it may be 
as well to avoid any exposure — the c^e is too clear. Call 
upon your uncle — state in whose hands the documents are^ 
teE him that he must submit to your terms, which are, that he 
proves the will, and permits the marriage to take place 
immediately, and that no more will be said on the subject. 
He, as a lawyer, knows how severely and disgracefully he 
might be punished for what he has done, and will be too 
happy now to accede to your terms. In the meantime I fce^ 
possession of the lepers, for the will shall never leave my ^ 
Imds, until it is lo%ed in Doctors* Commons.* 

Mr! Wharncliffe could not but approve of this judidot^ 

326 


JACOB FAITHFUL 

arrangement, and we separated ; and, not to interfere with my 
narrative, I may as well tell the reader at once, that Mr. 
WharncliWs uncle bowed to circumstances, pretended to 
rejoice at the discovery of the will, never mentioned the loss 
of his tin box, put the hand of Cecilia into that of William, 
and they were married one month after the meeting at Mr, 

TurnbulFs, which I have now related. 

The evening was so far advanced before this council of 
war was over, that I was obliged to defer the delivery of the 
cheque to Mr. Drummond until the next day. I left about 
eleven o’clock, and arrived at noon ; when I knocked at the 
door the servant did not know me. 

« What did you want ? ’ 

< I wanted to speak with Mrs. or Miss Drummond, and my 

name is Faithful’ ^ 

He desired me to sit down in the hall, while he went up ; 

‘and wipe your shoes, my lad.’ I cannot say that I was 
pleased at this command, as I may call it, but he returned, 
desiring me to walk up, and I followed him. 

I found Sarah alone in the drawing-room. 

‘Jacob, I’m so glad to see you, and I’m sorry that you 
were made to wait below, but if people who can be other- 

wise, will be watermen, it is not our fault. The servants only 

judge by appearances.’ ^ , 

I felt annoyed for a moment, but it was soon over. 1 sat 

down by Sarah, and talked with her for some time. 

‘ The present I had to make you was a purse of my own knit- 
ting, to put your — earnings in,’ said she, laughing ; and then 
she held up her finger in mockery, crying, < Boat, sir ; boat, sir. 
Well, Jacob, there’s nothing like independence, after all, and 

you must not mind my laughing at you.’ ^ ^ 

I do not heed it, Sarah,’ replied I (but I did mind it very 

much) ; ‘there is no disgrace.’ . • . t 

‘ None whatever, I grant ; but a want of ambition whicn i 

cannot understand. However, let us say no more about 
it.’ 

Mrs. Drummond came into the room, and greeted me 
Mndly. ‘When can you come and <hne with us, Jacob ? 

Win you come on Wednesday ? ’ . 

‘O mamma! he can’t come on Wednesday; we have 

company on that day.’ 
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‘ So we have, my dear, I had forgotten it ; but on Thursday 
we are quite alone : will you come on Thursday, Jacob 

I hesitated, for I felt that it was because I was a waterman 
that I was not admitted to the table where I had been 
accustomed to dine at one time, whoever might be invited. 

‘Yes, Jacob,' said Sarah, coming to me, ‘it must be 
Thursday, and you must not deny us ; for although we have 
greater people on Wednesday, the party that day will not be 
so agreeable to me as your company on Thursday.^ 

The last compliment from Sarah decided me, and I accepted 
the invitation. Mr. Drummond came in, and I delivered to 
him Mr. Turnbull’s cheque. He was very kind, but said little 
further than that he was glad that I had promised to dine with 
them on Thursday. The footman came in and announced the 
carriage at the door, and this was a signal for me to take my 
leave. Sarah, as she shook hands with me, laughing, asserted 
that it was not considerate in them to detain me any longer, 
as I must have lost half a dozen good fares already ; ‘ So go 
down to your boat, pull off your jacket, and make up for lost 
time,' continued she ; ‘ one of these days, mamma and I intend 
to go on the water, just to patronise you.' I laughed, and 
went away, but I was cruelly mortified. I could not be equal 
to them, because I was a waterman. The sarcasm of Sarah 
was not lost upon me ; still there was so much kindness mixed 
with it that I could not be angry with her. On the Thursday 
I went there, as agreed ; they were quite alone ; friendly and 
attentive ; but still there was a degree of constraint which 
communicated itself to me. After dinner, Mr. Drummond said 
very little ; there was no renewal of offers to take me into his 
employ, nor any inquiry as to how I got on in the profession 
which I had chosen. On the whole, I found myself uncomfort- 
able, and was glad to leave early, nor did I feel at all inclined 
to renew my visit. I ought to remark, that Mr. Drummond 
was now moving in a very different sphere than when I first 
knew him. He was consignee of several large establishments 
abroad, and was making a rapid fortune. His establishment 
was also on a very difierent scale, every department being 
appointed with elegance and conducive to luxury. As I pulled 
up the river, something within my breast told me that the 
Domine’s prophecy would turn out correct, and that I should 
one day repent of my having refused the advances of Mr. 

329 



JACOB FAITHFUL 


Drummond — nay, I did not exactly know whether I did not, 
even at that moment, very much doubt the wisdom of my 
asserting my independence. 

And now, reader, that I may not surfeit you with an un- 
interesting detail, you must allow' nearly two years to pass 
away before I recommence my narrative. The events of that 
time I shall sum up in one or two pages. The Domine con- 
tinued the even tenor of his way— blew his nose and handled 
his rod with as much efTect as ever. I seldom passed a Sunday 
without paying him a visit, and benefiting by his counsel. Mr. 
Turnbull was always kind and considerate, but gradually 
declining in health, having never recovered from the effects of 
his submersion under the ice. Of the Dnimmonds I saw but 
little ; when we did meet, I was kindly received, but I never 
volunteered a call, and it was usually from a message throt^h 
Tom, that I went to pay my resjHJcts. Sarah had grown a 
very beautiful girl, and the well-known fact of Mr. Drummond’s 
wealth, and her being an only daughter, was an introduction 
to a circle much higher than they had been formerly accustomed 
to. Every day, therefore, the disparity increased, and I felt / 
less inclined to make my appearance at their bouse. 

Stapleton, as usual, continued to smoke his pipe and descant ; 
upon human natur. Mary had grown into a splendid woman, 
but coquettish as ever. Poor Tom Beazeky was fairly en*? 
trapped by her charms, and was a constant attendant upon • 
her, l>ut she played him fast and loose— one time encouraging 
and smiling on him, at another rejecting and flouting him. 
Still Tom persevered, for he was fascinated, and having 
returned me the money advanced for his wherry, he expended * 
all his earnings on dressing himself smartly, and making 
presents to her. She had completely grown out of any 
control from me, and appeared to have a pleasure in doing / 
everything she knew I disapproved ; still we were on fair 
flriendly terms as inmates of the s^e house. 

Old Tom Beazeky’s board was up, and he had met 
great success \ and all day he might be seen hammering at 
bottoms of boats of every description, and heard, at the same " - 
time, lightening his labour with his variety of song. I often 
called there on my way up and down the riverv occasioi^^;;y 
ally passed a few hours, listening to his yams, which, like 
songs, appeared to be inexhaustible. 
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With respect to myself, it would be more a narrative of 
feelings than of action. My life glided on as did my wherry — 
silently and rapidly. One day was but the forerunner of 
another, with slight variety of incident and customers. My 
acquaintance, as the reader knows, were but few, and my visits 
occasional. I again turned to my books during the long 
summer evenings, in which Mary would walk out, accompanied 
by Tom, and other admirers ; Mr. TumbulFs library was at 
my service, and I profited much. After a time, reading became 
almost a passion, and I was seldom without a book in my 
hand. But although I improved my mind, I did not render 
myself happier. On the contrary, I felt more and more that I 
had committed an act of egregious folly in thus asserting my 
independence. 1 felt that I was superior to my station in life, 
and that I lived with those who were not companions — that I 
had thrown away, by foolish pride, those prospects of advance- 
ment which had offered themselves, and that I was passing my 
youth unprofitably. All this crowded upon me more and more 
every day, and I bitterly repented, as the Domine told me that 
I should, my spirit of independence — now that it was too late. 
The offers of Mr. Drummond were never renewed, and Mr. 
Turnbull, who had formed the idea that I was still of the same 
opinion, and who, at the same time, in his afflicted state — for 
he was a martyr to the rheumatism — naturally thought more 
of himself and less of others, never again proposed that I 
should quit my employment. I was still too proud to mention 
my wishes, and thus did I continue plying on the river, 
apathetic almost as to gain, and only happy when, in the pages 
of history or among the flowers of poetty, I could dwell upon 
times that were past, or revel in imagination. Thus did read- 
ing, like the snake which is said to contain in its body a remedy 
for the poison of its fangs, become, as it enlarged my mind, a 
source of discontent at my humble situation ; but, at the same 
time, the only solace in my unhappiness, by diverting my 
thoughts from the present Pass, then, nearly two ^ years, 
reader, taking the above remarks as an outline, and filling up 
the picture from the colours of your imagination, with incidents 
of no peculiar value, and I again resume my narrative. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII 

A chapter of losses to all but the reader, though at first Tom works with 
his wit, and receives the full value of his exertions — We make the 
very worst bargain we ever made in our lives— We lose our fare, we 
lose our boat, and we hse our liberty— All loss and no profit—Fare 
very unfair— Two guineas* worth of argument, not worth twopence, 
except on the quarterdeck of a man-of-war, 

‘Jacob/ said Tom to me, pulling his wherry in to the hard 
alongside of mine, in which I was sitting, with one of Mr. 
Turnbull's books in my hand ; ‘ Jacob, do you recollect that 
my time is up to-morrow ? I shall have run off my seven years, 
and when the sun rises, I shall be free of the river. How 
much more have you to serve ? ' 

‘About fifteen months, as near as I can recollect, Tom. 
Boat, sir?^ 

* Yes ; oars, my lad ; be smart, for Pm in a hurry. How's 
tide ? ' 

‘ Down, sir, very soon ; but it's now slack water. Tom, see 
if you can find Stapleton.' 

‘Pooh! never mind him, Jacob, I'll go with you. I say, 
Jones, tell old ^^kuman miur^^ to look after my boat,' con- 
tinued Tom, addressing a waterman of our acquaintance. 

‘ I thought you had come up to see said I to Tom, as 
we shoved off, 

* See hir at Jericho first,' replied Tom ; ‘ she's worse than 
a dog vane/ 

‘ What, are you iwo again ? * 

‘ Two indeed— it's all two— we are two fools. She is too 
fanciful, I am too fond ; she behaves too ill, and I put up with 
too much. However, it's all 

‘ I thought it was all two just now, Tom,' 

‘ But two may be made one, Jacob, you know.' 

‘ Yes, by the parson ; but you are no parson.' 

‘ Anyhow,^ I'm something like one just now,' replied Tom, 
who was pulling the foremt^t oar ; ‘for you are a good clerk, 
and I am sitting bdhind you/ 

‘ Thaf s not so 1^' observed the gentleman in the stem 
sheets, whom we had forgotten in our coUoquy. 
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‘A waterman would make but a bad parson, sir,’ replied 
Tom. 

< Why so ? ’ 

‘ He’s not likely to practise as he preaches.’ 

‘ Again, why so ? ’ 

‘ Because all his life he looks one way and pulls another.’ 

< Very good— very good indeed.’ 

‘ Nay, sir, good in practice, but still not good in deed — 
there’s a puzzle.’ 

^ A puzzle, indeed, to find such a regular chain of repartee 
in a wherry.’ 

< Well, sir, if Pm a regular chain to-day, I shall be like an 
irregular watch to-morrow.’ 

‘ Why so, my lad ? ’ 

‘ Because I shall be out of my timei 

‘Take that, my lad,’ said the gentleman, tossing half a 
crown to Tom. 

‘ Thanky, sir ; when we meet again may you have no more 
wit than you have now.’ 

‘ How do you mean ? 

‘ Not wit enough to keep your money, sir — that’s all.’ 

‘ I presume you think that I have not got much.’ 

‘ Which, sir, wit or money ? ’ 

‘ Wit, my lad.’ 

‘ Nay, sir, I think you have both : the first you purchased 
just now ; and you would hardly have bought it, if you had 

not money to spare,’ 

‘ But I mean wit of my own.’ 

‘ No man has wit of his own ; if he borrows it, it’s not his 
own ; if he has it in himself, it’s mother wit, so it’s not his.’ 

We pulled in to the stairs near London Bridge, and the 
gentleman paid me his fare. ‘ Good-bye, my lad,’ said he to 
Tom. 

< Fare you well, for well you’ve paid your fare,’ replied Tom, 
holding out his arm to assist him out of the boat. ‘Well, 
Jacob, I’ve made more by my head than by _ my hands this 
morning. I wonder, in the long run, which gains most in the 

world.’ 

‘ Head, Tom, depend upon it ; but they work best together.’ 

Here we were interrupted— ‘ I say, you waterman, have 
you a mind for a good &re ? ’ cried a dark-looking, not over 
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clean, squarebuilt, short young man, standing on the ton nf n,* 
flight of steps. ^ 

* Where to, sir ? ' 

‘ Gravesend, my jokers, if you a’n’t afraid of salt water.’ 

‘ That’s a long way, sir,’ replied Tom ; ‘ and for salt Mmer 
we must have salt to our porridge.’ ’ 

‘So you shall, my lads, and a glass of grog into the 
bargain.’ 

‘ Yes ; but the bargain a’n’t made yet, sir. Jacob, will you 
go ? ’ ' 

‘ Yesi, but not under a guinea.’ 

‘Not under two guinea.s,’ replied Tom, aside. ‘Are you 
in a great hurry, sir ? ’ continued he, addressing the young man. 

‘ Yes, in a devil of a hurry ; I shall lose my ship. What 
will you take me for ? ’ 

‘ Two guineas, sir.’ 

‘ Very well. Just come up to the public-house here, and 
put in my traps.’ 

We brought down his luggage, put it into the wherry, aM ' 
started down the river with the tide. Our fare was very, 
communicative, and we found out that he was master’s n«>»i 
of the Immortality, forty-gun frigate, lying oflf Gravesend, 
which was to drop down the next morning and wait for saiUng 
orders at the Downs. We carried the tide with us, and in 
the afternoon were close to the frigate, whose blue ensign 
waved proudly over the taffrail. There was a considerable sea , ' 
arising from the wind meeting the tide, and before we arrived 
close to her, we had shipped a great deal of water ; and when 
we were alongside, the wherry, with the chest in her bows, ' 
pitched so heavily, that we were afraid of being swanEtpedL . 
Just as a rope had been made fest to the chest, and they were ' 
weighing it out of the wherry, the ship’s launch with water 
came alongside, and, whether from accident or wilfully I kao^, 
not, although I suspect the latter, the midshipman who steered , 
her, shot her against the wherry, which was crushed in, wyt ‘ 
immediately filled, leatdng Tom and me in tihe water, and in 
ctoger of being jammed to death ^ween the launch and ae , ' 
side of the frigate. The seam^a in the boat, however, ; 

her off with their oara, smd hauled us in, while our whenty ■ 

sank with her gannal even wiffr tihe wsuwr's edge, mS. flogt^ ' 
away astern. 
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As soon as we had shaken ourselves a little, we went up 
the side, and asked one of the officers to send a boat to pick 
up our wherry, 

‘ Speak to the first lieutenant-— there he is,' was the reply, 

I went up to the person pointed out to me ; ‘If you please, 
sir — — ' 

‘ What the devil do you want ? ' 

‘ A boat, sir, to—* 

^ A boat 1 the devil you do I ' 

' To pick up our wherry, sir,* interrupted Tom. 

* Pick it up yourself,* said the first lieutenant, passing us, 
and hailing the men aloft ‘ Maintop there, hook on your 
stays. Be smart. Lower away the yards. Marines and after- 
guard, clear launch. Boatswain*s mate I ' 

* Here, sir.* ; 

‘ Pipe marines and after-guard to clear launch.* i 

<Ay, ay, sir.* 

‘But we shall lose our boat, Jacob,* said Tom to me. 

*■ They stove it in, and they ought to pick it up.* Tom then 
went up to the master's mate, whom we had brought on board, 
and explained our difficulty. 

‘Upon my soul, I daPn*t say a word. Pm in a scrape for 
breaking my leave. Why the devil didn't you take care of 
your wherry, and haul ahead when you saw the launch 
coming ? * 

‘ How could we, when the chest was hoisting out ? * 

‘Very true. Well, I am very sorry for you, but I must 
look after my chest,* So saying, he disappeared down the 
gangway ladder. 

‘ PU try it again anyhow,* said Tom, going up to the first 
lieutensmt. ‘ Hard case to lose our bmt and our bread, 
said Tom, touching his hat 

The first lieutenant, now that the marines and after-guard 
were at a regular stamp and go, had, unfortunately, more 
leisure to attend to us. He looked at us earnestly, and walked 
aft to see if the wherry was yet in sight At that moment up 
came the master's mate, who had not yet reported himself to 
the first lieutenant 

‘ Tom,* said I, ‘ there is a wherry close to, let us get into it, 
and go ^er our boat oumlves.* 

‘ Wait one to see if they will help us*— and get 
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our money, at all events,^ replied Tom : and we both walked 
aft. 

‘ Come on board, sir,' said the master's mate, touching his 
hat with humility. 

‘ You've broke your leave, sir,' replied the first lieutenant, 

‘ and now Fve to send a boat to pick up the wherry through 
your carelessness.' 

^ If you please, they are two very fine young men,’ observed 
the mate. ‘ Make capital foretopmen. Boat’s not worth 
sending for, sir.’ 

This hint, given by the mate to the first lieutenant, to 
regain his favour, was not lost. ‘ Who are you, my lads ? ’ 
said the first lieutenant to us. 

^Watermen, sir.’ 

‘ Watermen, heh ! was that your own boat ? ' 

‘No, sir,' replied I ; ‘it belonged to the man that I serve 
with.' 

‘ Oh I not your own boat ? Are you an apprentice, then ? ' 

‘ Yes, sir, both apprentices.' 

‘ Show me your indentures.' 

‘ We don’t carry them about with us.' 

‘ Then how am I to know that you are apprentices ? ’ 

‘ We can prove it, sir, if you wish it.' 

‘ I do wish it ; at all events, the captain will wish it.’ 

‘ Will you please to send for the boat, sir ? she’s almost 
out of sight.' 

‘ Nd, my lads ; I can't find king’s boats for such service.’ 

‘Then we had better go ourselves, Tom,' said I, and we 
went forward to call the waterman, who was lying on his oars 
close to the frigate. 

«Stop — stop — not so fast. Where are you going, my 
lads ? ' 

‘ To pick up our boat, sir. ' 

‘ Without my leave, heh ! ' 

‘ We don't belong to the frigate, sir.' 

‘ No ; but I think it very likely that you will, for you have 
no protections.' 

‘ We can send for them, and have them down by to-morrow 
morning.' 

‘Well, you may do so, if you please, my lads; but you 
cannot expect me to believe everything that is told me. Now, 
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for instance, how long have you to serve, my lad ? ^ said he, 
addressing Tom, 

* My time is up to-morrow, sirJ 

' Up to-morrow. Why, then, I shall detain you until to- 
morrow, and then I shall press you,^ 

‘ If you detain me now, sir, I am pressed to-day,^ 

‘ Oh no ! you are only detained until you prove your 
apprenticeship, that^s all' 

‘ Nay, sir, I certainly am pressed during my apprenticeship/ 
‘Not at all, and I’ll prove it to you. You don’t belong to 
the ship until you are victualled on her books. Now I shan’t 
victual you to-day, and therefore you won’t be pnssid? 

‘ I shall be pressed with hunger, at all events,’ replied Tom, 
who never could lose a joke. 

‘ No, you shan’t ; for I’ll send you both a good dinner out 
of the gun-room. So you won’t be pressed at all,’ replied the 
lieutenant, laughing at Tom’s reply. 

‘ You will allow me to go, sir, at all events,’ replied I ; for 
I knew that the only chance of getting Tom and myself clear 
was my hastening to Mr. Drummond for assistance. 

‘ Pooh 1 nonsense ; you must both row in the same boat as 
you have done. The fact is, my lads, I’ve taken a great fancy 
to you both, and I can’t make up my mind to part with you.’ 

‘ It’s hard to lose our bread this way/ replied L 
‘ We will find you bread, and hard enough you will find 
it,’ replied the lieutenant, laughing ; * it’s like a flint’ 

‘ So we ask for bread, and you give us a stone,’ said Tom ; 

‘ that’s ’gainst Scripture. 

‘ Very true, my lad ; but the fact is, all the scriptures in 
the world won’t man the frigate. Men we must have, and 
get them how we can, and where we can, and when we can. 
Necessity has no law ; at least it obliges us to break through 
'all laws. After all, there’s no great hardship in serving the 
king for a year or two, and filling your pockets with prize- 
money. Suppose you volunteer ? ’ 

‘Will you allow us to go on shore for half an hour to think 
about it ? ’ replied I. 

‘No; I’m aftaid of the crimps dissuading you. But I’ll 
give you till to-morrow morning, and &en I be sure of 
one, at aU events/ 

‘ Thanky for me,’ replied Tom. 
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‘You’re very welcome/ replied the first lieutenant, as, 
laughing at us, he went down the companion-ladder to his 
dinner. 

‘Well, Jacob, we are in for it,’ said Tom, as soon as we 
were alone. ‘ Depend upon it, there’s no mistake this 
time.’ 

‘ I am afraid not,’ replied I, ‘ unless we can get a letter to 
your father, or Mr. Drummond, who, I am sure, would help 
us. But that dirty fellow, who gave the lieutenant the hint, 
said the frigate sailed to-morrow morning-; there he is, let us 
speak to him.’ 

‘ When does the frigate sail ? ’ said Tom to the master’s 
mate, who was walking the deck. 

‘ My good fellow, it’s not the custom on board of a man- 
of-war for men to ask officers to answer such impertinent 
questions. It’s quite sufficient for you to know that when the 
frigate sails, you will have the honour of sailing in her.’ 

‘Well, sir,’ replied I, nettled at his answer, ‘at all events 
you will have the goodness to pay us our fare. We have lost 
our wherry, and our liberty, perhaps, through you ; we may as 
well have our two guineas.’ 

‘ Two guineas I It’s two guineas you want, heh ? ’ 

‘ Yes, sir, that was the fare agreed upon.’ 

‘ Why, you must observe, my men,’ said the master’s mate, 
hooking a thumb into each armhole of his waistcoat, ‘there 
must be a little explanation as to that affair. I promised you 
two guineas as watermen ; but now that you belong to a man- 
of-war, you are no longer watermen. I always pay my debts 
honourably when I can find the lawful creditors ; but where 
are the watermen ? ’ 

‘ Here we are, sir.’ 

‘No, my lads, you are men-of- war’s men now, and that 
quite alters the case.’ 

‘ But we are not so yet, sir ; even if it did alter the case, 
we are not pressed yet.’ 

‘ Well, then, you will be to-morrow, perhaps ; at all events 
we shall see. If you are allowed to go on shore again, I owe 
you two guineas as watermen ; and if you are detained as 
men-of-war’s men, why then you will only have done your duty 
in pulling down one* of your of&cers. You see, my lads, I say 
nothing but whatfs fair.’ 
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‘Well, sir, but when you hired us we were watermen,* 
replied Tom. 

‘ Very true, so you were ; but recollect the two guineas 
were not due until you had completed your task, which was 
not until you came on board. When you came on board you 
were pressed, and became men-of- war’s men. You should 
have asked for your fare before the first lieutenant got hold of 
you. Don’t you perceive the justice of my remarks ?’ 

‘Can’t say I do, sir; but I i>erceive there is very little 
chance of our being paid,* said Tom, 

‘You are a lad of discrimination,* replied the master’s 
mate : ‘ and now I advise you to drop the subject, or you may 
induce me to pay you “ man-of-war fashion.” * 

‘ How’s that, sir ? * 

‘Over the face and eyes, as the cat paid the monkey,* 
replied the masters mate, walking leisurely away. 

‘No go, Tom,* said I, smiling at the absurdity of the 
arguments. 

‘ I’m afraid it’s no go in every way, Jacob. However, I 
don’t care much about it. I have had a little hankering after 
seeing the world, and perhaps now’s as well as any other time ; 
but I’m sorry for you, Jacob.’ 

‘ It’s all my own fault,’ replied I ; and I fell into one of 
those reveries so often indulged in of late, as to the folly of my 
conduct in asserting my independence, which had now ended 
in my losing my liberty. But we were cold from the ducking 
we had received, and moreover very hungry. The first 
lieutenant did not forget his promise : ha sent us up a good 
dinner, and a glass of grog each, which we discussed under 
the half-deck between two of the guns. We had some money 
in our pockets, and we purchased some sheets of paper from 
the bumboat people, who were on the main-deck supplying the 
seamen; and I wrote to Mr. Drummond and Mr. Turnbull, 
as well as to Mary and old Tom, requesting the two latter to 
forward our clothes to Deal, in case of our being detained. 
Tom also wrote to comfort his mother, and the greatest 
comfort which he could give was, as he said!, to promise to ke^ 
sober. Having intrusted these letters to the bumboat woman, 
who promised feithftiEy to put them into the post-office we 
had then nothing else to do but to look emt for some place to 
sleep. Our clofti^ had dried on us, and we were 
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under the half-deck ; but not a soul spoke to, or even took the 
least notice of us. In a newly-manned ship just ready to sail, 
there is a universal feeling of selfishness prevailing among the 
ship^s company. Some, if not most, had, like us, been pressed, 
and their thoughts were occupied with their situation, and the 
change in their prospects. Others were busy making their 
little arrangements with their wives or relations ; while the 
mass of the seamen, not yet organised by discipline, or known 
to each other, were in a state of disunion and individuality, 
which naturally induced every man to look after himself 
without caring for his neighbour. We therefore could not 
expect, nor did we receive, any sympathy ; we were in a scene 
of bustle and noise, yet alone. A spare topsail, which had 
been stowed for the present between two of the guns, was the 
best accommodation which offered itself. We took possession 
of it, and, tired with exertion of mind and body, were soon fast 
asleep. 


CHAPTER XXXVIII 

There are many ups and downs in this world — We find ourselves in the 
Downs — Our captain comes on board, and gives us a short sermon 
upon antipathies, which most of us never heard the like of — He sets 
us all upon the go, with his stop watch, and never calls the watch, 
until the watch is satisfied with all hands. 

At daylight the next morning, we were awakened with a start 
by the shrill whistles of the boatswain and his mates piping all 
hands to unmoor. The pilot was on board, and the wind was 
fair. As the frigate had no anchor down, but was hanging to 
the moorings in the river, we had nothing to do but to cast 
off, sheet home, and in less than half an hour we were under 
all sail, stemming the last quarter of the flood tide. Tom and 
I had remained on the gangway, watching the proceedings, 
but not assisting, when, the ship being fairly under sail, the 
order was given by the first lieutenant to coil down the ropes. 

‘ I think, Jacob, we may as well help,’ said Tom, laying 
hold of the main tack, which was passed aft, and hauling it 
forward. 
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*WitIi all my heart,’ replied I, and I hauled it forward, 
while he coiled it away. 

While we were thus employed the first lieutenant walked 
forward and recognised us. *Thafs what I like, my lads,' 
said he ; ‘ you don’t sulk, I see, and I shan’t forget it.’ 

‘ I hope you won’t forget that we are apprentices, sir, and 
allow us to go on shore,’ replied 1. 

‘ Fve a shocking bad memory in some things,’ was his 
reply, as he continued forward to the forecastle. He did not, 
however, forget to victual us that day, and insert our names 
in pencil upon the ship’s books ; but we were not put into any 
mess, or stationed. 

We anchored in the Downs on the following morning. It 
came on to blow hard in the afternoon, and there was no 
communication with the shore, except by signals, until the 
third day, when it moderated, and the signal was made, 
< Prepare to weigh, and send boat for captain.’ In the mean- 
time, several boats came off, and one had a postman on board. 
I had letters from Mr. Drummond and Mr. Turnbull, telling 
me that they would immediately apply to the Admiralty for 
our being liberated, and one from Mary, half of which was for 
me, and the rest to Tom. Stapleton had taken Tom’s wherry 
and pulled down to old Tom Beazeley, with my clothes, which, 
with young Tom’s, had been despatched to Deal. Tom had a 
letter from his mother, half indited by his father, and the rest 
from herself; but I shall not trouble the reader with the 
contents, as he may imagine what was likely to be said upon 
such an occasion. 

Shortly afterwards our clothes, which had been sent to the 
care of an old shipmate of Tom’s father, were brought on 
board, and we hardly had received them, when the signal man 
reported that the captain was coming off. There were so 
many of the men in the frigate who had never seen the 
captain, that no little anxiety was shown by the ship’s company 
to ascertain how far, by the * mi Ms that is, his outward 
appearance, they might draw conclusions as to what they 
might expect from one who had such unlimited power to make 
them happy or miserable. I was looking out of the main-deck 
port with Tom, when the gig pulled alongside, and was about 
to scrutinise the outward and visiMe signs of the captain, 
when I was attracted by the face of a JIautenant sitting by his 
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side, whom I immediately recognised. It was Mr. Wilson, 
the officer who had spun the oar and sunk the wherry, from 
which, as the reader may remember, I rescued my friends, the 
senior and junior clerk. I was overjoyed at this, as I hoped 
that he would interest himself in our favour. The pipe of the 
boatswain re-echoed as the captain ascended the side. He 
appeared on the quarterdeck — every hat descending to do him 
honour; the marines presented arms, and the marine officer 
at their head lowered the point of his, sword. In return, the 
omnipotent personage, taking his cocked hat with two fingers 
and a thumb, by the highest peak, lifted it one inch off his 
head, and replaced it, desiring the marine officer to dismiss 
the guard. I had now an opportunity, as he paced to and fro 
with the first lieutenant, to examine his appearance. He was 
a tall, very large-boned, gaunt man, with an enormous breadth 
of shoulders, displaying Herculean strength (and this we 
found he eminently possessed). His face was of a size 
corresponding to his large frame ; his features were harsh, his 
eye piercing, but his nose, although bold, was handsome, and 
his capacious mouth was furnished with the most splendid row 
of large teeth that I ever beheld The character of his 
countenance was determination rather than severity. When 
he smiled, the expression was agreeable. His gestures and 
his language were emphatic, and the planks trembled with his 

elephantine walk. 

He had been on board about ten minutes, when he desired 
the first lieutenant to turn the hands up, and all the men were 
ordered on the larboard side of the quarterdeck. As soon as 
they were all gathered together, looking with as much awe on 
the captain as a flock of sheep at a strange, mischief-meaning 
dog, he thus addressed them: ‘My lads, as it so happens 
that we are all to trust to the same planks, it may be just as 
well that we should understand one another, I like to see 
my officers attentive to their duty, and behave themselves 
as gentlemen* I like to see my men well disciplined, actiye, 
and sober. What I Uke^ I wll hG>ve — you understand me. 

* Now,' continued he, putting on a stem look — ‘ now just look 
in my face, and see if you think you can play with me.' The 
men looked in his face, and saw that there was no chance of 
playing with him ; and so they expressed by their countenances. 
The captain appeared satisfied by their mute acknowledgments, 
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and to encourage them, smiled, and showed his white teeth, as 
he desired the first lieutenant to pipe down. 

As soon as this scene was over, I walked up to Mr. Wilson 
the lieutenant, who was standing aft, and accosted him. 

* Perhaps, sir, you do not recollect me ; but we met one night 
when you were sinking in a wherr)% and you asked my name.^ 

< And I recollect it, my lad ; it was P'aithful, was it not 
‘Yes, sir^; and I then entered into an explanation of our 
circumstances, and requested his advice and assistance. 

He shook his head. ‘ Our captain,* said he, ‘ is a very 
strange person. He has commanding interest, and will do 
more in defiance of the rules of the Admiralty, than any one in 
the service. If an Admiralty order came down to discharge 
you he would obey it ; but as for regulations, he cares very 
little for them. Besides, we sail in an hour. However, I 
will speak to him, although I shall probably get a rap on the 
knuckles, as it is the business of the first lieutenant, and not ' 
mine.* 

‘ But, sir, if you requested the first lieutenant to speak?* 

‘ If I did, he would not, in all probability ; men are too 
valuable, and the first lieutenant knows that the captain would 
not like to discharge you. He will therefore say nothing until 
it is too late, and then throw all the blame upon himself for 
forgetting it. Our captain has such interest, that his re- 
commendation would give a commander's rank to-morrow, and 
we must all take care of ourselves. However, I will try, 
although I can give you very little hopes.' 

Mr. Wilson went up to the captain, who was still walking 
with the first lieutenant, and touching his hat, introduced the 
subject, stating, as an apology, that he was acquainted with 
me. 

‘ Oh, if the man is an acquaintance of yours, Mr, Wils<^ 
we certainly must decide,' replied the captain with mock 
politeness. ‘ Where is he ?' I advanced, and Tom followed 
mp. We stated our case. ‘ I alwa)^ like to put people out 
of suspense,' said the captain, ‘ because it unsettles a man-— ^o 
now hear me ; if I happened to press one of the blood roya^ 
and the king, and the queen, and aH the little princesses were 
to go down on their knees, I'd keep him, without an Admiralty 
order for his discharge. Now, my lads, do you perceive your - 
dtoce?' Then turning away to Mr. Wilson, he said, ‘You, 
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will oblige me by stating upon what grounds you ventured to 
interfere in behalf of these men, and I trust your explanation 
will be satisfactory. Mr. Knight,^ continued he, to the first 
lieutenant, ‘send these men down below, watch, and station 
them.' 

We went below by the gangway ladder, and watched the 
conference between the captain and Mr. Wilson, who we were 
afraid had done himself no good by trying to assist us. But 
when it was over, the captain appeared pleased, and Mr. 
Wilson walked away with a satisfied air. As I afterwards 
discovered, it did me no little good. The hands were piped to 
dinner, and after dinner we weighed and made sail, and thus 
were Tom and I fairly, or rather unfairly, embarked in his 
Majesty's service. 

‘ Well, Tom,' said I, ‘ it’s no use crying. What’s done 
can’t be helped ; here we are, now let us do all we can to 
make friends.' 

‘ That’s just my opinion, Jacob. Hang care, it killed the 
cat ; I shall make the best of it, and I don't see why we may 
not be as happy here as anywhere else. Father says we may, if 
we do our duty, and I don't mean to shirk mine. The more 
the merrier, they say, and I’ll be hanged but there’s enough of 
us here.' 

I hardly need say, that for the first three or four days we 
were not very comfortable : we had been put into the seventh 
mess, and were stationed in the foretop ; for although we had 
not been regularly bred up as seamen, the first lieutenant so 
decided, saying that he was sure that, in a few weeks, there 
would be no smarter men in the ship. 

We were soon clear of the Channel, and all hands were 
anxious to know our destination, which, in this almost solitary 
instance, had really been kept a secret, although surmises 
were correct. There is one point, which by the present 
arrangements invariably makes known whether a ship is ‘ fitting 
foreign,' or for home service, which is, by the stores and 
provisions ordered on board ; and these stores are so arranged, 
according to the station to which the vessel is bound, that it is 
generally pretty well known what her destination is to be. 
This is badj and at the same time easily remedied ; for if 
every ship, whether for home service or foreign, was ordered 
to fit foreign, no one would be able to ascertain where she was 
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about to proceed. With a very little trouble strict secrecy 
might be preserved, now that the Navy Board is abolished ; 
but during its existence that was impossible. The Immorialiti 
was a very fast sailing vessel, and when the captain (whose 
name I have forgotten to mention, it was Hector Maclean) 
opened his sealed orders, we found that we were to cruise for 
two months between the Western Isles and Madeira, in quest 
of some privateers, which had captured many of our outward- 
bound West Indiamen, notwithstanding that they were well 
protected by convoy, and, after that period, to join the admiral 
at Halifax, and relieve a frigate which had been many years on 
that station. In a week we were on our station, the weather 
was fine, and the whole of the day was passed in training the 
men to the guns, small arms, making and shortening sail, 
reefing topsails, and manoeuvring the ship. The captain 
would never give up his point, and sometimes we were obliged 
to make or shorten sail twenty times running until he was 
satisfied. 

‘ My lads,^ he would say to the ship*s company, sending for 
them aft, * you have done this pretty well, you have only been 
two minutes ; not bad for a new ship’s company, but I likt it 
done in a minute and a half. We’ll try again.’ And sure 
enough it was try again, until in the minute and a half it was 
accomplished. Then the captain would say, * I knew you 
could do it, and having once done it, my lads, of course you 
can do it again.’ 

Tom and I adhered to our good resolutions. We were as 
active and as forward as we could be ; and Mr. Knight, the 
first lieutenant, pointed us out to the captain. As soon as the 
merits of the difterent men were ascertained, several alterations 
were made in the watch and station bills, as well as in the 
ratings on the ship’s books, and Tom and I were made second 
captains, larboard and starboard, of the foretop. This was 
great promotion for so young hands, especially as we were not 
^bred as regular sailors; but it was for the activity and seal 
which we displayed. Tom was a great fevourite among the 
men, always joking, and ready for any lark or nonsense; 
moreover he used to mimic the captain, which few others dared 
do. He certainly seldom ventured to do it below ; it was 
generally in the foretop, where he used to explain to the men 
wlxat he liked. One day we both ventured but it was on an 
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occasion which excused it. Tom and I were aft, sitting in the 
jolly boat astern, fitting some of her gear, for we belonged to 
the boat at that time, although we were afterwards shifted into 
the cutter. The frigate was going about four knots through 
the water, and the sea was pretty smooth. One of the marines 
fell overboard, out of the forechains. ^ Man overboard,' was 
cried out immediately, and the men were busy clearing away 
the starboard cutter, with all the expedition requisite on such 
an occasion. The captain was standing aft on the signal 
chest, when the marine passed astern ; the poor fellow could 
not swim, and Tom turning to me said, ‘Jacob, I should like 
to save that Jolly,' and immediately dashed overboard. 

‘ And I should like to help you, Tom,’ cried I, and followed 
him. 

The captain was close to us, and heard us both. Between 
us, we easily held up the marine, and the boat had us all on 
board in less than a minute. When we came up the side, the 
captain was at the gangway. He showed his white teeth, and 
shook the telescope in his hand at us. ‘ I heard you both ; 
and I should like to have a good many more impudent fellows 
like you.’ 

We continued our cruise, looking sharp out for the privateers, 
but without success : we then touched at Madeira for intelli- 
gence, and were informed that they had been seen more to 
the southward. The frigate’s head was turned in that direction 
until we were abreast of the Canary Isles, and then we 
traversed east and west, north or south, just as the wind and 
weather, or the captain’s Uke^ thought proper. We had now 
cruised seven weeks out of our time without success, and the 
captain promised five guineas to the man who should discover 
the objects of our search. Often did Tom and I climb to the 
mast-head and scan the horizon, and so did many others : but 
those who were stationed at the look-out were equally on the 
alert. The ship’s company were now in a very fair state^ of 
discipline, owing to the incessant practice, and eveiT evening 
the hands were turned up to skylark, that is, to play and amuse 
themselves. There was one amusement which was the occasion 
of a great deal of mirth, and it was a favourite one of the cap- 
tain’s, as it made the men smart. It is called ‘Follow my 
leader.’ One of the men leads, and all who choose, follow him : 
sometimes forty or fifty will join. Whatever the l^dey does, 
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the rest must do also ; wherever he goes, they must follow. 
Tom, who was always the foremost for fun, was one day the 
leader, and after having scampered up the rigging, laid out on 
the yards, climbed in by the lifts, crossed from mast to mast by 
the stays, slid down by the backstays, blacked his face in the 
funnel, in all which motions he was followed by about thirty 
others, hallooing and laughing, while the officers and other men 
were looking on and admiring their agility, a novel idea came 
into Tom’s head ; it was then about seven o’clock in the evening, 
the ship was lying becalmed ; Tom again sprung up the rigging, 
laid out to the main yard-arm, followed by me and the rest, and 
as soon as he was at the boom iron, he sprung up, holding 
by the lift, and crying out, ‘Follow my leader/ leaped from 
the yard-arm into the sea. I was second, and crying out, 

‘ Follow my leader ’ to the rest, I followed him, and the others, 
whether they could swim or not, did the same, it being a point 
of honour not to refuse. 

The captain was just coming up the ladder, when he saw, 
as he imagined, a man tumble overix>ard, which was Tom in 
his descent ; but how much more was he astonished at seeing 
twenty or thirty more tumbling off by twos or threes, until it 
appeared that half the ship’s company were overboard. He 
thought that they were possessed with devils, like the herd of 
swine in the Scriptures. Some of the men who could not 
swim, but were too proud to refuse to follow, were nearly 
drowned. As it was, the first lieutenant was obliged to lower 
the cutter to pick them up, and they were all brought on 
board. 

‘ Confound that fellow I ’ said the captain to the first 
lieutenant, ‘ he is always at the head of all mischief. Follow 
my leader, indeed I Send Tom Beazeley here.’ We all 
thought that Tom was about to catch it. ‘ Hark ye, my lad,’ 
said the captain, ‘ a joke’s a joke, but everybody can’t swim as 
well as you. I can’t afford to lose any of my men by your 
pranks, so don’t try that again — I don’t iiJts it.’ 

Every one thought that Tom got off very cheaply ; but he 
was a favourite with the captain, although that never appeared 
but indirectly. ‘Beg pardon, sir,’ replied Tom, with great 
apparent humility, ‘ but they were all so dirty — they blacked 
themselves at the funnel, and I thought a littie washing would 
not do them any harmu’ 
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‘Be off, sir, and recollect wBat I have said,^ replied the 
captain, turning away, and showing his white teeth. 

I heard the first lieutenant say to the captain, * He’s worth 
any ten men in the ship, sir. He keeps them all alive and 
merry, and sets such a good example/ 


CHAPTER XXXIX 

* To be, or not to be/ that is the qumlon^S^iinUrs on board of a man- 
of-war, very different from spHftkrs in the finger on shore— -Tom 
prevents this narrative from !)eing wound up by my going down— I 
receive a lawyer’s letter, and instead of being annoyed, am delighted 
with it. 

In the meantime Tom had gone up to the fore-royal yard, and 
was looking round for the five guineas, and just as the conver- 
sation was going on, cried out, ‘ Sail, ho 1 * 

* Strange sail reported/ 

‘ Where ? ’ cried the first lieutenant, going forward. 

* Right under the sun/ 

‘ Mast-head there “—do you make her out ? ^ 

‘ Yes, sir ; I think she’s a schooner ; but I can only see down 
to her mainyard/ 

‘That’s one of them, depend upon it,’ said the captain. 
‘Up there, Mr, Wilson, and see what you make of her. Who 
is the man who reported it ? ’ 

‘Tom Beazeley, sir/ 

‘Confound the fellow, he makes all my ship’s company 
jump overboard, and now I must give him five guineas. ‘N^at 
do you make of her, Mr. Wilson ?’ 

‘A low schooner, sir, very rakish indeed, black sides. I 
cannot make out her ports i but I should think she can show a 
vary pretty set of teeth. She is becalmed as well as we/ 
‘Well, then, we must whistle for a breeze. In the mean- 
time, Mr. Knight, we will have the boats all ready/ 

If you whistle long enough the wind is ceitain to come. 
In about an hour the breeze did come, and we took it down 
with us I but it was too dai^ to distinguish the schooner, which 
we had lost sight of as soon as the sun had set About 
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midnight the breeze failed us, and it was again calm. The 
captain and most of the officers were up all night, and the 
watch were employed preparing the boats for service. It was 
my morning watch, and at break of day I saw the schooner 
from the foretop-sail-yard, about four miles to the N.W. I 
ran down on deck, and reported her. 

‘Very good, my lad. I have her, Mr. Knight,’ said the 
captain, who had directed his glass to where I pointed ; ‘ and 
I will have her too, one way or the other. No signs of wind. 
Lower down the cutters. Get the yards and stays hooked all 
ready. We’ll wait a little, and see a little more of her when 
it’s broad daylight.’ 

At broad daylight the schooner, with her appointments, was 
distinctly to be made out. She was pierced for sixteen guns, 
and was a formidable vessel to encounter with the boats. 
The calm still continuing, the launch, yawl, and pinnace were 
hoisted out, manned, and armed. The schooner got out her 
sweeps, and was evidently preparing for their reception. Still 
the captain appeared unwilling to risk the lives of his men in 
such a dangerous conflict, and there we all lay alongside, each 
man sitting in his place with his oar raised on end. Cat’s- 
paws of wind, as they call them, flew across the water here 
and there, ruffling its smooth surface, portending that a breeze 
would soon spring up, and the hopes of this chance rendered 
the captain undecided. Thus did we remain alongside, for 
Tom and I were stationed in the first and second cutters, until 
twelve o’clock, when we were ordered out to take a hasty 
dinner, and the allowance of spirits was served out. At one, 
it was still calm. Had we started when the boats were first 
hoisted out, the affair would have been long before decided. 
At last the captain, perceiving that the chance of a breeze was 
still smaller then, than in the forenoon, ordered the boats to 
shove off. We were still about the same distance from the 
privateer, from three and a half to four miles. In less than 
an hour we were within gun-shot j the privateer swept her 
brcmdside to us, and commenced firing guns with single round 
shot, and with great precision. They ricochetted over the 
boats, and at every shot, we made sure of our being struck. 
At this time a slight breeze swept along the water. It reached 
the schooner, fiM her sails, and she increased her distancci 
Again it died away, and we neared her fast. She swept round 
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again, and recommenced firing, and one of her shot passed 
through the second cutter, in which I was stationed, ripping 
open three of her planks, and wounding two men besides me. 
The boat, heavy with the gun, ammunition, chests, etc, 
immediately filled and turned over with us, and it was with 
difficulty that we could escape from the weighty hamper that 
was poured out of her. One of the poor fellows, who had not 
been wounded, remained entangled under the boat, and never 
rose again. The remainder of the crew rose to the surface and 
clung to the side of the boat. The first cutter hauled to our 
assistance, for wc had separated to render the shot less 
effectual ; but it was three or four minutes before she was able 
to render us any assistance, during which time the other two 
wounded men, who had been apparently injured in the legs or 
body, exhausted with loss of blood, gradually unloosed their 
holds and disappeared under the calm blue water. I had 
received a splinter in my left arm, and held on longer than the 
others who had been maimed ; but I could not hold on till the 
cutter came ; I lost my recollection, and sank. Tom, who 
was in the bow of the cutter, perceiving me to go down, dived 
after me, brought me up again to the surface, and we were 
both hauled in. The other five men were also saved. As 
soon as we were picked up, the cutter followed the other boats, 
which continued to advance towards the privateer. I recovered 
my senses, and found that a piece of one of the thwarts of the 
boat, broken off by the shot, had been forced through the 
fleshy part of my arm below the elbow, where it still remained. 
It was a very dangerous as well as a painful wound. The 
officer of the boat, without asking me, laid hold of the splinter 
and tore it out ; but the pain was so great, from its jagged 
form, and the ef^sion of blood so excessive after this operation, 
that I again fainted. Fortunately no artery was wounded, or 
I must have lost my arm. They bound it up, and kid me at 
die bottom of the boat. The firing from the schooner was 
now very warm ; and wc were within a quarter of a mile of 
her, when the breeze sprang up, and she increased her distance 
a mile. There was a prospect of wind from the appearance of 
the sky, although, for a time, it again died away. We were 
within less than half a mile of the privateer, wbaat we percrived 
that the frigate w:^ bringing up a smart md rapidly 

approached the scene of conflict 
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The breeze swept along the water and caught the sails of 
the privateer, and she was again, in spite of all the exertions 
of our wearied men, out of gun-shot ; and the first lieutenant 
very properly decided upon making for the frigate, which was 
now within a mile of us. In less than ten minutes the boats 
were hoisted in, and the wind now rising fast, we were under 
all sail, going at the rate of seven miles an hour; the 
privateer having also gained the breeze, and gallantly holding 

her own. 

I was taken down into the cockpit, the only wounded man 
brought on board. The surgeon examined my arm, and at 
first shook his head, and I expected immediate amputation ; 
but on re-examination he gave his opinion that the limb might 
be saved. My wound was dressed, and I was put into my 
hammock, in a screened bulk under the half-deck, where the 
cooling breeze from the ports fanned my feverish cheeks. But 
I must return to the chase. 

In less than an hour the wind had increased, so that we 
could with difficulty carry our royals ; the privateer was hold- 
ing her own about three miles right ahead, keeping pur^ three 
masts in one. At sunset they were forced to take in the 
royals, and the sky gave every prospect of a rough gale. Still 
we carried on every stitch of canvas which the frigate could 
bear, keeping the chase in sight with our night glasses, and 
watching all her motions. 

The breeze increased ; before morning there was a heavy 
sea, and the frigate could only carry top-gallant sails over 
double-reefed topsails. At daylight we had neared the schooner, 
by the sextants, about a quarter of a mile, and the captain and 
officers went down to take some repose and refreshment, not 
having quitted the deck for twenty-four hours. All that day 
did we chase the privateer, without gaming more than a mile 
upon her, and it now blew up a furious gale : the top-gallant 
sails had been before taken m j the topsails were close reefed, 
and we were running at the speed of nearly twelve miles an hour ; 
still so well did the privateer sail, that she was barely within 
gun-shot, when the sun went down below the horizon, angry 
and fiery red. There was now great fear that she would 
escape, frrnn the difficulty of keeping the glasses upon her 
during the night, in a heavy sea, and the expectation that she 
wotdd tel aH and allow us to pass her. It appeared, however, 
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that this manoeuvre did not enter into the head of the captain 
of the privateer ; he stood on under a press of sail, which even 
in day-time would have been considered alarming ; and at 
daylight, owing to the steering during night never being so 
correct as during the day, she had recovered her distance, and 
was about four miles from us. The gale, if anything, had 
increased, and CapUiin Maclean determined, notwithstanding, 
to shake a reef out of the topsails. 

In the morning, as usual, Tom came to my cot, and asked 
me how I was. I told him I was better and in less pain, and 
that the surgeon had promised to dress my wound after 
breakfast, for the bandages had not been removed since I had 
first come on board. ‘And the privateer, Tom, I hope we 
shall take her; it will be some comfort to me that she is 
captured.^ 

‘ I think we shall, if the masts stand, Jacob ; but we have 
an enormous press of sail, as you may guess by the way in 
which the frigate jumps ; there is no standing on the forecaikle, 
and there is a regular waterfall down in the waist from forward. 
We are nearing her now. It is beautiful to see how she 
behaves: when she heels over, we can perceive that all her 
men are lashed on deck, and she takes whole seas into her 
fore and aft mainsail, and pours them out again as she rises 
from the lurch. She deserves to escape, at all events.^ 

She did not, however, obtain her deserts, for about twelve 
o’clock in the day we were within a mile of her. At two, the 
marines were firing small arms at her, for we would not yaw 
to fire at her a gun, although she was right under our bows. 
When within a cable’s length we shorten^ sail, so as to keep 
at that distance astern, and the chase, after having lost several 
men by musketry, the captain of her waved his hat in token of 
surrender. We immediately shortened sail to keep the weather 
gage, pelting her until every sail was lowered down ; we then 
rounded to, keeping her under our lee, and firing at every 
man who made his appearance on deck Taking possessiem 
of her was a <^fficult task : a bmt could hardly live in such a 
sea ; and when the captain called aloud for volunteers, and I 
heard Tom’s voice in the cutter as it was lowering down, my 
heart misgave me lest he should meet witih some accid<mt 
At last I Imew, from the conversation on deck, that the cutter 
had got safe on board, and my mind was rdleved* The 
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surgeon came up and dressed my arm, and I then received 
comparative bodily as well as mental relief* 

It was not until the next day, when we lay to, with the 
schooner close to us, that the weather became sufficiently 
moderate to enable us to receive the prisoners and put our 
own men and officers on board. The prize proved to be an 
American-built schooner, fitted out as a French privateer. She 
was called the Ctrf Agik^ mounting fourteen guns, of nearly 
three hundred tons measurement, and with a crew of one 
hundred and seventy men, of which forty-eight were away in 
prizes. It was, perhaps, fortunate that the boats were not 
able to attack her, as they would have received a very warm 
reception. Thus did we succeed in capturing this mischievous 
vessel, after a chase of two hundred and seventy miles. As 
soon as all the arrangements were made, we shaped our 
course, with the privateer in company, for Halifax, where we 
arrived in about five weeks. My wound was now nearly 
healed ; but my am bad wasted away, and I was unable to 
return to my duty. It was well known that I wrote a good 
hand, and I volunteered, as I could do nothing else, to assist 
the purser and the clerk with the ship’s books, etc. 

The admiral was at Bermuda, and the frigate which we 
were to relieve had, from the exigence of the service, been 
despatched down to the Honduras, and was not expected back 
for some months. We sailed from Halifax for Bermuda, and 
joined the admiral, and after three weeks, we were ordered on 
a cruise. My arm was now perfectly recovered, but I had 
be<x)me so us^l in the clerk’s office, that I was retained, much 
against my own wishes : but the captain UMd it, as Tom 
sidd, and after tlmt, there was no more ' to be said about the 
matter. 

America was not the seat of war at that period, and, with 
the exception of chasing French runners, there v)^as nothing to 
be dtme on the North American station. I have, therefore, 
Me to narrate during the remainder of the time that I was on 
bc^rd of the frigate. T<m did his duty In the foretop, and never 
was in any disgrace ; on && contrary, he was a great favourite 
both with officers and men, and took more liberties with the 
captain than any one else dared to have done ; but Captain 
Maclean knew that Tom was one of his foremost and best 
men, always active, zealous, and indifferent as to danger, and 
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Tom knew exactly how far he could venture to play with him. 

I remained in the clerk’s office, and as it was soon discovered 
that I had received an excellent education, and always behaved 
myself respectfully to my superiors, I was kindly treated, and 
had no reason to complain of a man-^f-war. 

Such was the state of affairs, when the other frigate arrived 
from the Honduras, and we, who had been cruising for the 
last four months in Boston Bay, were ordered in by a cutter, 
to join the admiral at Halifax. We had now been nearly a 
year from England without receiving any letters. The reader 
may, therefore, judge of my impatience, when, after the 
anchor had been let go and the sails furled, the admiral’s 
boat came on board with several bags of letters for the 
oUcers and ship’s company. They were handed down into 
the gun-room, and I waited with impatience for the sorting and 
distribution. 

^ Faithful,’ said the purser, * here are two letters for you.’ 

I thanked him, and hastened into the clerk’s office, that I 
might read them without interruption. The first was addressed 
in a formal hand quite unknown to me. I opened it with 
some degree of wonderment, as to who could possibly write to 
so humble an individual. It was from a lawyer, and the 
contents were as follows 

* Sir, — ^We hasten to advise you of the death of your good 
friend Mr. Alexander Turnbull By his will, which has been 
opened and read, and of which you are the executor, he has made 
you his sole heir, bequeathing you, at the present, the sum of 
with the remainder of his fortune at the demise of his 
wife. With the exception of j^sooo, lefi: to Mrs. Turnbull for 
her own disposal, the legacies do not amount to more than 
;^8oo. The jointure, arising from the interest of the money 
Siscured to Mrs. Turnbull during her life, is ;^io8o per annum, 
upon the 3 per cent consK>ls, $0 that at her demise you vdll 
come into ^36,000 consols, whidi at 76, will be equal to 
^^27,360 sterling* I to congratulate you upon your good 
fortune, and, wilh Mr. Drummond, have made application to 
the Admiralty for your discharge. This application, I am 
happy to say, has been immediately attended to, and by the 
same mail that conveys this letter, is forwmrded an order for 
your discharge and a passage home. Should you think proper 
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to treat our firm as your legal advisers, we shall be most 
happy to enrol you among our clients. — I am, sir, yours very 
respectfully, John Fletcher.’ 

I must leave the reader to judge of this unexpected and 
welcome communication. At first I was so stunned, that I 
appeared as a statue with the letter in my hand, and in this 
condition I remained until roused by the first lieutenant, who 
had come to the office to desire me to pass the word for 
‘letters for England,’ and to desire the sail-maker to make 
a bag. 

‘ Faithful^ — why, what’s the matter ? Are you ill, or ? ’ 

I could not reply, but I put the letter into his hand. He 
read the contents, expressing his astonishment by occasional 
exclamations. * I wish you joy, my lad, and may it be my 
turn next time. No wonder you looked like a stuck pig. 
Had I received such news, the captain might have hallooed 
till he was hoarse, and the ship might have tumbled over- 
board, before I should have roused myself. Well, I suppose 
we shall get no more work out of you 

‘The captain wants you, Mr. Knight,’ said one of the 
midshipmen, touching his hat. 

Mr. Knight went into the cabin, and in a few minutes 
returned, holding the order for my discharge in his hand, 

‘It’s all right, Faithful, here is your discharge, and an 

order for your passage home.’ 

He laid it on the table and then went away, for a first 
lieutenant in harbour has no time to lose. The n©ct person 
who came was Tom, holding in his hand a letter from Mary, 

with a postscript from his mother* 

‘ Well, Jacob,’ said he, ‘ I have news to tell you. Mary 
says that Mr* TumbuU is dead, and has left her father £200, 
and that she ha« beem told that he has left you something 
handsome.’ 

‘ He has ind^d, Tom,’ replied I ; ‘ read this letter.’ 

WhUe Tcm was reading, I perceived the letter from Mr. 
Drummond, which I had fbrgott«i. I opened it. It com- 
municated the same intelligence as that of the la'sp^er, m 
fewer words ; recommwnded my immediate return, and inclosed 
a Mil tqx« his house ;^loo to ^ble me to appear in a 
Toaxsmt oorwqjonding to my present condition. 
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*WelV said Tom^ ‘this i% indeed, good news, Jacob. 
You are a gentleman, at last, m you deserve to be. It has 
made me so happy ; what do you mean to do ? * 

* I have my dischaige here/ replied I, ‘and am ordered a 
pMB&go home/ 

^Better still I am so happy, Jacob; so happy. But 
what if to become of me ? * And Tom passed the back of 
his hand across his eyes to brush away a tear. 

* You shali soon follow me, Tom, if I can manage it either 
by money or any influence/ 

‘ I vdll manage it, if you don’t, Jacob. I won’t stay here 
without you, that I am determined/ 

‘Do nothing rashly, Tom. I am sure I can buy your 
discharge, and on my arrival in England I will not think of 
anything else until it is done/ 

‘You must !>e quick, then, Jacob, for Fm sure I can’t 
stay here long/ 

‘ Trust to me, Tom ; you’ll sitll And me Jacob Faithful,’ 
said I, extending my hand. Tom squeezed it earnestly, and 
with moistened eyes, turned away, and walked forward. 

Hre news had spread through the ship, and many of the 
oticers, as well as the men, came to congratulate me. What 
would I have given to have been allowed only one half-hour 
to myself — one half-hour in which I might be permitted to 
compose my excitM feelings —to have returned thanks for 
such unexpected happin^s, and paid a tribute to the memory 
of so sincere a friend But in a ship this is almost impossible^ 
tmless, as an officer, you can retiml to your own cabin ; and 
dtose fushings from the heart, arising from grid; or pleasure, 
the tmr$ §o sweet in solitude, must ^ prostituted bdore the 
crowd, or aln^ether repressed. At last the wished-for oppor- 
tunity did come Mr. Wilson, who had been away on service, 
ornie m congratulate me m soon m he heard the new% and 
wife an instinctive perception of what might be my feelings, 
asked me whether I would not Eke to write my letters to his 
cabin, whkl^ ibr a few houn, was at my service. I thanldMy 
acce|:^ed the <^ri andi wim summoned by the captain, 
bad relieved my ormMxgtd brnn^ and had composed my 
excited feel^ 

‘Jacob FaidsW, you are aiwe ttiere ts an order fer fom 
dischaife/ said Itedfy, ‘You will be disdbatged ^ 
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afternoon into the Asfrea; she is ordered home, and will sail 
with despatches in a few days. You have conducted yourself 
well since you have been under my command ; and, although 
you are now in a situation not to require a good certificate, 
still you will have the satisfaction of feeling that you have 
done your duty in the station of life to which you have, for a 
certain portion of it, been called — I wish you well.* 

Although Captain Maclean, in what he said, never lost 
sight of the relative situations in which we had been placed, 
there was a kindness of manner, especially in the last words, 

‘ I wish you well,* which went to my heart. I replied that 
I had been very happy during the time I had been under 
his command, and thanked him for his good wishes. I then 
bowed and left the cabin. But the captain did not send me 
on board the Astrea^ although I was discharged into her. 
He told the first lieutenant that I had better go on shore, 
and equip myself in a proper manner; and, as I afterwards 
found out, spoke of me in very favourable terms to the captain 
of the Astrea^ acknowledging that I had received the education 
of a gentleman, and had been illegally impressed; so that, 
when I made my appearance on board the Asfrea, the officers 
of the gun-room requested that I would mess with them 
during the passage home. 

I went on shore, obtained the money for my bill, hastened 
to a tailor, and with his exertions, and other fitting-out people, 
procured all that was requisite for the outward appearance of 
a gentleman. I then returned to the Immortcdi^^ and bade 
farewell to the officers and seamen, with whom I . had been 
most intimate. My parting with Tom was . painfuL Even 
the few days which I had been away, I perc^ved,, had made 

an alteration in his appearance. 

‘Jacob,* said he, ‘don*t think I envy you; on the contrary, 
I am as grateful, even more grateful, than if such good fortune 
had fallen to my own lot ; but I cannot help fretting at the 
thoughts of being left here without you ; and I s h a l l fret until 
I ani with you again,* 

I renewed my promises to procure his discharge, 
forcing upon him all the money I thought that I could sj^jr^ 
I went over the side as much affected as poor Tom^ 
passage home was rapid. Wo had a ' continuance , . H jW. 
winds, and we flew before and, in less than ttnoo ^weeks, 
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we dropped our anchor at Spithead. Happy in the change 
of my situation, and happier still in anticipation, I shall only 
say, that I never was in better spirits, or in company with 
more agreeable young men than were the officers of the Astrea; 
and although we were so short a time together, we separated 
with mutual regret 


CHAPTER XL 

l interrupt a matrimonial duet and capsixc the Ixmt— Being on dry land, 
no one is drowned—Tom leaves a man* of- war because? he don't 
like it— I find the prof^ion of a gonUcman jM*efemble to that of a 
waterman, 

Mv first object, on my return, was to call upon old Tom, and 
assure him of his son^s welfare. My wishes certainly would 
have led me to Mr. Drummond^s, but I felt that my duty 
required that I should delay that pleasure. I arrived at the 
hotel late in the evening, and early next morning I went 
down to the steps at Westminster IJridge, and was salut(^ 
with the usual cry of * Boat, sir ? * A crowd of recollections 
poured into my mind at the well - known sound ; my life 
appeared to have passed in review in a few seconds, as I 
took my seat in the stem of a wherry, and directed the water- 
man to pull up the river. It was a beautiful morning, and 
even at that early hour almost too warm, the sun was so 
powerful I watched every object that we passed with an 
interest I cannot describe ; every tree,— every building, — every 
point of land; they were all old friends, who appeared, as 
the sun shone brighdy on them, to rejoice in my good fortune. 
I remained in a reverie too delightful to wish to be disturl^ 
irom it, although occasionally there were reminiscences which 
were painful ; but they wore but as light clouds, obscuring 
for a m(mta3t, as tihey flew past, the glorious sun of my 
happiness. At last the weU-known tenement of old Tom, 
his large board with < Boats built to order/ and the half of 
the boat stuck up on end, otughl my sight, and I remembered 
the object of my embarkation. I directed the watennam to 
pull to the hard, and paying him well, dismissed him, fisr I 
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had perceived that old Tom was at work stumping round a 
wherry, bottom up, and his wife was sitting on the bench in 
the boat-arbour, basking in the warm sun, and working away 
at her nets. I had landed so quietly, and they both were 
so occupied with their respective employments, that they had 
not perceived me, and I crept round by the house to surprise 
them. I had gained a station behind the old boat, where I 
overheard the conversation. 

* It*s my opinion/ said old Tom, who left off hammering 
for a time, * that all the nails in Birmingham won’t make this 
boat water-tight. The timbers are as rotten as a pear, and 
the nails fall through them. I have put in one piece more 
than agreed for, and if t don’t put in another here, she 11 

never swim.’ 

‘ Well, then, put another piece in,’ replied Mrs. Beazeley. 

<yes, so I will ; but, I’ve a notion I shall be out of pocket 
Ijy the job— -7^. won’t pay for labour and all. However, 

never mind,’ and Tom carolled forth 

* Is not the sea, 

Made for the free, 
tmd for courts and chains alone ! 

There we are slaves. 

But on the waves 
Love and liberty’s all our own.’ 

< Now, if you do sing, sing truth, Beazeley,’ said the old 
woman. * A’n’t our boy pressed into the service — and how 

can you talk of liberty ? ’ 

Old Tom miswered by continuing his song : 

* Ho eye to watch, and no tmgue to wound us, 

All ^tfth forgot and all heaven around us.’ 

‘Yes, yes/ replied ^e old woman, ‘no eye to watch, 
indeed ; he may be in sickness and in sorrow — ^he may be 
wounded# or d^ng of a fever,— -and there’s no mother’s eye to 
watch hte. Aj to aU on mxth being forgot, I won t 
believe that Tom has forgotten Ms mother.’ 

Old Tom repi W, 

<Seas<^may roB, 

But the true soul 

3tos .mm wherever it goes,’ 
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< So it does, Tom, so it does, and he's thinking this moment 
of his father and mother, I do verily believe, and he loves us 
more than ever.' 

< So I believe,' replied old Tom, « that is, if he hasn't any- 
thing better to do ; but there's a time for all things, and when 
a man is doing his duty as a seaman, he mustn't let his 
thoughts wander. Never fear, old woman, he’ll be back 
again. 

There*8 a sweet little cherub that sits up aloft. 

To take o^e of the life of poor Jack/ 

‘God grant it, God grant it!' replied the old woman, 
wiping her eyes with her apron^ and then resuming her 
netting. * He seems,' continued she, ‘by his letters, to be 
overfond of that girl, Mary Stapleton, and I sometimes think 
that she cares not a little for him, but she's never of one mind 
long. I didn't like to see her flaunting and flirting so with 
the soldiers, and at the same time Tom says that she writes 
that she cares for nobody but him.' 

* Women are™ women I that's sartain,' replied old Tom, 
musing for a time, and then showing that his thoughts were 
running on his son, by bursting out, 

‘ Mary, when yonder l>oundlcss sea 
Shall part us, and perchance for ever. 

Think not my heiut can stray from thee, 

Or cease to mourn thine absence — ^never I 
And when In distant climes I roam, 

* Forlmm, unfriended, broken-hearted, — ’ 

‘Don't say so, Tom — don't say so,' interrupted the old 
woman. 

Tom continued, 

* Oft Shan I iSgfe for thee and home, 

And all those joys from which 1 parted.’ 

‘Ay, so he doe% poor fellow, I'll be bound to say. 
What would I give to see his dear smiling face I ' said Mrs. 
Beaceley. 

‘And I'd give no little, missus, myself. But still it's the 
duty for every man to serve his country, and so ought Tom, 
as his &ther did befbre him. I shall be glad to see him back, 
but Tm not sorry that he's gone. Our ships must be maimed, 
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old woman, and if they take men by force, it*s only because 
they won^t volunteer, that^s all When theyre once on board, 
they don^t mind it* You women require pressing just as much 
as the men, and it*s all much of a muchness** 

* How*s that, Tom ? * 

<Why, when we make love, and Mk you to marry, don't 
you always pout and say no ? You like ^ing kissed, but we 
must take it by force. So it is with manning a ship, the men 
all say no ; but when they are once there, they like the service 
very much, only you see, like you, they want pressing. Don't 
Tom write and say that he's quite happy, and don't care where 
he IS so long as he's with Jacob ? ' 

< Yes, that's true 1 but they say Jacob is to be discharged 
and come home, now that he^s come to a fortune, and what 
will Tom say then ? ' 

^ Why, that is the worst of it* I believe that Jacob's heart 
is in the right place ; but still riches spoil a man ; but we 
shall see. If Jacob don't prove *<true blue," PlI never put 
faith in man again ; but there be changes in this world, that's 
sartain. 

We all have our taste of the ups and the downs, 

As Fortune dispemes her smiles and her frowns ; 

But may we not hope, if she's frowning to«4ay, 

That to-morrow she'll lend us the light of her imy ? 

I only wish Jacob was here, that's all' 

‘ Then you have your wsh, my good old friend,' cried I, 
running up to Tom, and seizing his hand ; but old Tom was 
so taken by surprise that he started back, md lost his 
equilibrium, dragging me a^er him, and we rolled on the turf 
together. Nor was this the only accident, for old Mrs. 
Beazeley was so alarmed that she also sprang from the bench 
iiced in the half of the old boat stuck on end, and threw 
herself back against it The boat, rotten when irst put up, 
and with the disadvantage of ^iqposure to the elements ^ 
many years, could no longer stand such pressure. It gave 
way to the sudden force appHed by the old wcmum, and ihe 
and the boat wmt down tc^ether, she screaming and soiffling 
among the mttm planks, which now, after so many years^ 
close intimacy, were induced to part company. I Wi first 
on my legs, and ran to the assistoce 0 Mm B^fczcJey, who 
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was half smothered with dust and flakes of dry pitch, and old 
Tom coming to my assistance, we put the old woman on her 


‘ Oh deary me 1 ’ cried the old woman, ‘ oh deary me ! I 
do believe my hip is out. Lord, Mr. Jacob, how you 

frightened me 1 ’ , , ^ , 

‘ Yes,’ mid old Tom, shaking me warmly by the hand, we 

were all taken aback, old boat and all. What a shindy you 
have made, bowling us all down like nine pins 1 Well, my 
boy, I’m glad to see you, and notwithstanding your gear, 
you’re Jacob Faithful still’ 

‘I hope so,’ replied I; and we then adjourned to the 
house, where I made them acquainted with all that had passed, 
mS what I intended to do relative to obtaining Tom’s 
discharge. I then left them, promising to return soon ; and 
hailing a wheny going up the river, proceeded to iny old 
friend Domine, of whose welfare, as well as Stapleton s and 

Mary’s, 1 had been already assured. 

But as I passed through Putney Bridge, I thought I 
as well call first upon old Stapleton, and I desired the 
waterman to pull in. I hastened to Stapleton’s lodgings, and 
went upstairs, where I found Mary in earnest conversation 
with a very good-looking young man, in a sergeant s uniform 
of the 03 td regiment. Mary, who was even handsomer than 
when I had left her, starting up, at first did not appear to 
recognise me, then coloured up to the forehead m she welcomed 
me with a constraint I had never witnessed before. The 
sergeant appeared inclined to keep his ground ; but on my 
tfl king her hand and telling her that I brought a n^sage from 
a person whom I trusted she had not forgotten, he gave her 
a ^ and walked downstairs. Perhaps there was a seventy 
in my countenance aa I said, < Mary. I do not know whether 
after what 1 have seen, I ought to give the message , and 
pleasure I anticipated in meeting youagam is destroyed by 
what I have now witness^ How dis^^efol is it t 

play with a man’s feeUngs-to write to 

ymir r^ard and constancy, and at the same time, encouragi g 


< If I have done wrong, Mr. 
Fai5i4’'»id aft«r a pause, ‘ I have not wronged Tom ; 
I have written, I ' * 
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* If that is the case, why do you wrong another peison? 
why encourage another young man only to make him unhappy?* 
‘ I have promised him nothing ; but why does not Tom 
come back amd look after me ? I can^t mope here by myself; 
I have no one to keep company with ; my father is always 
away at the alehouse, and I must have somebody to talk to* 
Besides, Tom is away, and may be away a long while, and 
absence cures love in men, although it does not in women/ 

*■ It appears, then, Mary, that you wish to have two strings 
to your bow in case of accident/ 

‘Should the first string break, a second would be very 
acceptable,* replied Mary. ‘But it is always this way,* con- 
tinued she, with increasing waimih ; * I never can be in a 
situation which is not right ; whenever I do anything which 
may appear improper, so certain do make your appear- 
ance when least expected and least wished for— as if you were 
bom to be my constant accuser/ 

‘ Does not your own conscience accuse you, Mary ? * 

‘ Mr* Faithful,* repeated she, very warmly, * you are not my 
father confessor ; but do as you please— write to Tom if you 
pl^e, and tell him all you have seen, and anything you may 
think— make him and make me miserable and unhappy— do 
it, I pray* It will be a friendly act ; and as you are now a 
great you may persuade Tom that I am a jilt and a 
good-for-nothing** 

Here Mary kid her hands on the table, and buried her face 
in them. 

‘I did n^ come here to be fmt Mai^; you are 

certainly at liberty to act as you please, without my having any 
right to interfere ; but as Tom is my earliest and best friend, 
so far as his interests and happiness are concerned, I shall 
carefully watch over them. We have been so long together, 
and I am so well acquainted with all his feelings, that I really 
believe that if ever there was a young man sincerely and 
devotedly attached to a woman, he is so to you ; and I will 
add, that if ever there was a young man who deserved love in 
return, it is Tom. When I left, not a month back, he desired 
me to call you as soon as I could, and assure you of his 
unalterable attachment j and I am now about to procure his 
discharge, thzt he msty be able to return. All Ms thoughts 
are upon this and be is imw waitkg with the utmo^ 
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impatience the arrival of it, that he may again be in your 
company ; you can l>est judge whether his return will or will 
not be a source of happiness.* 

Mary raised her head— her face was wet with her tears. 
‘Then he will soon be back again, and I shall see him. 
Indeed, his return shall be no source of unhappiness, if I 
can make him happy— indeed it shall not, Mr. Faithful; 
but pray don*t tell him of my foolish conduct, pray don’t — why 
make him unhappy ?— I entreat you not to do it. I will not 
do so again. Promise me, Jacob, will you?* continued Mary, 
taking me by the arm, and looking beseechingly in my face. 

‘Mary, I never will be a mischief-maker, but recollect, I 
exact the performance of your promise.* 

‘ Oh I and I will keep it, now that I know he will soon be 
home* I can, 1 think I can— Pm sure 1 can wait a month or 
two without flirting* But I do wish that I was not left so 
much alone. I wish Tom was at home to take care of me, for 
there is no one else. I can’t take care of myself.* 

I saw by Mary’s countenance that she was in earnest, and 
I fberefore made friends with her, and we conversed for two 
hours, chiefly about Tom. When 1 left her, she had recovered 
her usual spirits, and said at parting, looking archly at me, 
‘ Now you will see how wise and how prudent I shall be** 

1 shook my head, and left her that 1 might And out old 
friend Stapleton, who, as usual, was at the door of the public- 
house, smoking hts pipe* At first he did not recognise me, 
for when I accosted him, he put his open hand to his ear, as 
usual, and desired me to speak a little louder, but I answered, 
‘Nonsense, Stapleton, that won’t do with me.^ He then 
took his pipe out of his mouth, and looked me MI in the face* 

‘ Jacob, as Pm lUive 1 Didn’t know you in your long togs 
— -thought you was a gentleman wanting a l^at. Well, 1 
hardly nt^ say how glad I mn to see you after so long, that*s 
no more than human natur* And how*8 Tom? Have you 
seen Maty ? ’ 

These two questions enabled me to introduce the subject 
that I wished. I told him of the attachment and troth pledged 
betwen the two, and how wrong it was for him to leave her 
so mtidh alone. The old man agreed with me, and said, that 
as to talking to tibe inen» that was on Mary’s part nothing but 
nalaar ’ t and that as fl>r Tom wishing to be at home 
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and seeing her again, that also was nothing but ‘human 
natur ^ ; but that he would smoke his pipe at home in future, 
and keep the soldiers out of the house. Satisfied with this 
assurance, I left him, and taking another wherry, went up to 
Brentford to see the Dominc. 


CHAPTER XLI 

All the little boys are let loose, and the Domlna is caught-— Anxious to 
supply my teeth, he falls in with other teeth, and Mrs* Irately also 
shows her teeth — Gin outside, gin in, and ^n out again, and old 
woman out also— -Dornine in for it apUa— More lilce a Wh% 
ministry than a novd, 

I FOUND the worthy old Domine in the schoolroom, seated 
at his elevated desk, the usher not present, and the boys 
making a din enough to have awaked a person from a trance. 
That he was in one of his deep reveries, and that the boys 
had taken advantage of it, was evident. ‘ Mr. Dobbs,’ said I, 
walking close up to the desk, but the Domine answered not. 
I repeated his name in a louder voice. 

‘Cosine of such must be the result,’ said 

the Domine talking to himself. ‘Yet it doth not prove 
correct. I may be in error. Let me revise my work,’ and 
the Domine lifted up his desk to tdee out another piece of 
paper. When the desk lid was raised, I removed bis work 
and held it behind me. 

‘But how is this?’ exclaimed the Domine, and he looked 
everywhere for his previous calculations. ‘Nay,’ continued 
he, ‘it must have the wind j and then he cast his ey^ 
about untU they fixed upon me laughing at him, ‘Ebeui 
what do my eyes perceive ? It Is, —yet It is not,— yai, nmst 
truly it is, my son Jacob. Welccmie, most we!com«^’ aded 
the old man, descending from his desk, and clasping me in 
his arms. ‘Long is it since I have s^ lbe4 my son, 
Interm sol circumvolvitur mmsm, Ltmg, yes Icmf, 

have I yeauned for thy return, imxM lest, midm /m 
arena, thoU tmghtest, like another Palinuma, have been cast 
away. Thou art returned, and all is wdd | as the fttther said 
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in the Scripture, I have found my son which 1 had lost, but 
no prodigal thou, though I use the quotation as apt. Now 
all is well; thou hast escaped the danger of the battle, the 
fire, and the wreck, and now thou mayst hang up thy wet 
gairoent as a votive offering ; as Horace hath it, Uvida 
suspmdisse fetenH vestimenta marts Deo.’ 

During the apostrophe of the Domine, the boys, perceiving 
that he was no longer wrapt up in his algebra, had partly 
settled to their desks, and in their apparent attention to their 
lessons, reminded me of the humming of bees before a hive 
on a summer's day. 

« Boys,’ cried the Domine, ‘ nunc est ludendum, venly ye 
shall have a holiday j put up your books, and de^rt in peace.’ 

The books were hastily put up, in obedience to die 
command j the depart in peace was not quite so rigidly ad- 
hered to they gave a loud shout, and in a few seconds the 

Domine and I stood alone in the schoolroom. 

‘ Come, Jacob, let us adjourn to my sanctum, there inay 
we commune without interruption. Thou shall tell me thine 
adventures, and I will communicate to thee what hath been 
made known to me, relative to those with whom thou wert 

acquainted.’ ^ , 

• Firat let mo beg you to give me something to eat, for l 
am not a little hungry,’ interrupted I, as we gained the 

Idtchen. . tv ..* 

‘Verily shall thou have all that we possess, Jacob; yet 

now, I think, that will not be much, seeing that I tod our 
worthy matron did pick the bones of a shoulder cd nmtto^ 
this having be«n omr fourth day repast upon it She is 
out, yet I will venture to intrude into the privacy of her 
cupboard, for thy sake. Peradventure sh® may he wroth, 
yet will 1 risk her ^spleasure.’ So saying, the old Domme 
oamaS. the cupboard, and, one by one, handed to me the 
with tiheir «witenta ‘Here, Jacob, are two bar 
dumplir®* from yesterday. Canst thou relish cold, l^d 
dumtdb^ ?— but, stoft here is something more savoury— -hau 
of a*^ cabbi^ ^ch was left this day. We will look 
ag^n. Here is meat— yes, it is meat; but now do I per- 
ceive ft is a tuece of lightt rserved for the dinner of the pat 
mmorrow. I am foaifol thto we mast not venture upon foat, 
for db* daa» wiB be wroth.' 
as 
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< Pray put it back, sir ; I would not interfere with puss on 
any account^ 

< Nay, then, Jacob, I see nought else, unless there may be 
viands on the upper shelf Sir, here is bread, the staff of 
life, wid also a fragment of cheese ; and now, methinks, I 
discern something dark at the back of the shelf.' The 
Domine extended his hand, and immediately withdrew it, 
jumping from his chair, with a loud cry. He had put his 
fingers into a mt gin, set by the old woman for those intruders, 
and he held up his aim, and stamped as he shouted out with 
the pain. I hastened to him, and pressing down the spring, 
released his fingers from the teeth, which, however, had 
diuwn blood, as well as bruised him ; fortunately, like most 
of the articles of their manage, the trap was a very old one, 
and he was not much hurt. The Domine thrust his fingers 
into his capacious mouth, and held them there some time 
without speaking. He began to feel a little case, when in 
came the matron. 

*Why, whaPs all this?' said she in a querulous tone. 
* Jacob here, and all my cupboard on the table. Jacob, how 
dare you go to my cupboard V 

* It was the Doming Mrs. Bately, who looked there for 
something for me to eat, and he has been caught in a rat- 
trap.' 

‘Serve him right; I have forbad him that cupboard. 
Have I not, Mr. Dobbs?' 

‘Yea, and verily,' quodv the Domine, ‘and I do repent me 
that I took not thme advice, for look at my fingers ' ; and the 
Domine actended bis lacerated digits, 

‘ Dear me I weU, Pd no id^ tibat a rat-trap pinched so 
hard,' replM iSm old woman, whose wradi was appeased. 
‘ How it must hurt the poor things — I won't set it again, but 
teave them all to the ott, h^H Idll them, if he only can get at 
them,' The old lady w^t to a drawer, unlocked it, brought 
out some fi^iipnents <rf rags, and a bdttle of friar's balsam, 
which rtie implied to the Dcrame^s band, and then bound it 
u|^ sediding him he whole time* ‘Hqw stupid of you, Mr. 
DoWbii fm know that I was only out for a few minutes, 
my hdrft you wait— and why did you go to the cupboard ? 
Hawerft I alTOfi tdW you not to look into it ? and now you see 
the consequences.' 
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‘ Verily my hand bumeth/ replied tbe Domtne* 

* I will go for cold water> and it will ease you. What a 
deal of trouble you do give, Mr. Dobbs ; you^re worse than a 
charity boy ' ; and the old ikdy departed to the pump. 

‘Vinegar is a better thing, sir/ said I, *and there is a 
bottle in the cupboard, which I daresay is vinegar/ I went 
to the cupboard, and brought out the bottle, took out the 
cork and smelt it. * This is not vinegar, sir, It is Hollands or 
gin. 

‘Then would I like a glass, Jacob, for I feel a sickening 
feintness upon me ; yet be quick, pemdventure the old woman 
may return.* 

‘ Drink out of the bottle, sir/ said I, perceiving that the 
Domine looked very pale, * and I will give you notice of her 
approach.* The Domine put the bottle to his mouth, and 
w;^ taking a sufficient dmught, when the old woman returned 
by another door which was l^hind us ; she had gone that 
way for a wash-basin. Before we could perceive her, she 
came behind the Domine, snatched the bottle from his moudi 
with a jerk that threw a portion of the spirits in his eyes, and 
blinded him. 

‘That*s why you went to my cupboard, is it, Mr. Dobbs?* 
cried she, in a passion. *Tbat*s it, Is it? I thought my 
bottle went very i^st ; seeing that 1 don*! take mere than a 
teaspoonfui every night, for ^ wind whidh vexes me m much, 
ril set the rat-trap again, 3W1 may depend upon it ; and nom 
you may get somebody else to bind your infers/ 

‘ It was I who took it out. Mm Bi^ly ; the Domine would 
have fainted with pain. It was v^ lucky that he has a hmise- 
fe^par who is careM to have something of the kind In the 
house, or he might have been dead. You surely d€m*t b^^rudge 
a Uttle of your medicine to recover Mr. Dob^ ? * 

‘ Peace, wmnan, peace,' said the Domine, who had gained 
courage by his potation. * Peace, 1 say ; I knew not that thou 
hadst in thy ct^btmrd either a gin fmr my hand, or gin for diy 
mouth ; since I have been taken m the one, it is but Mr that 
I should take in the ofoer. In foture bofo thy gins vdll not 
be mterfared whh by me. Bring me the basin, ttot I may 
appease my mpry wom:4s, and then hasmn to proemre some 
viands to appeste the hung^ ci my son Ja(mb ; laidilyv 
ftine own J’lWk Peac^ I say ' ; old woman, 
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who perceived that the Domine had asserted his right of 
dominion, went to obey his orders, grumbling till she was out 
of hearing. The application of the cold pump-water soon 
relieved the pain of the good old Domine, and with his hand 
remaining in the basin, we commenced a long conversation. ,, 
At first I narrated to him the events which had occurred 
daring my service on board of the frigate. When I told him 
of my parting with Tom, he observed, ‘ Verily do I remember 
that young Tom, a jocund, pleasant, yet intrusive lad. Yet 
do I wish him well, and am grieved that he should be so taken 
by that maiden, Mary. Well may we say of her, as Horace 
hath of Py rrha — multd gradlis ie j>uer in rosd^ ferfusus 
Hquidis urg^t odoribus^ grate^ Pyrrha, sub antro f Cut flavam 
rdigas somam^ simplex mundiUisP I grieve at it, yea, grieve 
much. Hm quoHes fidm^ mufaiosque Decs jUbiti Verily, 
Jacob, I do prophesy that she will lead him into error,- yea, 
perhaps into perdition.^ 

* I trust not, sir,' replied I ; but the Domine made no 
answer. For half an hour he was in deep and serious thought, 
during which « Mrs# Bately entered, and spreading a cloth, 
brought in from the other room some rashers of bacon and 
eggs, upon which I made a hasty and hearty meal. The old 
matron's temper was now smoothed, and she welcomed me 
kindly, and shortly after went out for a fresh basin of cold 
water for the Domine to bathe his hand. This roused him, 


and he recommenced the conversation. 

* Jacob, I have not yet congratulated thee upon thy accession 
to wealth ; not that I do not sincerely rejoice in it, but because 
the pleasure of thy presence has made me unnuhdflil of it. 
Still, was it fortunate for thee that thou hadst raised up such 
a friend as Mr, Turnbull, otherwise what would have been ^e 
result of thy b<msted independence? thou wouldst probably 
have remained many years on board of a man-of-war, and have 
beae killed, or have returned mutilated, to die unknown. 

«You were right, sir,' replied I, ♦lay independence was 
nothing but pride f and I did bitterly repent, as you said I 
ihouM do, even before I was pressed into the king’s service^ 

but Mr. Drwammd nev^ repeated his offers.' ^ ^ 

< He nev<«' di4 Jacob ; but as I have since been informed 
luf Um* he ym tdkm by surprise at thy bemg forced 

away to aarvd tb|r cowtry^ $®; fee was not sure ijm you would 
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accept them ; and he, moreover, wished you fully to feel thine 
own folly. Long before you had made friends with him, he 
had attested the will of Mr. Turnbull, and was acquainted with 
the contents. Yet did he watch over thee, and had he thought 
that thy way of life had led thee into that which was wrong, 
he would have interfered to save the© j but he considered wifii 
Shakspeare, that sweet were the uses of advemty/^ and that 
thou wouldst be more schooled by remaining some time under 
her unprepossessing frowns. He hath ever been thy friend.' 

« I can believe it, I trust he is well, and hh Ikmily/ 

‘They were well and prosperous but a litde while ago, 
Jacob ; yet I have seen but little of them since the death of 
Mr. Turnbull It will pain thee to hear, that alBiction at thy 
absence hastened his dissolution. I was at his death-bed, 
Jacob ; and I verily believe he was a good man, and will meet 
the reward of one ; yet did he talk most stmngely, and re- 
minded me of that remnant of a man you call old Tom. “ It's 
no use, old gentleman," said he, as he lay in his bed supported 
by pillows, for he had wasted away till he was but a skeleton, 
having broken a blood-vessel with his violent coughing. ** It's 
no use pouring that doctor's stuff down my throat *, my anchor's 
short stay a-peak, and in a few minutes I shall trip it, I tmst 
for heaven, where I hope there are moorings Imd down for 
me." “ I would fmn comprehend thee," replied I, but thou 
sp^est in parables." “ I mean to say that death has driven 
his harpoon in up to the shank, and that I struggle in vain. 
I have run out all my line. I shidl turn up in a few minute 
~so give my love and blessing to Jacob— he saved my life 
once— but now Pm gone." With last words his sfnrit 
took its flight ; and thus, Jacob, did your ben^tctor Inrmthe 
his last, invoking a blessing on your h^d.' 

I remained silent for a few mint^M, for I was mudb aflfec^ 
by flbe IJomine's descrii^n; he at length resumed the 
conversation. 

^Thoii hast not yet seen the Drummonds, Jacob ? ' 

* I have not,' I rej^led, ‘but I will uptm than to-nK>rfow | 
but it is time that I should go, for I have to return to London#' 

‘Thou needest not, Jacob. Thine own house is at hand#^ 

*My own house I' 

‘Yes ; by the will of Mr. TumbuB, his wdfe ha» been left 
t handsome but for reasons whidi he did not escidain, 

374 



JACOB FAITHFUL 

the house and furniture are not left to her, but, as residuary 

legatee, l>elong to thee,* 

‘ Indeed 1— ^then where is Mrs. Turnbull ?* 

‘At Bath, where she liath taken up her residence. Mr. 
Dntmmond, who hath acted in thy behalf, permitted her to take 
away such articles as she might wish, but they were but few, 
chiedy those little objects which filled up rather than adorned 
the drawing-room* The house is all ready for thy reception, 
and thou mayst take possession this evening.* 

< But why did not Mr. Turnbull leave it to his widow ? * 

* I cannot exactly say, but I think he did not wish her to 
remain in this place. He therefore left her j£sooo at her own 
disposal, to enable her to purchase and furnish another.’ 

1 then took my leave of the Domine, and it being rather 
late, I resolved to walk to the house and sleep there. 


CHAPTER XLII 

In which I take possession of my own house, and think that it 

lU-fumished without a wife—Tora’s discharge is sent out, but by 
fi^dent it never reaches him-— I take my new station in socie y. 

On my arrival, the front gates were opened by the prdener’s 
wife, who made me a profound courtesy. The gardener soon 
afterwards made his appearance, hat m hand. Everything 
was neat, and in good order. entered the as 

soon as possible rid myself of their obsequious attentions.^ 
wished to be alone. Powerful flings crowded ^ Z 
I hastened to Mr. TumbuU’s study, and sat down m the chair 
so lately occupied by him. The proud feeling of possession, 
softened into gratitude to Heaven, and sorrow at ^'s death, 
came over me, and I remained for a long while m a deep 
reverie. ’ ‘ And all this, and more, much more, are ‘ 

mentaUy acclaimed : ‘ the saUor before the 
on fee river, fee charity^boy, 

possasdim of luxury and wealth, ^ anvthme- it was 

2l this?’ My heart told me nothing, or if ^ 

almost valttdiess, and I poured ThIT oetformed this 
Heaven. 1 Mt more composed after I had performed 
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duty, and my thoughts then dwdt upon my benelacton I 
surveyed the room-— the drawings, the furs and skins, the 
harpoons and other instruments, all remaining in ihdr resp^^ve 
places, as when I last had an interview with Mn Ttirntnih* 
I remembered Mi Mndness, his singknets of heart, his honesty, 
his good SMie, and his r^l worth ; and I shed mimy t^ues for 
his loss. My thoughts then passed to Saudi Drummond, and 
I felt much unMsiness on that score. Would she recdve me^ 
or would she still remember what I had hmn f I recoliected 


her kindness and goodwill towards me. I weighed idiese, and 
my pr^ent omdition, against my origin and my foitner occu- 
pation ; and could not ascertain how rise scale might turn. I 
shall soon see, thought L To-morrow, even, may d^dde the 
question. The gardener*s wife knocks at the door, and 
announced that my bed was prepared* I went to sleep, dimm- 
ing of Sarah, young Tom, the Domine, and Mary Stapidcm. 

I was up early the next moming, and hasteniNi to the hotel ; 
when having arranged my peison to the best my power (but 
at the same time never so little to my iatii^ction), I prot^eded 
to the house Mr. Drummond. I knocks ; and ^ii time I 
was not desired to mit in the hall, but was immediately 
ushered up into the drawing-room. Sarah Drummomi was 
sitting alone at her drawing. My name was anncmnc^ as I 
entered. She started from her chair, and biush^ as 

she moved towards me. We joined hands In silence. I was 
breathless with emotion. Never had she appeared so beautiful. 
Neither party appeared willing to break silence: at last I 
faltered out, * Miss Drummond,^-— and then I stopped* 

* Mr. Faithful,* replied she ; and then after a b^k — ^ How 
very silly this is : I ought to have cmigmtulated you upon your 
safe return, and upon your good fortune; and, indeed, Mr* 
Faithful, no one can do so more sincerdy/ 

' *Miss Drummond,* replied I, omfr^ed, ‘when I was an 
a charity-boy, and a waterman, you called me Jacob : 
If Ihe in my j^x^spec^ induces you to addr^ me in 

so formal a manner— if we are in future to be on such dl^hrent 


can oMy say, that I wish that I vmo again— Jacob 
FalthfM, the 
‘ Hay/ 
io be a 





dbe, ‘ recollect that It was your own dhoi^ 
You might have bma. dlffismmt— very 
at iids time have be^ parmer with my 
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father, for he said so but last night, when we were talking 
about you. But you refused all : you threw away your educa- 
tion, your talents, your good qualities, from a foolish pride, 
which you considered independence. My father almost 
humbled himself to you— not that it is ever humiliating to 
acknowledge and attempt to repair a fault, but still he did 
more than could be expected from most people. Your friends 
persuaded you, but you rejected their advice n imd, what was 
still more unpardonable, even I had no influence over you. As 
long as you punished yourself I did not upbmid you ; but now 
that you have been so fortunate, I tell you plainly--—-' 
‘What?' 

‘ That it is more than you deserve, that's all* 

‘You have said but the truth, Misi Drummond. I was 
very proud and very foolish ; but I had repented of my foUy 
long before I was pressed ; and I candidly acknowledge that I 



do not merit the good fortune I have met with. Can I say 
more ? ' 

‘ No : I am satisfied with your repentMice and acknowledg- 
ment So now you may sit down and make yourself agremble.* 

‘ Before I do that, ^low me to ask, m you address me as 
Mr* Faithful, how am I to address ym ? I should not wish to 
be considered impertinent.' 

‘ My name is Miss Drummond, but those who feel intimate 
with me call me Sarah.' 


‘ I may reply that my mmt is FaitWul, but those who feel 
intimate with me cdl me Jacob*' 

‘ Very true ; but allow me to observe that you show very 
little tact. You shotdd never force a lady into a comer. If I 






Mil- 
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wise to fall back upon Miss Drummond. But why do you fix 
your eyes upon me so ^mestly ? ' 

‘ I omnot help it, and must beg your pudon ; but you mo 
so Improved In appearmice since I kit saw I ^oi^ht 
no '<me <x»ld be more perfect, bub-—' 

‘ Well, that's not a Imd b^nnkg, Jaa>h* I like to hw 
my perfections* Now folfew up f<m hii»* 

‘ I hardly know what I was going to say, b^l I think it 
that 1 do not feel as if I oc^ht or am you otherwise 

than as Miss Drummond.' 

‘ Oh 1 you've Ihot^ht of it, have you ? Well, 1 bfliio 
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to think myself that you look so well in your present dress, 
and have become so very different a person, tlmt I ought not 
to address you by any other name than Mr. Faithful. So now 
we are agreed.’ 

• That’s not what I mean to say.’ 

‘ Well, then, let me know what you did mean to say.’ 

This puMling question fortunately did not require an answer, 
for Mr. Drummond came into the room and extended his hand. 

* My dear Jacob,’ said he, in the most friendly manner, ‘ Tin 
delighted to see you back again, and to have the pleasure of 
congratulating you on your good fortune. But you Imve 
business to trrnisact which will not admit of any delay. You 
must prove the will, and arrange with the lawyers as soon as 
possible. Will you come now ? 

I have the whole morning to spare. We will be back to 

dinner, Sarah, if Jacob has no other engagement. 

‘ I have none,’ replied I ; ‘and shall be most happy to avail 
myself of your kindness. Miss Drummond, I wish you a good 

Mr. Faithful,’ replied Sarah, courtesying 

formally, with a mocking smile. 

The^ behaviour of Mr. Drummond towards me was most 

kind and parental, and my eyes were often s“ff«sed -m* ^ 
during the occupation of the inoming. The “ost ugt 
business was got through, and an interview wth 

solicitor put the remainder ! 'LTess On 

when we had accomplished it that I had no tame to Jws. O 

my return, Mrs. Drummond received me with her kin 

ness. I narrated, during the evening, my ^dven^es since 

parted, and took that opportunity ^ 

Drummond how bitterly I had repented my folly, and I may 

Mrs.^ Dnnkmond and Sarah, ‘ I knew at the f 

toiling on the river for the will of Mr. 

tiiousands j for I not only wtne^ but r®ad the 

Turnbull ; but I thought it b«t “ er^fs no ^ch 

which you would never forget m ^^er ^ ^ ^ ^ s^te. 

♦Virnff* iti tMs world SIS mdcpcodooce, unles 5 , 

to JhSbJ, « >11 ”“<^1' 'i>p»'i“' "f™ ’t: 
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waterman, you were dependent npon your oistemers, ai every 
poor man must be upon those who have more means ; and in 
refusing my &£krs^ you were obliged to apply for employment 
to others* The rich are as entirely dependent upon others as 
the poor ; they d^nd upon them for their food, their cloth^ 




Still it Is an error originating in itself from high feelings, and 
dierefore must be considered as an error on the right side; 
buf recollect how much you might have thrown away, had not 
you, in the first place, secured such a friend as Mr* Turnbull ; 


you m possession*^ 

1 was but too ready to acknowledge the truth of dtese 
remarks. The evening passa^i away so rapidly, that it was 
midnight before I rose to take my leave, and I return^ to the 
hotel as happy in my mind, and as gmtdul as ever imy mortal 


me by Mr. Turnbull, and the first order I gave was for a 
wherry* Such was the fotre of habit, I could not do wtthwt 
one ; and half my time was spent upon the river, pulling every 
day down to Mr. Drummond’s, and riming in the evening, 
or late at night. Thus j^sed away two months, during which 

n 

Beazeley, I had escerted myself to procure Tcmi’s discharge, 
and at last had the pleasure telling the old people that it 
was to go out by the next packet By die DnimEioiids I was 
received as a member of the tonBy— there mm m hindrance 
to my being alone with Sarah for hmitrsi mad lyNIm^h I 
Imd not venturi to dedare my &ey appeared 

to be well understood, as well by the parents as hy Sarah 
hersdf* 

Two days id^er I had communicate this welcome intellL 
gence to the old couple, as I was sitting at brmk&st, attssided 
by the and his mie (for I hi^ n^e no additkm to 

my estabidurmt)^ what was my surprise at the app^urance of 
young who the ro<mi as usual, laughing as be 

hdd <mt Ms htiui 

‘ Tom I ’ esddmed I, ^ why, how dM you o^tae be^ 

^ By mimpf |aoc^ as ym may suppose.^ 
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* But how have you received your discharge-? Is the ship 
come home?* 

* I hope not : the fact is, I discharged myself, Jacob.’ 

* What I did you desert ? * 

* Even so* I had three reasons for so doing. In the first 
placOi I could not remain without you; in the second, my 
mother wiote to say Mary was taking up with a sodger ; and 
the third was, I was put into the report for punishment, and 
should have been fiogg^i as sure as the captain had a pair 
of e^ulettes.* 

* Well, but sit down and tell me all about it You know 


‘Yes, thanks to you, Jacob; all the better, for now 
they won*t look ai^er me* All’s well that ends well. After 
you went away, I presume I was not in the very best of 
humours ; and that rascal of a master’s mate who had us 
pressed thought proper to bully me beyond all bearing. One 
day, he called me a lying scoundrel ; upon which I forgot that 
I was on board of a man-of-war, and replied that he was a 
confounded cheat, and that he had better pay me his debt of 
two guineas for bringing him down the river. He reported 
me on the quarterdeck for calling him a cheat, and Captain 
Maclean, who, you know, won’t stand any nonsense, heard the 
arguments on both sides ; upon which he declared that the 
conduct of the master's mate was not that of an officer or a 
gentleman, and therefore ^ should leave the ship ; and that 
my language to my superior oificer was subversive of the 
discipline of the service, and therefore he should give me a good 
dogging* Now, Jacob, you know that if the ofi&eers don’t pay 
their debts, Captaun Maclean always does, and vdth interest 
into ^e bargain; so finding that I was in for it, and no 
mistake, I swam ashore the night before Black Monday, and 
made my way to Miramichi, without any adventure, except a 
tussle with a sergeant of marines, whom I left for dead about 
three miles out of the town* At Miramichi, I got on board of 


a timber ship, and here I am.’ , r j t 

^ I am sorry tfett you deserted, nevertheless, replied i ; 

*it may to miscWefi’ ^ '..ru 

< Nev^ fear t the people on the nver know that I haye^my 

dkchaigt^ aM I’m aalfe 
*Haye you seen toy ?’ 
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‘ Ves, and all’s right in that quarter. I *^11 build another 
wherry, wear my Imdge and dress, and stick above bridge. 
When I’m all settled, I’ll splice, and live along with the old 
couple.’ 

* But will Mary consent to live there ? It is so qtuet and 
retired that she won’t like it.’ 

‘Mary Stapleton has given herself airs enough In all 
conscience, and has had her own way quite enough. Mary 
Beasley will do as her husband wishes, or 1 will know the 
reason why.’ 

‘We shall see, Tom. Bachelors’ wives are always best 
managed, they say. But now you wwtt money to buy your host.’ 

‘ Yes, if you'd lend it to me ; 1 don’t like to take it away 
from the old people ; and I’ll pay you when 1 can, Jacok’ 

‘No; you must accept this, Tom; and when you marry 
you must accept something more,’ replied I, handing the notes 
to him. 

* With all my heart, Jacob. 1 never can repay you for 
what you have done for me, and so I may just as well increase 
the debt.’ 

‘That's good logic, Tom.' 

‘ Quite as good as independence j is it not, Jacob ? ’ 

‘Better, much better, as I know to my cost,’ replied I, 
laughing. 

Tom finished his breakfast, and then look his leave. After 
breakfast, as usual, I went to the btmt-house, and unchaining 
my wherry, pulled up the river, which I had not hitherto done j 
my attendance upon Sarah having invariably ttimed the bow 
of my wherry in the opposite direction. I swept the 
rarious residences on the banks of the river, until 1 arrived 
oj^ite to riiat of Mr. Wharndiffe, and perceived a lady imd 
gwitieamn in the garden. I know them immediately, and, as 
were striding dose to the wbU, I pulled in ai^ saluted 

‘ Do fm recollect me ?’ said I to them, smiling. 

‘ Ves,* repied the lady, ‘ I do reoiilect ymnr fttce — aordy 
— ^it FaiMilr tilM wV'tentum I ’ 

‘ I aa not a watermtm i I am <mly asmuKng myaetf in 
my own boat’ 

‘ Come up,’ raplksd Mr.Whamdlfo; ‘ we iMce bands 
with you at that disrimee.’ 
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J made fast my wherry and joined them. They received 
me most cordially. 

* I thought you were not a waterman, Mr. Faithful, although 
you said that you were,* said Mrs. WhamclifFe. ‘Why did 
you deceive us in that way ? ^ 

* Indeed, at that time I was, from my own choice and my 
own folly, a waterman : now I am so no longer^ 

We were soon on the most intimate terms, and I narrated 
of my adventures. They expressed their obligations to 
me, and requested that I would accept their friendship. 

« Would you like to have a row on the water? It is a 

beautiM day, and if Mrs. Whamcliffe will trust herself 

*Ohl i should like it above all things. Will you go, 
William ? I will run for a shawl.’ 

In a few minutes we were all three embarked, and 1 rowed 
them to viiiu. They had been admiring the beauty of the 
various residences on the banks of the Thames. 

‘ How do you like that one ? ’ inquired I of Mrs. Wham- 

cliHe. 

* it ii very handsome, and I think one of the very best.’ 
«That is mine,* replied L ‘Will you allow me to show it 

to you ? * 

* Yours I * 

* Yes. mine ; but I have a very small establishment, for I 
am a l^tchelor.* 

We landed, and alter walking about the grounds, went into 
the house* 

*Do you recollect this room ?’ said I to Mr. Whamcliffe. 

‘ Yes, indeed 1 do : it was hare that the box was opened, 
and my uncle’s But we must not say anything about that ; 

he is dead' 

* Dead i * 

‘ Yes ; he never held his head up after his dishonesty was 
discovered* He pined and died within three months, sincerely 

repenting what ho had attempted.’ 

I acci^ted their invitation to dinner, as I rowed them back 
to their own residence ; and afterwards had the pleasure of 

my Sincerost inends. Through them 1 
was introduced to I^y Auburn and m^y others ; and I shall 
not forget old housekeeper r^ognising me one day, when 
t waa invited to Lady Auburn’s villa 
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‘Bless mel what tricks you young gentlemen do play. 
Only to think how you asked me for water, and how I pushed 
the door in your face, and wouldn’t let you rest yourself. Bat 
if you young gentlemwi will disguise yourselves, it’s your own 
fiialts, and you must take the consequence.’ 

My acquaintances now increased rapidly, and t had the 
admntage of the best society, i hardly need ol»erve that it 
wae a gr^ advantage ; for, although ! was not considered 
awkwarf, still I wanted that polish which caa only be obtained 
by an admixture with good company. The reports concerning 
me were various 5 but it was generally believed that 1 was a 
young man who had received an excellent education, and 
might have been brought forward, but that I had taken a 
passion for the river, and had chosen to be a waterman in 
preference to any other employment ; that I had since cmne 
into a large fortune, and had resumed my station in sodety. 
How far the false was blended with the true, tht»e who have 
read my adventures will readily perceive. For my ^urt, 1 
cared little what they sdd, and I g^ve myself no trouble to 
refhte the various assertions 1 was not uham^ of my blith, 
Irecause it had no effect upon the Drummonds, still, ! knew 
the world too well to think it necessary to blazon it On the 
whole, the balance was in my favour ; there was a d«f:mi of 
ronutnee in my history, with 1^ its variations, which bter^ted, 
and, joined to the knowledge of my actud w^th,, made me to 
be well received, and gmned me attmttm wherever I went 
One thing was much to my advantage— my erdensive readii^, 
added to the good classical eduouioa wM^ 1 had reeved. 
It is not often in society that an opportunity occurs when uty 
mM am prove his acquisitiems } but 'trimi it doM omo, tihsy 
alsrayi make an impression ; and thus did education turn the 
scale in my &vour, and eveiy one was much more inclined to 
b<^ve the &lse rather than the true vearsion cd* my history. 
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CHAPTER XLIII 

llse Domin« prove# Stapleton*# ‘human natur’ to be correct— The red 
prove# too much of r match for the blue — Mary sells Tom, and 
Tom iMslIs what i« left of him, for a shilling — We never know the 
value of anything till we have lost it. 

I HAD often ruminated in what manner I could render the 
Domine more comfortable. I felt that to him I was as much 
indebted m to any living being, and one day I ventured to 
open the subject ; but his reply was decided. 

* I see, Jacob, my son, what thou wouldst wish : but it 
must not Man is but a creature of habit : habit becomes 
to him not only necessity but luxury, For-five-and-forty years 
have I toiled, instilling precepts and forcing knowledge into 
the brains of those who have never proved so apt as thou. 
Truly, ii hath been a painful task, yet can I not relinquish it. 

I might, at one time, that is, during the first ten years, have 
met the offer with gratitude ; for I felt the humiliation and 
annoyance of wearying myself with the rudiments, when L 
would fain have commented upon the various peculiarities of 
style in the ancient Greek and Latin authors ; but now, all 
that has passed away. The eternal round of concord, prosody 
and syntax has charms for me from habit : the rule of three ' 
is preferable to the problems of Euclid, and even the Latin 
gramnmr hath its delights. In short, I have a hujtcs pleasure 
in hoc \cluck^ cluch\ ; and even the fiourishing of the 

twigs c€ that tree of knowledge, the birch, hath become a pleasur- 
able occupation to me, if not to those upon whom it is inflicted. 

I am ilka an old horse, who hath so long gone round and round 
in a mill, that ha carmot walk straight forward ; and, if it 
please the Almighty, I will die in harness. Still I thank thee, 
Jacob } and thank God that thou hast again proved the 
goodness of thy heart, and given me one more reason to 
rejoice in thee and in thy love ; but thine offer, if accepted, 
wmdd not add to my happiness ; for what feeling can be more 
consolatory to m old man near into his grave, than the ^ 
reSecdon that his life, if not distinguished, has at least been 
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I had not, for some time, received a visit from Tom ; and, 
surprised at this, I went down to his father's, to malce inquiry 
about him. I found the old couple sitting indoors ; the 
weather was fine, but old Tom was not at his work ; even the 
old woman^i netting was thrown aside* 

* Where is Tom?* inquired I, after wishing them good 

(f 

mommg* 

* Oh I deary me/ cried the old woman, putting her apron up 
to her eyes ; * that wicked, goodTormothiog girl I * 

^Good heavens! what is the matter? inquired I of old 
Tom* 

‘The matter, Jacob,* replied old Tom, stietching out his imo 
wooden kgs, and placing his hands upon his knees, * is, that 
Tom has ^listed for a scKiger.* 

‘^Listed for a soldier !* 

‘ Yes ; thai*s as sartain as itk true ; and whai*i worse, Pm 
told the regiment is ordei^ to the West Indies. So, what 
vdth fever o* mind and yellow fever, he*i food for the land 
crabs, that*s sartam. I think now/ continued the old man, 
brushing a tear from hti eye with his forefinger* * that I tee 
his bones bleaching under the palisades | for I know the 
place well* 

* Don’t say so, Tom j don’t My »o I * 

* Oh, Jacob t beg prdon If Vm too now 5 but om’t 
you help us ? ’ 

‘I will if I am, depend upm il| Itot lei! me how this 
happened.’ 

‘ Why, the long and the iSbort of it is Ahi 1 thM girl, Mary 
Stapleton, has been his ruin. When Im irtl came home, he 
was well receive^ and look^ forsmid to being splk^ and 
li\dng with us ; but it didn’t last long. She couldn^ leave off 
her old tricks ; and so, that Tom might nm get the upper 
himd, she plays him off with the sei^Mnt of a recnilting 
pmty, an^ filet off from one to the other, Just like the tickor ^ 
the old dock dtere doai from one side to the other* One day 
the Mrf eant was the &ncy man, and the neat day it was Tom* 
At kit, Tom gets can of patience^ and wishes to como to a Mr 
mdormxdiog. So he mm her wimhsf st^ ^oses m have 
the sergeant or to have him $ she mlg hi lake her chdo% kit 
he had no noriem of bdng played mth in tkn my, after all 
im kmm misMbm pmnim, Opimiliis idie httifr 
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md tells Tom he may go about his business, for she didn’t 
cane if she never sees him no more. So Tom’s blood was up, 

and he calls her a d -4 jilt, and, in my opinion, he was 

near to the truth ; so then they had a regular breeze, and part 
comj^ny* Well, this made Tom very miserable, and the next 
day he would have begged her pardon, and come to her terms, 
for you see, Jacob, a man in love has no discretion ; but she 
being still angry, tells him to go about his business, as she 
means to marry the sergeant in a week. Tom turns away 
agidn quite mad *, and it so haf^ns that he goes into the 
pubhc*houie where the sergeant hangs out, hoping to be 
revenged on him, and meaning to have a regular set-to, and 
see who is the best man ; but the sergeant wasn’t there^ and 
Tom takes pot after pot to drive away care ; and, when the 
serfmnt returned, Tom was not a little in liquor. Now, the 
sergeant was a knowing chap, and when he comes in, and 
perceives Tom with his face hushed, he guesses what was to 
come, so, instead of saying a word, he goes to another table, 
and dashci hts hit upon it, as if in a passion. Tom goes up 
to him, md says, ** ^rgeant, I’ve known that girl long before 
you, and if you are a man, you’ll stand up for her.” “ Stand up 
for her ; yes,” replied the sergeant, “ and so I would have done 
yeilertlay, but the blasted jilt has turned me to the right about 
and sent me away. I won’t fight now, for she won’t have me— 
any more than she will you.” Now when Tom hears this, he 
becomes more pacified with the sergeant, and they set down 
like two people under the same misfortune, and take a pot 
together, mstead of fighting; and th«i, you se^ the sergeant 
plies Tom with liquor, swearing that he will go back to the 
regiment, and leave Mary altogether, and advises Tom to do 
the same. At last, what with the sergeant’s persuasions, and 
Tom’s desire to vex Mary, hq succeeds in listing him, and 
giving him the shilling before witoesses; riiat was all the 
mscml wanted The next day Tom was sent down to 
itep6t as they call it, unto a guard ; and the sergeant remains 
here lo fdlow up Mary, without mterruption. This ordy 
hastened three days and we only were told of it yesterday , 
by d^tapieton, who threaten# to turn his daughter out of 

« Cim’l ym* hdp u«i Jacob ? ’ said the old woman, whimperings 

* I I am ; and If money can procure his d^^marge it 
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shall be obtained. Bat did you not wy that he wm ordered 
to the West Indies?* 

«The regiment is in the West Indies, but they are recruiting 
for it, so many have been carried off by the yellow fever kst 
sickly season. A tranipoit, they nay, wiH mil nest week, and 
the recruits are to march for emlMfkation in three or four days.* 

* And what it the regiment, and where is the ck|idt ? * 

* It is the 47th Fuiiieers, and the dep6t it at Maidstone.* 

* I will lose no time, my gmd friends,* replied I ; * icMnorrow 
I will go to Mr. Drummond, and ronsutl with him,* I re* 
tamed the gmtcftd squeeze of okl Tom*i hand, and, followed 
by the blessings of the old wcwtmn, I hastened away. 

As I pulled up the river, for that day I was engagedi to 
dine with the Whamcliffes, I resolvetl to call upon Mary 
Stapleton, and ascertain by tier deportment whether she had 
become that heartless jilt which she was repreteiiied, and if to, 
to persuade Tont, if I succeeded in obtaining his discharge, to 
think no more alxmt her. I felt so vexed and angry with her, 
that after I landed, I walked alxiut a few minutes before I 
went to the house, that I might recover my temper. When I 
walked up the stairs I found Mary sitting over a sheet of 
paper, on which she had been writing. She looked up as I 
came in, and I perceived that she had hmn crying. * Mary,* 
said I, ^ how well you have kept the twmiie you made to me 
when last me met 1 See what trouble and sorrow you have 
brought upon all parties excefg younelt* 

‘ Exce]^ myself no, Mr. Faithful, don*! except myself i I 
am almost l believe that I am mad— for surely such 

folly as mine is madness.* And Mary wept bitterly. 

* There is no excuse for ymir behaviour. Maty— it is 

uni^rdonably wicked. Tom sacriftcad aU for your indce— he 
even deiced, and d^rtion Is death by tibe law. How what 
have ymi deme ?— takoi of his stionf lo 

drli^ 'i&m. fo intempemnee, and indu<» him, in det^ir, 
ei^t a He mlh for the Wmt Indm to ftll up tito 

.raaioi dl tihiimed by 'the yellow fover, mm wiU 

parhaps never return agmn— you wiU have b^ die 
occasion of his death. Mary, I have cme to iNS yem that I 
despise ymi.* 

^ I despise and hate myself/ repli^ M^, wwiaMly | * I 
wMt 1 In my grave. O Mr. Fidtldy^ ifofi3^0o#t edm— 
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do get him back. You can^ I know you can — you have money 
and everything.* 

« If I do, it will not be for your benefit, Mary, for you shall 
trifle with him no more. I will not try for his discharge 
unlets he faithfully promises never to speak to you again.’ 

*Y0U don*t say that*— you don’t mean that,’ cried Mary, 
sweeping the hair with her hand back from her forehead, — and 
her hand still remaining on her head — *0 Godl 0 God! 
what a wretch 1 am 1 Hear me, Jacob — ^hear me,’ cried she, 
dropping on her knees, and seizing my hands ; ‘only get him 
his discharge— only let me once see him again, and I swear by 
all that*! sacred, that I will beg his pardon on my knees as I 
now do yours. 1 will do everything — anything — if he will 
but forgive me, for I cannot, I will not, live without him.’ 

* If this is true, Mary, what madness could have induced 
you to have acted as you have ? ’ 

*Ycs,* replied Mary, rising from her knees, ‘madness, 
indeed,— more than madness to treat so cruelly one for whom 
I only care to live. You say Tom loves me, I know he does ; 
but he does not love me as I do him. 0 my God 1 my heart 
will break!* After a pause, Mary resumed. ‘Read what I 
have written to him— I have already written as much in 
another letter. You will see that if he cannot get away, I have 
ofered to go out with him as his wife, that is, if he will have 

such a foolish wicked girl as I am,’ 

I read the letter ; it was as she said, praying for forgiveness, 
offering to accompany him, and humiliating herself as much 
m it was possible, i was much affected. I returned the 

letter* 

* You can’t despise me so much as I despise myself, 
ojntinued Mary ; ‘ I hate, I detest myself for my folly. I 
recollect now how you used to caution me when a gin. 
mother, mother, it was a cruet legacy you left to your child 
when you gave her your disposition. Yet why should I blame 
her ? I must bkme myaeE’ 

‘Weil, Mary, I wiU do all I can, and that as soon, as 

BOtBibl& To-morrow I wll go down to the dep6t.> 

‘God bless ywi, Jacob; and may you never have the 
ml^iraiiw to be in love wth such a one as myself’ 
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CHAPTER XLIV 


I am fn«l^ other reapects a very melancholy chapter, 

whl^» w® aw sorry lo teform the reader, will be followed up by one 
mM txmw to* 


I Lirr Miry, and hastened home to dress for dinner. I 
mentioned the subject of wishing to obtain Tom’s discharge to 
Mr. Whamcliffc, who recommended my immediately applying 
to the Horse Guards s and, as he was acquainted with ^se in 
office, oflered to accompany me. I gladly accepted his offer ; 
and the next morning he called for me in his carriage, and we 
went there. Mr. Whamcliffe sent up his card to one of die 
secretaries, and wo were immediately ushered up, when 1 
stated my wishes. The reply was, ‘ If you had time to procure 
a substitute it would be easily arranged ; tet the regiment is so 
wmk, and the aversion to the W<»t Indies so prevalent after 
this last very sickly season, that I doubt if His Royal Highness . 
would permit any man to purchase his discharge. However, 
we will see. The Duke is one of the kindest-hearted of men, 
and I will lay the case before him : but let us see if he is still . : 
at the depAt"— I rather think not.’ The secretary rang the 


•The detachment <rf the 47th Fusileers from fhe ^hpdt, has , 
it marched f and when does it embark f , , - ■ 

The clerk went out, and in a few mmutw reuroed wfth 
some papers in his hand. * It marched b^oie y^r _a^ 
and WM to embarie this morning, and swl m em 
few 

My heart sank at this lntel%mc& . , ^ ^ ■ . 

‘ How is the wind, Mr. G— r-? go down and look at the 

clerk returned; ‘mA, sir, and has been steadily so , 
the ‘ I 

to obtain ymir wWi. The orders to ■ 

peremptory to expedite Ae saOl^ 
f^j(ate ha» been ^ 
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* What can be done ? * replied I moiimfiillF* 

* You must apply for hii discharge, and proctire a iubitittite* 
He can then have m order tent out, and be permitted to 
return home, I am very iorry, at I perceive you are much 
interested, but Fm ahmid it is too late now. However, fm 
tmy call tomorrow j the weather it clear with this wind, and 
the port-admimi will telegraph to the Admiralty the sailing of 
the vessels. Should anything detain them, I will take care 
that His Royal Highness shall be aci|tiaintad with the 
circumstances this afternoon, if possible, and will give you hts 
reply/ 


leave. Vexed as I was with the communications I had alimdy 
received, I was much more so when cine ^ the 'porteri ran to 
the carriage to show me, by the necretary^s oixkr, a telegraphic 
communication from the Admiralty, containing the certain and 
unpleasant information, * Convoy to West Indtet wiled ihii 
morning/ 

‘Then it is all over for the present,' said I, throwing myself 
back in the carriage j and I continued In a melancholy hummir 
until Mr. Whamclifte, who had builnets in the City, pul me 
down Ei near as the carriage went to the house of Mr. 
Drummond. I found Sarah, who was the depwitory of all my 
thoughts, ^ns, and plemiures, and 1 communicated to her 
this episode in the history of young Tom. As mmi ladles are 
revere judges of their own seiei she mff itroog In her 
expressioni against the conduct of Mary, which she would nra 
albw to admit of Miy pdliatlom Eren her penitent had no 
weight with her. 

‘And yet how often is it the Smrah, not ptrlm]^ to 
the met^t earned on by this girl i ^ stift the dlsap* 

pointEMot is Ei great, aith^ig b the ccms^u^mi are not io 
mlaidtouf. Among the higher clai^, how ^en do young 
men receive encouragment, mad yield dtemieivai up lo a 
passimi'IO' only in ditap^nlm^t I It is not n^s^aaiy to 
plight troth I a young womma may n<H have virtually cranmilM 
herself, mid yet, by merely appearing pleared with the mm- 
versatlon and omf^y of a young nm, induce Mm m wm^m 
his aftectlcms m a treacherous sea, and eventually ind Itei 
wrecked/ 

‘You are very tmtModly poetical, Jfaco^^ S«ahi 
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< such things dn happen^ hut I think that women’s affections 
am, to u« your phrase, oftcner wrecked than those of men ; 
that, however, claet not exculpate either party. A woman 
must be htind indeed, if she cannot perceive, in a very short 
time, whether the is trifhng with a man’s feelings, and base 
indeed, if she continues to practise upon them.’ 

* Sarah,’ replied I, and I stopped. 

* Well—* 

« I was,* replied I, ilammering a little, ‘ I was going to ask 
ym if you were blind f * 

* As to what, Jacob?’ said Sarah, colouring up. 

« Ai to my feelings towards you*’ 

» No ; I Wieve you like me very well,’ replied she, smiling. 

‘ Do you think that that is all ? ’ 

* Where do you dine to<lay, Jacob ?’ replied Sarah. 

* That must depend upon you and your answer. If I dine 
here to-day, I truit to dine here often. If I do not dine here 
to-day, probably I never may again. I wish to know, Sarah, 
whether you have been blind to my feelings towards you ; for, 
with the cate of Mary and Tom before me, I feel that I must 
no longer trust to my own hopes, which may end in disappoint- 
ment* Will you have the kindness to put me out of my 
misery ? * 

* If I have been blind to your feelings, I have not been blind 
to your meHt^ Jacob. Perhaps I have not been blind to your 
feelinfs, and I am not of the same disposition as Mary 
Stapleton* I think you may venture to dine here to-day,’ 
continued she, colouring and smiling, as she turned away to 
the window. 

* I ca^ hardly telleve that I’m to be so happy, Sarah,’ replied 
I, agitate. *1 have been fortunate, very fortunate ; but the 
hopti y^ have now raised are so much beyond my expecta- 
tions,— to much beyond my deserts, that I dare not indulge 
In them* Have ply on me, and be more explicit’ 

<Wb»t do fm with me to say?’ replied Sarah, looking 

down upcii h^ wori^ as i^e turned round to me. 

* Thai you will not it^ect the orphan who was fostered by 
your Mber, and who remind# you of what he was, that you 
may imt at dbi* moment, wh^ I trust is the greatest bar 

to Mfl pre»am{>tS<M» — hi# hurnWe origi^’ . 

‘ Jaimb, that was Uhe yoer^ it was nobly said ; ana 
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if you were not bom noble, you hmt true nobility of mind 
I will imitate your ejcampit. Have ! not oBen, during our 
bug friendship, told ym that I loved you f * 

‘ Yes, m E child, you did, Sarah.* 

‘Then, m a woman, I repeat it; and now are ym 
aatif fied f * 

I took &mh by the hand ; she did not withdraw it, tell 
allowed me to kits it over and over again* 

* But your father and mother, Samh ? * 

* Would never have allowed our intinfui^y, If they had not 
approved of it, Jacob, depend upon it* However, you may 
m^e yourself easy on that icore, by letting them lo^w admt 
has passed, and then, I presuine, you will be out dt ymir 
misery.* 

Before the day was over, 1 had ipoken to Mn, Drummcmd, 
md requested her to open the buiineis to her huslmnd, as I 
really felt it more thmi I could dam to do* She smiled m her 
daughter hung upon her neck, and when i met Mr. Drummond 
at dinner-time, I was * out of my miitryt* for he shook me by 
the hand, and said, * You have made ui all very happy, Jacote 
for that girl appears determined either to many you, or not m 
many at all* Come, dinner is remly.* 

I will leave the reader to imagine how happy I was ; what 
f^sed betwt^n Sm$k md tm In our ol that evtnlnf , 

how unwilling ! was to quit the hmiii, and how I ordei^ a 
postchaise to carry me hcm% bemuse I was ^mld to IrutH 
myself on that water, on which die mi^ pit d" my life had 
bmn safely pssed, lest any ^^«iM hapsm ^ me, 

and rob me of my aniiclpted biii. Wmm that day, I wimi 
as one of the family, and inding the dlf^ce too gmt, took 
up my abode at aprtments contiguous to the house of Mn 
Drummond* But the course d other peoples love did not 
rm so smooth, and I must now return to Mary Stapleton and 
Tom Beaseley* 

i had br^fasted, and mm just about to tatm my 
md go down to acquaint the old couple widi the had 
oC my ap|)licsl{oeu I had been whh gnditude upon 

my own ha^^plaess hi pimpeet, inddi^ in &md antldig^^^ 
mid ihei% revetltef lo tko mie in wtedi 1 had left Mmy 
and tAm and mdher» ooi^Mslteg Mr 

from idmmmo wl^ who 
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ifii© ih® dmiwg^rticsm but young Tom, dressed in 



My fwebedli^ w«e pr»»«d to b« aur^, fiw tne 
next mornteg I «*» i»8w»ed ^ oW «w 

me. He m$ ii^ «i»^ ** 

*AH% «i»> Mii««f Jeeob— Tome Maty 

- -a / * ^ j e 
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* Whyi what is the matter, Stapleton V 

* Why, it*s just this— Tom desarts to come to Mary. Cause 
^hy ?— he loves her— human natur. That soldier chap comes 
In and sees Tom, clutches hold, and tries to take possession 
of him* Tom hghts, knocks out sergeant’s starboard eye, and 
tries to escape— hmnan natur. Soldiers come in, pick up 
sergeant, seiM Tom, and carry him off. Mary cries, and 
tcreams, and faints— human natur — poor girl can’t keep her 
head up— two women with burnt feathers ^ night. Sad job. 
Mister Jacob* Of all dbe senses love’s the worst, that’s sartain 
—quite upset me, can’t smoke my pipe this morning — Mary’s 
tesm quite put my pipe out ’—and old Stapleton looked as if 
ha was ready to cry himself. 

* This is a sad business, Stapleton,’ replied I. ‘ Tom will 
be triad for desertion, and God knows how it will end. I will 
try all I can ; but they have been very strict lately.’ 

* Hope you will, Mister Jacob* Mary will die, that’s 
sartalm I’m more afraid that Tom will* If one does, t’other 
will I know the girl— just like her mother, never could cany 
her helm amidships, hard a-port or hard a*starboard. She’s 
nmd now to follow him^ — will go to Maidstone. I take her as 
toon as I go back to her. Just come up to tell you all about it 

♦This is a gloomy itfair, Stapleton.’ 

*Ye% for sarudn— wish tibere never was such a thing as 


& llttto conversation, and a supply of money, whicn 
would be acceptable, Stapleton went away, leaving 
in no very bappy state of mind. My regard for Tom was 
id his situation one of peculiar danger. Again 
to Mr. WhamcUffe for advice, and he readily inter- 


‘This is, indeed, an awkward business, said he, ana wiu 
i«qwre more in^^Mt than I am afraid that I command. If 
not ctmdffltmod to d<»th, he wiU be sentence to 
filling as will break Mm down in spirit as well as m body, 
and sink Mm into an early grave. _ Death were preferable o 
the two. Lose no time, Mr. Faithful, m 
MMdstone, mid seeing the colonel cotnmaiiding the d^6t 
I will go a> the Hcwse Guards, and see what is to be done. 

I v^e a hurried note to Sarah to account for iny absence 
and s«it for post homsi Early in the afternoon I arrive 
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of offboce io his attack upo« the who hat tire* 

covombly Imt his eye/ 

‘The sergeant first made him drunks and then pemisaded 
him to enlist/ I then stated the rivalship that iuhtisted 
between them, and continued, * It it not di^raceftd to enliil 
men in that way -“-can that be called wliintary service ? * 

‘All very tryCi* replied the officer, *b«t itill espediency 


Lfl* 


* I thank you, sir | will allow mo imd 
sec him ? * 

* M^t certainly ; the otder shall be given 
I thanked the officer for Ua Mndn^ 


ith/ 


CHAPTER XLV 
It. 


I umtmm to the Mack k 
the otdm my admlsidon 
p^nnltied by tike fsngmnt of 
hmd Tom silling m a bene 


lie where Tom was ccmffiiedi and 
having ami^ bc^fm me, 1 was 
the gnaid to piMii dka sailiy^ I 
k notching a i^ck with his toaliS^ 
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*Th*m is kind, Jacob, but not more than I expected of you 
—I made sure that 1 should see you to-night or to-morrow 
morning. How’s j>oor Mary? I care only for her now. 

I am satisfied— she loves me and — I knocked out the 
seig^eant’s eye— spoilt hts wooing, at all events.’ 

* But, Tom, are you aware of the danger in which you 

are?' 

* Yes, Jacob, perfectly ; I shall be tried by a court-martial 
and shot IVe made up my mind to it — at all events, it’s 
better than being hung like a dog, or being flogged to death 
like a nigger. I shall die like a gentleman, if I have never 
been one before, that’s some comfort. Nay, I shall go out 
of the world with as much noise as if a battle had been fought, 
or a great man had died.’ 

< How do you mean?’ 

< Why there’ll be more than one hullet4n^ 

* This is no time for jesting, Tom.’ 

* Not for you, Jacob, as a sincere friend, I grant ; not for 
ooor Mary, as a devoted girl ; not for my poor father and 
mother- — ^no, no,’ continued Tom, ‘ I feel for them, but for 
myself I neither fear nor care. I have not done wrong— I 
wt« pressed against the law and Act of Parliament, and I 
deserted. I was enlisted when I was drunk and mad, and I 
deserted. There is no disgrace to me ; the disgrace is to the 
government, which suffers such acts. ^ If I am to be a victim, 

well and good— we can only die once.’ ^ _ 

* Very true, Tom ; but you are young to die, and we must 


«P hope, Jaoob. I know the kw wm be 
put in force. I ehall die and go to another and a bettw 
wortd, a* the parsMi says, whwre, at all events, there wr 

no moskets to cti»n, no dri^ and none of ^ 

otasKday, which has almost dnven me mad. I should like to 
Mue jadeefc— in a red coat 1 wU not, so I presume 
Sa ^ the world in my shirt, and that’s more than I 

had when I came in.’ . , , ^ > 

‘ Maw and her fether are conang down to you, Tom. 

jaiccfc I wai see her, to tty if I 
^ stay, she most go bai^ ag^n 
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till after the court-martial, and the sentence, and then— if she 
wishes to lake her farewell, I supiwie I must not refuse/ A 
few tears dropped from his eyes im he said this. * Jacob, will 
you wait and take her back to town ? — she must not stay here 
—and I will not see my father and mother until the last. 
Let us make one job of it, and then all will be over/ 

As Tom said this, the door of the cell again opened, and 
Stapleton supported in his daughter. Mary tottered to where 
Tom stood, and fell into his arms in a fit of convulsions* It 
was necessary to remove her, and »lie was carried out. ‘ Let 
her not come in again, I beteecli you, Jacob ; take her back, 
and I will bless you for your kindness. Wish me farewell 
now, and see that she docs not come again/ Tom wrung me 
by the hand, and turned away to conceal his diiirets. I 
nodded my head in aiicin, for I could not speak for emotion, 
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of Mary ; I received a letter from Tom, requesting 

that all of us, the Domine included, would come down and 
bid him farewell* I hired a carriage for old Tom, his wife, 
Stapleton, and Mary* and putting the Domine and myself in 
my own chariot, we set off early on the Sunday morning for 
Maidstone* We arrived about eleven o’clock, and put up at 
an inn close to the barracks. It was arranged that the Domine 
and I should sec Tom first, then his ffither and mother, and, 
lastly, Mary Stapleton. 

♦Verily,’ said the Domine, ‘my heart is heavy, exceeding 
heavy ; my soul yeameth after the poor lad^ who is thus to 
lose his life for a woman —a woman from whose toils I did 
myself escape. Yet is she exceeding fair and comejy, and 
now that it is unavailing, appcareth to be pienit^t.’ 

I made no reply; we had arrived at the gat§ of the 
Arracks. I requested to be admitted to the . prisoner, arid 
the doors were unbarred. Tom was dressed Mth great care 
and cleanliness— in white trousers and shirt and waistcoat, but 
hts coat lay on the table ; he would not put it om Be 
extended his hand towards me with a faint smile, 

♦ Irt all over now, Jacob; and there is no hope, that I ^ 
aware of; and have made up my mind to die but I wish 
these test farewells were over, for they unm^ me. I hope 
you are well, sir,’ continued Tom, to the Domine. / 

* Nay, my poor boy, I am as well as age and infirmity 

win pennit, and why should I complain wh^ I see you^ 
^tth, and strength, about to be sacrificed ; and -many made 

(nitairaMO) i^hen many might be made so f 

Domine blew hia «os^ the trumpet sound of wb»eh reechoed 
threw^ the cell, so as to taduw the sentry to look mrough 


*Tbey are h«^ X<aa,’ ^d I ; ‘wordd. you like to see 

<aM»naow?* 

‘Yesj the somaw It » over ^ better. . ^ 

♦Wffl you see your father 

* Yes,* »p!W To®, in 4 Wttdsg tone- ; . 

I ^ mi WtWtoed witb Ae old woman on nay atm, 

nf Me’ a^ ■ Peer old.-m..#d^; 


an<l she looked tip stedlaitly io Mi fe'ce* * My God ! hell be 
dead tomorrow ! * 

f-ier head again tank on his shoulder, and her sobs were 
choking her» Tom kissed hit mother*! forehead as the imrs 
courted down his cheekii and motioned me to take her away. 
I placed her down on the door, where she remain^ sileiit, 
moving her head up and down with a slow motion, her fare 
buried in her shawl It was but now and then that ^ heard 
a convulsive drawing of her breath. Old Tom had re^mained 
a silent but agitated spectator of the tcene Every muicle in 
hii weather- ^aten countenance twitched convulsively, and 



a red coat, mit«i of mm 

* Father, I vdl die In a red put 

* Tfeiut*f some trem&rt, Tore, anyhow, 

* And ru die tike a man, father.' 

♦That you will, Tom, and that's reme comfort*' 

* We sMdl agMn, 

oa 
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Tom, in heaven — that’s some comfort.’ 

‘And now, father, bless me, and take care of my poor 

I 


• oKsia you, Tom, bless you 1 ’ cried the old man, in a 
sufibcating voice, extending both his hands towards Tom, as 
they rose up ; but the equilibrium was no longer to be 
maintained, and he reeled back in the arms of me and Tom. 
We lowered him gently down by the side of his wife ; the old 
couple tum^ to each od»er, and embracing, remained sobbing 
in each other’s arms. 

‘Jacob,’ said Tom, squeezing me by the hand, with a 
eg lip* ‘by your regard for me, let now the last scene 
oe goi over-4€t me see Mary, and let this tortured heart once 
more be permitted a respite. I sent out the Domine. Tom 
leant t^aJnst the wall, with his arms folded, in appearance 
summoning up all his energy for the pamfiil meeting. Mary 
was led in by her father. I expected she would have swooned 
away, as before j but, on the contrary, although she was pMe 
a» death, and gasping for breath, from intensity of feeling, she 
wtiked up to Tom where he was standing, and sat down on 
the form close to him. She looked anxiously round upon the 
group, and then said, ‘ I know that all I now say is useless, 
Tom } but still I must say it-4t is I who, by my folly, tove 

occasioned all this distress 

you to suffet a— —dreadful death ye , m, 

^^'S^wiary, the foUy was my own,’ repUed Tom, taking 

,CK disguise or palliate to me, dearest Tom,’ 

* my eyes have been opened, too late it is true, 
been opened j and although it is kind of you to 
i the horrid conviction of my own gudt 
I have brought about, There is a fether^ who 
t his youth and his limbs to bis country, s^bmg 
^ a mother whose life is bound up with that - f 
at. To them,’ continued Mary, fsBrog down 
‘to them I must kned for pardon, and I 
to be forgiven. Answer me— oh I answer me i cm 

a wretch like me ? ’ ■ 

ensued. I went up to old Tom, and 

him to 


her mty 


A imute 


A/Sft 




g^v« ym iM^n, 1 stiffered mot* ttum yeo^or yo» %«.«« 
my oaiy, you ilmU have my etenuil end unceiieiiigr tove. 
yoi£r mentKKy I am hevmfter wedded, to join yoa edU bi 
mdy whdii—aikd If them «mld be a bocm panted mo 
£[«av«^ it wo^ be to die with you, Tcm— y«% io thoae 
ajsaa' 

Utxf held oat her atme to Tm, who, lyUw down m 
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I 

wm iwted by the voice of the Domine, who, lifiing tip both 
his anmSi and extending them forth, solemnly prayed, ‘d 
Lojpd, look down upon these Thy servants, in affiction j grant 
to Ihc^ who are to continue in their pilgrimage strength to 
Imr Thy cliastening — gtmt to him who Is to be summoned to 
Thee, hapfrfness wMch the world cannot give ; and, O 
tjod most mighty, God tnost powerful, lay not upon us burthens 
greater than we can beiur* My children, let us pray.^ 

The Domine knelt down, and repeated the Lord’s prayer ; 
all followed his example, and then there was a pause. 

* Stapleton/ said I, pointing to Mary. I beckoned to the 
Domke. We assisted up old Tom, and then Ids wife,- and led 
them away ; the poor old woman was in a state of stupefaction, 
and until she was out in the sdt was not 'aware ttot she had 
quitted her son. Stapleton had attempted, to :Sefach^^ ]^^ 
from Tom, but in vsun; they were locked together as if in 
death. At last Tom, roused by me, suia:^ his' hold |o 
loosened, and Mary was taken out in a happy state of insensi- 
bility, and carried to the inn by her fethef and the Domine. 

* Are they all gone whispered Tom to me, as his head 


reclined on my shtmlder. 

* All Tom.^ 

*Th^ the bitterness of death is past ; God have m^cy 
on th^ and fheir anguish ; they His help more 

than 1 do*’ ^ 

A passionate dood of tears, whtch^last^ somb 

relieved the poor fellow j he raised 

b^une name ^imposed. , y 

‘ Jacob, I aeed teS my 4^1% 
lay BOO* Sitter atel aw^ter, to ^8^!^ ■ j ^ 

you, I yw* tew teteit te^ 

^ tw«d yte. 


me 




my 


I orw wie 


he remained for 
away, and nointed to 
we 
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CHAPTER XLVI 


in wfelctof m wnal in thi 
mmh m tb® rmdmf» 


of a work, everything is wound up 
and not a little to the author’s, who 
, Thank God I 

I wwrr b««k to the inn, and ordering the hors^ to be put to, 

I cxnlirined to ail hut Mary the propriety of their now returning 
home Mary was lifted in, and it was a relief to my mind to 
see them all depart. As for myself, I resolved to re^n until 
last 5 but I was in a state of feverish agitation, which made 
mc> restless. As I paced up and down the room, the news- 
paper caught my eye. I laid ^01*1 

at it, A paragraph riveted my attwtion. H ^ 
Majesty's ship ImmrtaliU, Chatham, to he paid off Then 
had come home. But what was that now ? Jet 

something whispered to me that I on^ht to go to ® ^ 

and try if anything could be done. I knew fos 

JLnanW interest, and although i‘ 

Ism#! an tmt^tllsCS tO fi?0 8.11^ 5®® Luily Vi^wiCJl i CO 

g,. M. riiri » my 

I was recognised by W ofi^ers, too s reqtesting to 
I S«it a message ^ ^ted to him what 

sec him. 1 was asked into the rabm, and s^tea ro 

m BWey to 

‘ Faithful,’ replied he, ‘it appear? ®at torn ^ i 

£ ".-I 

can «ve hua, and i wik y ^ other, and 

deserter H?SnLce is, therefore, not 

must bo tned by marines, and claim him as a 

legM. I shall they must and shall give hto 

Alerter froam the Navy, d ® y . as yours. 
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‘The captain says, little or nothing, as be was pressed as 
an apprentice, which is contrary to Act of Parliament’ 

i went down to cheer Tom with this intelligence, and, 
taking my leave, set off for 1-ondon with a light heart StiU 
I thotight it l>ettcr not to communicate this good’ news until 
assurance was made doubly surfef I hastened to Mr. 
Drummond's, and detailed to them all which had passed. The 
nest day Mr. WhamcUffe went ^ with me to the Admiralty, 
where I had the happiness to Und that all was legal, and -that 
Tom could only be tried for his desertion fooifie a man-of-war ; 
and that, if he could prove that he was an apprentice, he 
would in all protoWllty be acquitted. The coart-martml was 
summoned tht«i tUiys after the letter had been received by tixe 
Admiralty. 1 hastened down to Chatham to be present It 
was very short: the desertimt was proved, ^d Tom -w^: 
called upwt for his defence. He produced his papers, ^d 
proved that he was pitssed before Ws time had espited ’^e 
court was cleared for a few minutes, and then reopened ; Tom - ^ 
was acquitted on the ground of 31^ detention contra^ 

Act of Parliament, and be was fm. 1 wtun^ my thanks to 
Captain Maclean and the tMcm for kindness, and m 
the ship with Tom in the cutter, 

lieutenant. My heart swelled with gratitude at foe h^py 
result. T«n was mUsnt, but his fodings^ I could 
I gave to foe men ot foe boat five guineas to dn^ Tom s 

brSh, and, hastening to tte inm ' 

with Tmn. who was a jawious as 

depended the happiness 5 

ferSTas I «>uld, stopped at tto ' 

happy inteUigmice, and tto 

w/Swt Th® ««*t h^msed ^ 




■aM I, *yoB ssisst ke^ fo ^ b^groimd at ; 


Sret, white 1 fm^pM* fo«®* 


‘ Oh 1 fo my a®ofo«f» 

We sassad foroogh Jtttiwy 

hea^ ST fob;* 

heart waa 


Weaeeiti 


id- Tom’s.- hf*®®®*.;. 
^■'■Of - M'aty.. 

i to haye.Sd'S^ fo' v 

I.' ' V »■ • ■ ' . . 'tn ,> r • ■ , , 

' V., -■ - 

“M'- 

■ <P’» * * **ii*i* ^ "Vif. ^ 

I . - «'*•', , ;V ^ 

.. - ' ' *.k /f\r .^f«V 

{• • ■' , . * . ■ It - rt . J ' 

. *y ' >’i .. "K ^ f ^ ' 


Mn. S«ni^^pniiif 
other imou 


&om b^dwlraiid Msisedme if 


4*0 
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« I set— I see by your face. Yes, Jacob, he is pardoned ; 
and we shall have our Tom again.^ 

* You are right, Mrs* Beazeley ; he is pardoned, and will 
toon be here.* 

The old couple sank down on their knees beside me. I 
left ihenii md beckoned from the door to Tom, who flew up, 
and in a moment was in their arms. I assisted him to put 
bis mother into her clmir, and then went out to recover myself 
from the agilitting scene. I remained about an hour outside, 
and then relumed. The old couple seized me by the hands, 
and invdk^ blessings on my head, 

* You must now part with Tom a little while/ said I ; ‘ there 
are others to make happy besides yourselves.* 

*Very true/ replied old Tom; *go, my lad, and comfort 
her* Comoi missus, we mustn’t forget others.* 

» Oh no. Co, Tom ; go and tell her that I don*t care how 

ioon she is my daughter.* 

Tom embraced his mother and followed me to the boat : 


we pull^ up against the tide, and were soon at Putney. 

•Tomi you had better stay in the boat I will either come 

or send for you.* 

It wa* very an willingly that Tom consented, but I over- 
ruled hit entreatiet, and he remained. _ I vralked to Mary’s 
house aud entered. She was up in the Uttle p^lour, dressed in 
deep inourning s when I entered she was looking out upon the 
river } she tum^ her head, and perceiving me, rose to itieet me. 

* Ywi do not come to upbraid me, Jacob, I am sure,’ said 
in a nselancholy voice ; ‘ you are too kind-h^rted for t^t.’ 

* No, no, Mary ; I am come to comfort you, if possible. 

‘ Ttart is not possible. LotJc at me, Jacob. Is there not 

a won»--a<»nker---that gnaws within?’ v 

The hollow cheek, and wiki flaring eye, once so beautiful. 


I too idainly told the truth. 

•Mary,’ said I, ‘sit d<«m } you know what the Bible says, 

ft good fiMT as to be aMc^”’ . 

‘ Yes, yes,’ sobbed Mary, ‘ I deserve all } ^ffer : and I bow 
taimlUty. But am I not too mch pum^d Jawb ? 

It I would rephto : but » it not too much for me to bear, 
tm I think that I am tl» desuuyor of one who loved me so ? 

* You have isM been the destroyer, Mmy. 

‘Yes, yes } 8»y h««t tefls »* that I have,’ 
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^ twtdbr witk ft dftscrij^km oi mjr fedisgSi or (tf my Imppbeis 
in tite for dto certftcmny. &uah sod !, Ma^ and 

wm ^lid OB tiio Mine day, and tbere wa* rtothmg to 
doBd ««f ]bi|pbi«Nb Tom tot* tq> bk abode with hi* fother 
•agd OMX^} ftad Hmr^ ndlaat with }»tppiseKi, even more 
HMni^t ^bcot etwft hM eetded down into an aK^Uen^ doting 
wiit. Fw Sinht I hMdijf tmd »y the name j she wa* my 
&k»d {earn cMMhood, ^ is now s^ that a man could hope 
and wish for. Wa hm base married several years, and are 
blessed with a inaemioni ftmily. 

I am now ahnoat at a condusitm. 1 have only to acqtumtt 
the reader with a few pardenfaws relative to my eariy friend*. 
Sti^kleton is still alivt^ and Is wedded to his {»pe, which, with 
hhn. dthouah the taste for totwcco has been considered m aa 
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wtasmf iim it wm iwc«mjry tli*t our children, ti 
of whom, »t thftt time, wee hot (mxc f«m old, ri 
inetracted hi Ln&n nod Gredc. He ramoved to la 
hi* hodc% ete^ not i^qietdng die dwoiidntde Mrdi 


end Wm. 


wotdd sot attow dm rad to (m 





















expected that e««ry one will be ito fortunate a« 1 have been, 
•till there ia every reasomfotet hope, and every right to expect, 
that we riudt ^ well in thia world. Thrown up, a« die 
Doffline expretied himseU^ ae a tangk-weed iirom the river, 
you have seen the or(dtait and charity-boy rite to weaJtb and 
consideration, —you have seen how he who was IriendhuHt, 
secured to himself the warrmtst firie»da,»»he who requited 
everything from others, became in a situatUm to protect sad 
liwitt in retam — be who could tug call am Individaai Ms 
rdidkm,— -united fo the object of his atladiineat, and hfaMtstd 
vridi a numttous toily s and to iMnass aU tfa^ advanmges 
and ddt son of hmmhiesi^ the tmiy capital widi u^kh he 










